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PKEFACE 

BY    THE    PUBLISHER. 


The  present  volume,  which  forms  the  fourth  of  the  series, 
comprises  the  three  earliest  of  Schiller's  dramas,  the 
Bobbers,  Fiesco,  and  Love  und  Intrigue,  and  his  latest,  Deme' 
trius,  which,  unfortunately,  is  little  more  than  a  fragment, 
the  author  not  having  lived  to  finish  it.  To  these  is  added 
the  GJiost  Seer,  now  for  the  first  time  given  to  the  English 
public  as  Schiller  wrote  it. 

The  KOBBERS  is  more  strongly  associated  with  the  name 
and  fame  of  Schiller  than  any  other  of  his  works,  and  is 
undoubtedly  a  very  extraordinary  production.  "  A  strange, 
rugged,  fiery  melodrame,  which  seemed  destined  to  announce 
and  to  animate  the  revolution  of  a  world."  "  One  sweeping, 
uncompromising  defiance  of  the  sober  properties,  in  which  the 
mature  see  decorum,  and  the  young  dissimulation."* 

The  germ  of  much  of  Schiller's  after  poetry  may  be  traced  in 
this  early  performance,  and  as  an  example  of  impassioned  and 
vigorous  diction,  it  is  quite  unsurpassed.  "In  perusing  this 
play,"  says  Mr.  Carlyle,  *'  we  are  alternately  shocked  and  in- 
spired ;  there  is  a  perpetual  conflict  between  our  understanding 
and  our  feelings.  Yet  the  latter  on  the  whole  come  off  victorious. 
The  Bobbers  is  a  tragedy  that  will  long  find  readers  to 
astonish,  and,  with  all  its  faults,  to  move.  It  stands,  in  our 
imagination,  like  some  ancient  rugged  pile  of  a  barbarous  age; 
irregular,  fantastic,  useless ;  but  grand  in  its  height  and 
massiveness,  and  black  frowning  strength.      It  will  long 
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remain  a  singular  monument  of  the  early  genius  and  early 
fortune  of  its  author." 

There  is  no  drama  in  the  German  language,  indeed  hardly 
any  piece  of  writing  in  the  same  compass,  more  difficult  to 
render  satisfactorily  into  English ;  arising  in  some  measure 
from  the  familiar  colloquy  and  thieves'  jargon  which  pervade 
it,  and  the  author's  frequent  use  of  metaphor,  antithesis, 
and  provincialisms.  This  may  account  for  our  not  yet  having 
had  a  single  translation  fairly  exhibiting  the  original,  although 
many  have  been  attempted.  The  earliest,  that  attributed  to 
Lord  Woodhouselee,  and  published  in  1795,  was  made  from 
the  third,  or  acting,  edition,  which  Schiller  had  been  obliged 
to  alter  and  curtail  to  little  more  than  half  its  original  dimen- 
sions, to  accommodate  stage  requirements.  Many  of  the  finest 
passages,  most  of  the  soliloquies,  and  all  the  lyrics,  are 
omitted ;  whole  scenes  are  transposed,  and  the  plot  in  some 
respects  altered.  Schiller  always  deplored  these  theatrical 
castrations,  remarking,  among  other  things,  that  Francis,  one 
of  the  principal  characters,  was  designed  as  a  reasoning  villain, 
*'  a  speculative,  metaphysico-refining  knave,"  a  plan  which, 
though  it  might  satisfy  the  thinking  reader,  could  not  fail  to 
weary  the  spectator,  who  seeks  not  philosophy  but  action. 
But  his  translator,  without  the  same  necessity,  went  even 
further,  and  omitted  many  important  passages,  the  only  ob- 
jection to  which  must  have  been  the  difficulty  of  rendering 
them  into  English.  There  are  besides  such  constant  mis- 
conceptions of  the  author's  meaning  in  this  translation,  that' 
accredited  as  it  has  hitherto  been,  very  little  of  it  could  be 
used  in  the  present. 

Another  translation  by  the  Kev.  Wm.  Render,  teacher  of 
the  German  language  at  the  University  of  Cambridge,  pub- 
lished in  1799,  is  feeble,  garbled,  and  frequently  inaccurate  * 
a  mere  schoolboy  performance.  Some  of  its  errors  are  exposed 
with  considerable  acrimony  in  the  publisher's  preface  to  Lord 
Woodhouselee's  fourth  edition. 
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Mr.  Thompson's  well-known  translation,  published  in  the 
German  Theatre  in  1804,  labours  under  much  the  same  dis- 
advantages as  those  of  its  predecessors,  and,  on  the  whole,  is 
even  less  faithful.  As  it  was  arranged,  however,  with  a  view 
to  representation  on  the  English  stage,  some  excuse  may  be 
found  for  the  freedoms  used. 

An  anonymous  translation,  printed  in  a  small  volume  at 
Perth  in  1800,  is  a  mere  piracy  on  Lord  Woodhouselee's, 
made  w^orse  by  an  affectation  of  improvement. 

Previous  to  these,  or  indeed  to  any  English  translation, 
Henry  Mackenzie,  author  of  the  Man  of  Feeling,  had  called 
public  attention  to  Schiller,  by  an  animated  account  of  the 
German  Theatre,  and  particularly  of  the  Robbers,  in  the  Edin- 
burgh Transactions  of  1790,  where  some  specimens  are  intro- 
duced; but  these,  as  he  acknowledges,  were  taken  from  a  French 
version — to  say  which  is  perhaps  to  say  enough.  Only  one 
translation  of  the  play,  as  Schiller  wrote  it,  and  as  it  now 
stands  printed  in  all  editions  of  his  works,  has  been  attempted 
in  English  previous  to  the  present,  and  that  is  so  exceedingly 
faulty  as  scarcely  to  require  a  more  particular  indication. 

This  account  may  be  appropriately  summed  up  with  an  ex- 
tract from  some  pithy  remarks  made  a  few  years  since  by  a 
writer  in  Blackwood's  Magazine :  "  Existing  translations  (of  the 
Eobhers)  are  brimful  of  errors,  transgressions  against  sense, 
language,  grammar,  and  taste — in  short,  emasculated  counter- 
feits of  the  original." 

The  publisher,  on  discovering  that  no  previous  translation 
was  available,  determined  on  procuring  a  new  one. 

Upon  examining  several  manuscripts  proposed  to  him,  and 
indeed  after  setting  up  one,  and  part  of  a  second,  in  type,  he 
found  that  it  would  cost  him  more  time  and  trouble  to  mend 
the  work  of  others  to  his  mind,  than  to  perform  the  task 
himself:  he  therefore  determined  upon  the  latter  course. 

Whatever  opinion  may  be  entertained  of  his  labour,  the  sub- 
scribers to  the  ''Standard  Library"  may  at  least  rest  assured 
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that  they  now  have,  for  the  first  time  in  English,  the  Uohhers 
as  Schiller  wrote  it,  with  all  its  faults  and  exceptionable 
passages,  and  with  all  its  beauties,  so  far  as  the  translator  has 
proved  competent  to  transfuse  them  into  his  own  language. 
He  has,  besides,  added  the  suppressed  passages  from  the  first 
edition,  and  the  principal  variations  from  the  third  or  acting 
edition.  One  of  the  additions  from  the  latter  is  the  scene 
between  Hermann  and  Francis  (at  pages  66-8),  which  Schiller 
regarded  as  a  very  important  part  of  the  play,  and  always 
regretted  that  it  had  been  "very  unhappily  omitted"  in  the 
previous  editions. 

With  regard  to  the  suppressed  passages,  about  which  so  much 
has  been  said,  and  which  caused  the  first  edition  to  be  bought 
up  with  such  extreme  avidity,  that  it  is  now  absolutely  '  in- 
trouvable,'  and  worth  more  than  its  weight  in  gold,  they  are, 
with  little  exception,  of  a  political  character,  and  not  more 
objectionable  than  some  which  were  allowed  to  remain,  and 
are  printed  in  all  the  modern  editions. 

Familiar  with  the  German  original  from  his  boyhood,  tho 
publisher  does  not  fear  having  committed  any  errors  in  in- 
terpreting the  author's  meaning,  nor  has  he  departed  from  his 
very  words  more  than  was  necessary  to  preserve  fluency  and, 
as  far  as  possible,  the  author's  energy  of  diction.  The  lyrics, 
excepting  Hector  and  Andromache,  have  not  been  given  by 
either  Bulwer  or  Merivale,  and  will  therefore,  at  least,  come 
before  the  English  reader  with  something  of  novelty.  That 
at  page  95,  is  the  well-known  and  very  popular  German  air, 
^'Einfreies  Lehen  fiihren  ivir,''  of  which  the  music  has  been 
published  in  a  great  variety  of  shapes. 

Of  FIESCO,  the  second  play  in  this  volume,  there  already 
existed  a  translation  of  such  high  character,  published  in 
1796,  that  it  would  have  seemed  unnecessary  to  do  more 
than  merely  reprint  it.  The  translators  were  Dr.  Noehden 
and   Dr.    Stodart;   the   former,   one    of    the    best   German 
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rcholars  in  this  country,  the  latter,  immortalized  by  Chaiies 
Lamb  as  "the  learned  translator  of  Schiller,"  and  since  by 
the  Times,  as  Dr.  Slop.  On  examining  it,  however,  so  many 
mistakes  and  omissions  were  discovered,  that  it  was  deemed 
insufficient  without  an  entire  revision;  and  though  that 
translation  has  been  taken  as  the  basis  of  the  present,  the 
corrections  and  additions  are  so  numerous  as  almost  to  make 
it  a  new  one.  The  whole  scene  at  pages  221-5,  added  by 
Schiller  in  1785,  and  generally  admired,  is  among  the  omis- 
sions. Indeed,  singular  to  say,  this  scene  has  never  before 
been  given  in  English,  or  even  noticed.  It  is  difficult  to  ao 
count  for  the  mistakes  committed  by  two  scholars  so  com- 
petent in  their  respective  languages ;  but  there  is  no  doubt  of 
the  fact.  The  errors  occur  chiefly  in  rendering  the  idiomatic 
forms  of  expression,  but  some  from  carelessness,  such  as  the 
rendering  of  schUessen  for  schiessen,  and  many  of  a  similar 
character.  Wherever  hyperbole  occurs,  the  departure  from 
their  text  is  no  doubt  intentional,  although,  I  think,  improper, 
as  in  the  phrase,  "  Eine  grosse  grafliche  Luge  die  auf  Stelzen 
Jieranliinkt,''  which  should  be  **A  great  and  courtly  falsehood, 
paraded  upon  stilts,"  but  which  they  politely  render  into 
**  0  ill-contrived  excuse."     (See  page  1 93.) 

Another  translation  appeared  in  1831,  anonymous,  and  in- 
terspersed with  blank  verse.  This  is  evidently  the  production 
of  an  elegant  English  scholar,  but  in  many  parts  is  so  free  and 
paraphrastic,  and  so  much  embelHshed,  as  to  be  more  the 
translator's  own  Fiesco  than  Schiller's. 

A  third  translation,  published  in  1841,  makes  Schiller  talk 
such  positive  nonsense,  that,  judging  from  this  specimen,  tho 
reader  would  form  but  a  very  low  estimate  of  his  author. 

A  few  scenes,  well  rendered   into  blank  verse,  appeared 
in   1824,  in   Blackwood's  Magazine,  it  is    believed  by  Mr. 
Gillies,  afterwards  editor  of  the  Foreign  Quarterly  Review 
The  writer,  and  there  have  been  others  of  his  opinion,  thinks 
that  both  Fiesco  and  the  Robbers  are  better  suited  to  blank 
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verse  than  prose.  The  specimens,  however,  show  that  to 
make  the  lines  it  is  sometimes  necessary  to  mar  the  sense, 
either  hy  diluting  or  contracting  it.  Piose  should  be  trans- 
lated into  prose  and  verse  into  verse,  or  the  author  is  not 
fairly  represented.  But  all  Schiller's  prose  is  so  poetical, 
that  freely  translated  it  falls  naturally  into  cadences ;  indeed, 
the  conventional  license  of  blank  verse  would  facilitate  the 
rendering  of  many  a  troublesome  passage. 

LOVE  AND  INTRIGUE,  the  last  of  Schiller's  early  plays  ^ 
has  found  only  two  previous  translators  in  this  country,  Mr. 
Peter  Colombine,  in  1795,  and  Mat.  Lewis,  the  celebrate! 
author  of  the  Monk,  in  1797. 

Mr.  Colombine  very  coolly  omits  the  whole  of  the  first  three 
scenes,  and  substitutes  some  namby  pamby  of  his  own,  pro 
fessing  all  the  while  to  give  the  play  entire.  He  paraphrases 
rather  than  translates,  and  generally  contrives  to  mi^sunder- 
stand  wherever  there  is  a  possibility;  and  even  where  he  has 
caught  an  idea  correctly,  he  has  so  Colomhined  it,  that  it 
ceases  to  be  Schiller's.  Indeed,  there  is  scarcely  a  page  without 
a  flagrant  error.  Lewis  attacks  him  for  some  of  these  delin- 
quencies, and  undertakes  to  give  the  perfect  play,  but  himself 
makes  considerable  omissions,  even  of  whole  scenes,  and,  on 
the  other  hand,  so  extensively  amplifies,  that  his  author  is 
often  lost  in  a  mist.  His  characters,  besides,  are  uniformly 
lifted  on  stilts,  so  that  Miller  and  his  wife  talk  in  lofty  heroics, 
instead  of  commonplace  garrulity,  somewhat  spiced;  and  all 
the  shades  of  character  which  Schiller  so  carefully  designed 
are  entirely  obliterated.  In  one  place,  where  Miller  in  a 
passion  is  disposed  to  behave  rather  ungallantly  to  his  better 
\ialf,  and  uses  some  coarse  expressions,  Lewis  makes  him  put 
Itis  hand  to  his  head,  and  deliver  a  magniloquent  oration. 
A  few  passages,  however,  are  vigorously  rendered,  and  these, 

*  Speaking  of  this  drama,  a  distinguished  critic  says,  "  As  a  tragedy  oi 
common  life  we  know  of  few  rivals  to  it,  certainly  of  no  superior." 
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where  they  do  not  depart  from  the  author's  meaning,  have 
been  engrafted  with  little  or  no  alteration. 

Besides  these  translations  of  what  is  professed  to  be  the 
entire  play,  detached  scenes  of  the  fifth  act  have  been  given 
by  Dr.  Taylor,  in  his  History  of  German  Poetry,  (1830,) 
and  by  Dr.  Ash,  in  the  Speculator,  (1795,)  the  former  very 
badly,  the  latter  very  ably,  though  not  always  correctly. 

It  should  be  observed,  in  deference  to  the  fastidious  reader, 
that  in  each  of  Schiller's  three  early  plays,  especially  the 
Bobbers,  passages  occur  which,  taken  separately,  might  be 
regarded  as  somewhat  offensive ;  but  as  these  are  invariably 
given  in  all  the  present  German  editions,  the  publisher  feels 
that  he  should  not  have  been  justified  in  omitting  or  even 
modifying  them.  Schiller  must  be  judged  of  as  a  whole,  and 
taste  will  preserve  and  cherish  his  beauties,  whilst  candour 
will  ''  drop  a  tear  over  his  faults  and  blot  them  out  for  ever." 

The  GHOST-SEER,  which  closes  this  volume,  was  first 
published  between  1785  and  1789,  in  the  periodical  work 
called  the  Thalia,  and  soon  after  (1789)  in  a  separate 
volume.  Schiller  could  never  be  prevailed  on  to  finish  it, 
but  the  denouement  is  to  be  gathered  from  a  series  of 
letters,  published  in  the  same  periodical  Various  Grub 
Street  authors  (for  Germany,  too,  has  its  Grub  Street),  in- 
vented sequels,  none  of  which  have  outlived  their  hour.  The 
first  English  translation  appeared  in  1795,  abridged,  and 
without  the  letters,  but  well  executed.  The  second  in  1800, 
by  the  before-named  Mr.  Render,  under  the  title  of  the  Ar- 
menian, enlarged  into  four  volumes  (being  one  more  than  the 
true  Minerva-press  quantity).  Of  these  four  volumes  nearly 
three  are  probably  by  the  *'  University  teacher  "  himself, — 
at  any  rate,  they  are  not  by  Schiller,  nor  have  they  any  pre- 
tensions to  keep  his  company.  This  translation,  no  doubt 
in  perfect  innocence  of  the  fact,  has  been  republished  in  the 
**  Standard  Novels,''  continuation  and  all,  as  Schiller's,  which 
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it  becomes  necessary  to  mention,  lest  mine,  by  comparison, 
should  be  thought  imperfect. 

The  task  of  translating  and  editing  this  volume  to  the 
extent  stated,  has  been  performed  during  snatches  from  hours 
of  business  or  rest,  by  the  publisher ;  and,  amid  the  pressure 
of  his  engrossing  and  more  legitimate  avocations,  lias  been 
most  trying.  But  he  has  been  borne  through  it  by  an  en- 
thusiastic admiration  of  the  author,  and  if  his  readers  reward 
his  perseverance  with  their  approbation,  he  may  hope  to  for- 
get the  sacrifice  it  has  cost  him  in  the  pleasures  of  the  re- 
compence. 

The   unfinished  tragedy  of  Demetkius  is  translated  by 

Theodore  Martin,  Esq.,  who  is  already  favourably  known  to 

the  reader  of  these  volumes. 

HENRY  G.  BOHN, 
Apnly  1849 


SCHILLER'S    PREFACE, 

AS   PREFIXED    TO   THE    FIRST   EDITION    OF   THE   ROBBERS 
PUBLISHED    IN    1781, 

Now  first  translated  into  English, 


This  play  is  to  be  regarded  merely  as  a  dramatic  narrative,  in 
which,  for  the  purpose  of  tracing  out  the  innermost  workings  of 
the  soul,  advantage  has  been  taken  of  the  dramatic  method, 
without  otherwise  conforming  to  the  stringent  rules  of  theatrical 
composition,  or  seeking  the  dubious  advantage  of  stage  adapta- 
tion. It  must  be  admitted  as  somewhat  inconsistent  that  three 
very  remarkable  people,  whose  acts  are  dependent  on  perhaps 
a  thousand  contingencies,  should  be  completely  developed 
within  three  hours,  considering  that  it  would  scarcely  be  pos- 
sible, in  the  ordinary  course  of  events,  that  three  such  re- 
markable people  should,  even  in  twenty-four  hours,  fully 
reveal  their  characters  to  the  most  penetrating  inquirer.  A 
greater  amount  of  incident  is  here  crowded  together  than  it 
was  possible  for  me  to  confine  within  the  narrow  limits  pre- 
seribed  by  Aristotle  and  Batteux. 

It  is,  however,  not  so  much  the  bulk  of  my  play  as  its  con- 
tents which  banish  it  from  the  stage.  Its  scheme  and  eco- 
nomy require  that  several  characters  should  appear,  who 
would  offend  the  finer  feelings  of  virtue,  and  shock  the  de- 
licacy of  our  manners.  Every  delineator  of  human  character 
is  placed  in  the  same  dilemma,  if  he  proposes  to  give  a  faith* 
ful  picture  of  the  world  as  it  really  is,  and  not  an  ideal  phan- 
tasy, a  mere  creation  of  his  own.  It  is  the  course  of  mortal 
things  that  the  good  should  be  shadowed  by  the  bad,  and 
virtue  shine  the  brightest  when  contrasted  with  vice.  Who- 
ever proposes  to  discourage  vice,  and  to  vindicate  religion, 
morality,  and  social  order,  against  their  adversaries,  must  un- 
veil crime  in  all  its  deformity,  and  place  it  before  the  eyes  of 
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men  in  its  colossal  magnitude.  He  must  diligently  explore 
its  dark  mazes,  and  make  himself  familiar  with  sentiments 
at  the  wickedness  of  which  his  soul  revolts. 

Vice  is  here  exposed  in  its  innermost  workings.  In  Francis 
it  resolves  all  the  confused  terrors  of  conscience  into  wild 
abstractions,  destroys  virtuous  sentiments  by  dissecting  them, 
and  holds  up  the  earnest  voice  of  religion  to  mockery  and  scorn. 
He  who  has  gone  so  far  (a  distinction  by  no  means  enviable) 
as  to  quicken  his  understanding  at  the  expense  of  his  soul 
— to  him  the  holiest  things  are  no  longer  holy — -to  him 
God  and  man  are  alike  indifferent,  and  both  worlds  are 
as  nothing.  Of  such  a  monster  I  have  endeavoured  to 
sketch  a  striking  and  lifelike  portrait,  to  hold  up  to  abhor- 
rence all  the  machinery  of  his  scheme  of  vice,  and  to  test 
its  strength  by  contrasting  it  with  truth.  How  far  my  nar- 
rative is  successful  in  accomplishing  these  objects,  the  reader 
is  left  to  judge.  My  conviction  is,  that  I  have  painted  nature 
to  the  life. 

Next  to  this  man  (Francis)  stands  another,  who  would 
perhaps  puzzle  not  a  few  of  my  readers.  A  mind  for  which 
the  greatest  crimes  have  only  charms  through  the  glory 
which  attaches  to  them,  the  energy  which  their  perpetra- 
tion requires,  and  the  dangers  which  attend  them.  A  re- 
markable and  important  personage,  abundantly  endowed  with 
the  power  of  becoming  either  a  Brutus  or  a  Catiline,  accord- 
ing as  that  power  is  directed.  An  unhappy  conjunction  of 
circumstances  determines  him  to  choose  the  latter  for  his 
example,  and  it  is  only  after  a  fearful  straying  that  he  is 
recalled  to  emulate  the  former.  Erroneous  notions  of  activity 
and  power,  an  exuberance  of  strength  which  bursts  through  all 
the  barriers  of  law,  must  of  necessity  conflict  with  the  rules 
of  social  life.  To  these  enthusiast  dreams  of  greatness  and 
efficiency,  it  needed  but  a  sarcastic  bitterness  against  the  un- 
poetic  spirit  of  the  age,  to  complete  the  strange  Don  Quixote, 
whom,  in  the  Eobber  Moor,  we  at  once  detest  and  love,  admire 
and  pity.  It  is,  I  hope,  unnecessary  to  remark,  that  I  no 
more  hold  up  this  picture  as  a  warning  exclusively  to  robbers, 
than  the  greatest  Spanish  satire  was  levelled  exclusively  at 
knight-errants. 

It  is  now-a-days  so  much  the  fashion  to  be  witty  at  the 
expense  of  religion,  that  a  man  will  hardly  pass  for  a  genius 
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if  he  does  not  allow  his  impious  satire  to  run  a  tilt  at  its- 
most  sacred  truths.  The  noble  simplicity  of  holy  writ  must 
needs  be  abused  and  turned  into  ridicule  at  the  daily  assem- 
blies of  the  so-called  wits ;  for  what  is  there  so  holy  and 
serious  that  will  not  raise  a  laugh  if  a  false  sense  be  attached 
to  it  ?  Let  me  hope  that  I  shall  have  rendered  no  incon- 
siderable service  to  the  cause  of  true  religion  and  morality  in 
holding  up  these  wanton  misbelievers  to  the  detestation  of 
society,  under  the  form  of  the  most  despicable  robbers. 

But  still  more.  T  have  made  these  said  immoral  characters 
to  stand  out  favourably  in  particular  points,  and  even  in  some 
measure  to  compensate  by  qualities  of  the  head  for  what  they 
are  deficient  in  those  of  the  heart.  Herein  I  have  done  no 
more  than  literally  copy  nature.  Every  man,  even  the  most 
depraved,  bears  in  some  degree  the  impress  of  the  Almighty's 
image,  and  perhaps  the  greatest  villain  is  not  farther  removed 
from  the  most  upright  man,  than  the  petty  offender;  for  the 
moral  forces  keep  even  pace  with  the  powers  of  the  mind, 
and  the  greater  the  capacity  bestowed  on  man,  the  greater 
and  more  enormous  becomes  his  misapplication  of  it,  the 
more  responsible  is  he  for  his  errors. 

The  "  Adramelech  "  of  Klopstock  (in  his  Messiah)  awakens 
in  us  a  feeling  in  which  admiration  is  blended  with  detesta- 
tion. We  follow  Milton's  Satan  with  shuddering  wonder 
through  the  pathless  realms  of  chaos.  The  Medea  of  the  old 
dramatists  is,  in  spite  of  all  her  crimes,  a  great  and  wondrous 
woman,  and  Shakespeare's  Kichard  the  Third  is  sure  to  excite 
the  admiration  of  the  reader,  much  as  he  would  hate  the 
reality.  If  it  is  to  be  my  task  to  portray  men  as  they  are, 
I  must  at  the  same  time  include  their  good  qualities,  of 
which  even  the  most  vicious  are  never  totally  destitute. 
If  I  would  warn  mankind  against  the  tiger,  I  must  not  omit 
to  describe  his  glossy,  beautifully  marked  skin,  lest,  owing 
to  this  omission,  the  ferocious  animal  should  not  be  re- 
cognised till  too  late.  Besides  this,  a  man  who  is  so  utterly 
depraved  as  to  be  without  a  single  redeeming  point,  is  no 
meet  subject  for  art,  and  would  disgust  rather  than  excite  the 
interest  of  the  reader ;  who  would  turn  over  with  impatience 
the  pages  which  concern  him.  A  noble  soul  can  no  more 
endure  a  succession  of  moral  discords,  than  the  musical  car 
the  grating  of  knives  upon  glass. 
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And  for  this  reason  I  should  have  been  ill  advised  in  at- 
tempting to  bring  my  drama  on  the  stage.  A  certain  strength 
©f  mind  is  required  both  on  the  part  of  the  poet  and  the 
reader ;  in  the  former  that  he  may  not  disguise  vice,  in  the 
latter  that  he  may  not  suffer  brilliant  qualities  to  beguile  him 
into  admiration  of  what  is  essentially  detestable.  Whether 
the  author  has  fulfilled  his  duty,  he  leaves  others  to  judge,  that 
his  readers  will  perform  theirs  he  by  no  means  feels  assured. 
The  vulgar — among  whom  I  would  not  be  understood  to  mean 
merely  the  rabble — the  vulgar,  I  say  (between  ourselves) 
€xtend  their  influence  far  around,  and  unfortunately — set 
the  fashion.  Too  short-sighted  to  reach  my  full  meaning, 
too  narrow-minded  to  comprehend  the  largeness  of  my  views, 
too  disingenuous  to  admit  mywnoral  aim — they  will,  I  fear, 
almost  frustrate  my  good  intentions,  and  pretend  to  discover 
in  my  work  an  apology  for  the  very  vice  which  it  has  been  my 
object  to  condemn,  and  will  perhaps  make  the  poor  poet,  to 
whom  anything  rather  than  justice  is  usually  accorded,  re- 
sponsible for  his  simplicity. 

Thus  w^e  have  a  Da  capo  of  the  old  story  of  Democritus  and 
the  Abderitans  *,  and  our  worthy  Hippocrates  would  needs 
exhaust  whole  plantations  of  hellebore,  were  it  proposed  to 
remedy  this  mischief  by  a  healing  decoction.  Let  as  many 
friends  of  truth  as  you  will,  instruct  their  fellow-citizens  in 
the  pulpit  and  on  the  stage,  the  vulgar  will  never  cease  to  be 
vulgar,  though  the  sun  and  moon  may  change  their  course, 
and  ''  heaven  and  earth  wax  old  as  a  garment."  Perhaps, 
in  order    to    please   tender-hearted   people,    I   might   have 

*  This  alludes  to  the  fable  amusingly  recorded  by  Wieland  in  his 
GescMchte  der  Ahderiten.  The  Abderitans,  who  were  a  byword  among  the 
ancients  for  their  extreme  simplicity,  are  said  to  have  sent  express  for  Hippo- 
•crates  to  cure  their  great  townsman,  Democritus,  whom  they  believed  to  be  out 
of  his  senses,  because  his  sayings  were  beyond  their  comprehension.  Hip- 
pocrates, on  conversing  with  Democritus,  having  at  once  discovered  that  the 
cause  lay  with  themselves,  assembled  the  senate  and  principal  inhabitants  in 
the  market-place,  with  the  promise  of  instructing  them  in  the  cure  of  De- 
mocritus. He  then  banteringly  advised  them  to  import  six  ship-loads  of 
hellebore,  of  the  very  best  quality  ;  and  on  its  arrival  to  distribute  it  among 
the  citizens,  at  least  seven  pounds  per  head,  but  to  the  senators  double  that 
quantity,  as  they  were  bound  to  have  an  extra  supply  of  sense.  By  the 
time  these  worthies  discovered  that  they  had  been  laughed  at,  Hippocrates 
wag  out  of  their  reach.  The  story  in  Wieland  is  infinitely  more  amusing 
than  this  short  quotation  from  memory  enables  me  to  show.         H.  Gr.  B» 
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been  less  true  to  nature ;  but  if  a  certain  beetle,  of  whom 
we  have  all  heard,  could  extract  filth  even  from  pearls,  if  we 
have  examples  that  fire  has  destroyed  and  water  deluged, 
shall  therefore  pearls,  fire,  and  water  be  condemned.  In 
consequence  of  the  remarkable  catastrophe  which  ends  my 
play,  I  may  justly  claim  for  it  a  place  among  books  of  mo- 
rality, for  crime  meets  at  last  with  the  punishment  it  de 
serves ;  the  lost  one  enters  again  within  the  pale  of  the  law, 
and  virtue  is  triumphant.  Whoever  will  but  be  courteous 
enough  towards  me  to  read  my  work  through  with  a  desire  to 
understand  it,  from  him  I  may  expect — not  that  he  will  ad- 
mire the  poet,  but  that  he  will  esteem  the  honest  man. 

SCHILLER. 

KwiUr  Fair,  1781. 


ADVERTISEMENT  TO  THE  ROBBERS, 

'AS    COMMUNICATED    BY    SCHILLER    TO    DALBERO    IN    1781,    AM) 
SUPPOSED    TO   HAVE    BEEN   USED    AS   A   PROLOGUE. 


*^*  This  has  never  before  been  printed  with  any  of  the  editions. 


The  picture  of  a  great  misguided  soul,  endowed  with  every 
gift  of  excellence,  yet  lost  in  spite  of  all  its  gifts.  Un- 
bridled passions  and  bad  companionship  corrupt  his  heart, 
urge  him  on  from  crime  to  crime,  until  at  last  he  stands  at 
the  head  of  a  band  of  murderers,  heaps  horror  upon  horror, 
and  plunges  from  precipice  to  precipice  into  the  lowest  depths 
of  despair.  Great  and  majestic  in  misfortune,  by  misfortune 
reclaimed,  and  led  back  to  the  paths  of  virtue.  Such  a  man 
shall  you  pity  and  hate,  abhor  yet  love,  in  the  Robber  Moor. 
You  will  likewise  see  a  juggling,  fiendish  knave,  unmasked, 
and  blown  to  atoms  in  his  own  mines ;  a  fond,  weak,  and 
over-indulgent  father;  the  sorrows  of  too  enthusiastic  love, 
and  the  tortures  of  ungoverned  passion.  Here,  too,  you  will 
witness,  not  without  a  shudder,  the  interior  economy  of  vice ; 
and  from  the  stage  be  taught  how  all  the  tinsel  of  fortune 
fails  to  smother  the  inward  worm,  and  how  Terror,  Anguish, 
Remorse^ and  Despair,  tread  close  on  the  footsteps  of  guilt. 
Let  the  spectator  weep  to-day  at  our  exhibition,  and  tremble, 
and  learn  to  bend  his  passions  to  the  laws  of  Religion  and 
Reason ;  let  the  youth  behold  with  alarm  the  consequences  of 
unbridled  excess,  nor  let  the  man  depart  without  imbibing 
the  lesson,  that  the  invisible  hand  of  Providence  makes  even 
villains  the  instruments  of  its  designs  and  judgments,  and 
can  marvellously  unravel  the  most  intricate  perplexities  of 
Fate. 
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TO  THE 
SECOND   EDITION   OF   THE   ROBBERS— 1782. 


The  800  copies  of  the  first  edition  of  my  Robbers  were  ex- 
hausted before  all  the  admirers  of  the  piece  were  supplied. 
A  second  was  therefore  undertaken,  which  has  been  improved 
by  greater  care  in  printing,  and  by  the  omission  of  those 
equivocal  sentences  which  were  offensive  to  the  more  fas- 
tidious part  of  the  public.  Such  an  alteration,  however,  in 
the  construction  of  the  play,  as  should  satisfy  all  the  wishes 
of  my  friends  and  the  critics,  has  not  been  my  object. 

In  this  second  edition  the  several  songs  have  been  arranged 
for  the  pianoforte,  which  will  enhance  its  value  to  the  musical 
part  of  the  public.  I  am  indebted  for  this  to  an  able  com- 
poser *,  who  has  performed  his  task  in  so  masterly  a  manner, 
that  the  hearer  is  not  unlikely  to  forget  the  poet  in  tho 
melody  of  the  musician. 

DR.  SCHILLER. 

Stuttgart,  Jan,  5th,  1782. 

*  Alluding  to  his  friend  Zumsteeg.— KXK 
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A  TRAGEDY. 


•*  QrasR  medicamenta  non  sanant,  ferriim  sanat ;  quae  ferrum  non  eanat,  i^iis 

sanat." — Hippocrates. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 

Maximilian,  Count  von  Moor. 
Chaelss, 


,  Libertines,  afterwards  Banditiu 


his  Sons, 
Francis 

Amelia  yon  Edelreich,  Jiis  Niece. 

Spiegelberg, 

Schweitzer, 

Grimm, 

Eazmann^ 

Schufterle, 

Roller, 

kosinsky, 

Schwartz, 

Hermann,  the  natural  Son  of  a  Nobleman, 

Daniel,  an  old  Servant  of  Count  von  Moor, 

Pastor  Moser. 

Father  Dominic,  a  Monk, 

Band  op  Robbers,  Servants,  &c. 

The  Scene  is  laid  in  Germany.     Period  of  action  about  two  yesjo. 


THE   ROBBERS. 


ACT  I. 

Scene  I. — Franconia 

Apartment  in  the  Castle  of  Count  Moor. 

Francis,  Old  Moor. 

Francis.    But  are  you  really  well,  father?    You  look  so 


^ale. 


Old  Moor.  Quite  well,  my  son— what  have  you  to  tell 
me? 

Francis.  The  post  is  arrived — a  letter  from  our  corre- 
spondent at  Leipsic. 

Old  M.  {eagerly).  Any  tidings  of  my  son  Charles  ? 

Francis.  Hem!  Hem! — Why,  yes.  But  I  fear — I  know 
not — whether  I  dare — your  health. — Are  you  really  quite 
well,  father? 

Old  M.  As  a  fish  in  the  water^-.  Does  he  write  of  my 
son?  What  means  this  anxiety  about  my  health?  You  have 
asked  me  that  question  twice. 

Francis.  If  you  are  unwell — or  are  the  least  apprehen- 
sive of  being  so — permit  me  to  defer — I  will  speak  to  you  at 
a  fitter  season.  (Half  aside.)  These  are  no  tidings  for  a 
feeble  frame. 

Old  M.  Gracious  Heavens!  what  am  I  doomed  to  hear? 

Francis.  First  let  me  retire  and  shed  a  tear  of  compassion 
for  my  lost  brother  — Would  that  my  lips  might  be  for  ever 
sealed — for  he  is  your  son  I  Would  that  I  could  throw  an 
eternal  veil  over  his  shame— for  he  is  my  brother! — But  to 
obey  you  is  my  first,  though  painful,  duty — forgive  me,  there- 
fore 

•  This  is  equivalent  to  our  English  saying  "  As  souna  as  a  roacK.** 

a 
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Old  M.  Oh,  Charles!  Charles!  Didst  thou  but  know 
what  thorns  thou  plantest  in  thy  father's  bosom !  That  one 
gladdening  report  of  thee  would  add  ten  years  to  my  life ! — 
yes,  bring  back  my  youth ! — whilst  now,  alas,  each  fresh  intel- 
ligence but  hurries  me  a  step  nearer  to  the  grave ! 

Fkancis.  Is  it  so,  old  man,  then  farewell! — for  even  this 
very  day  w^e  might  all  have  to  tear  our  hair  over  your  coffin* 

Old  M.  Stay!  There  remains  but  one  short  step  more — 
let  him  have  his  will! — {He  sits  down.) — The  sins  of  the 
father  shall  be  visited  unto  the  third  and  fourth  generation — 
let  him  fulfil  the  decree. 

Francis  (takes  the  letter  out  of  his  pocket).  You  know  our 
correspondent!  See!  I  would  give  a  finger  of  my  right 
hand,  might  I  pronounce  him  a  liar— a  base  and  slanderous 
liar! — Compose  yourself! — Forgive  me  if  I  do  not  let  you 
read  the  letter  yourself.     You  cannot,  must  not,  yet  know  all 

Old  M.  All,  all — my  son.   You  will  but  spare  me  crutchesf. 

Francis  {reads).  *'  Leipsic,  May  1st. — Were  I  not  bound  by 
an  inviolable  promise  to  conceal  nothing  from  you,  not  eve/i 
the  smallest  particular,  that  I  am  able  to  collect,  respecting 
your  brother's  career,  never,  my  dearest  friend,  should  my 
guiltless  pen  become  an  instrument  of  torture  to  you.  I  can 
gather  from  a  hundred  of  your  letters  how  tidings  such  as 
these  must  pierce  your  fraternal  heart.  It  seems  to  me 
as  though  I  saw  thee,  for  the  sake  of  this  worthless,  this 
detestable — "  (Old  M.  covers  his  face).  Oh!  my  father,  I  am 
only  reading  you  the  mildest  passages— "this  detestable  man, 
shedding  a  thousand  tears."  Alas  !  mine  flowed — ay,  gushed 
in  torrents  over  these  pitying  cheeks. — "  I  already  picture  to 
myself  your  aged  pious  father,  pale  as  death." — Good  Heavens ! 
and  so  you  are,  before  you  have  heard  any  thing. 

Old  M.  Go  on!  Go  on! 

Francis.  '*  Pale  as  death,  sinking  down  on  his  chair,  and 
cursing  the  day  when  his  ear  was  first  greeted  with  the  lisping 
cry  of  *  Father!'  I  have  not  yet  been  able  to  discover  all,  and 
of  the  little  I  do  know  I  dare  tell  you  only  a  part.  Your 
brother  now  seems  to  have  "filled  up  the  measure  of  his  infamy. 

*  This  idiom  is  very  common  in  Germany,  and  is  used  to  express  affliction. 

f  Du  ersparst  mir  die  Krucke ;  meaning,  that  the  contents  of  the  letter 
can  but  shoi'ten  his  declining  years,  and  so  spare  him  the  necessity  of 
^nitchfcs. 
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I,  at  least,  can  imagine  nothing  beyond  what  he  has  already 
accomplished;  but  possibly  his  genius  may  soar  above  my 
conceptions. — After  having  contracted  debts  to  the  amount  of 
forty  thousand  ducats," — a  good  round  sum  for  pocket-money, 
father — "  and  having  dishonoured  the  daughter  of  a  rich  banker, 
whose  affianced  lover,  a  gallant  youth  of  rank,  he  mortally 
wounded  in  a  duel,  he  yesterday,  in  the  dead  of  night,  took 
the  desperate  resolution  of  absconding  from  the  arm  of  justice, 
with  seven  companions  whom  he  had  corrupted  to  his  own 
vicious  courses."— Father!  for  Heaven's  sake,  father!  How 
do  3^ou  feel  ? 

Old  M.  Enough.     No  more,  my  son,  no  more ! 

Francis.  I  will  spare  your  feelings.  "  The  injured  cry  aloud 
for  satisfaction.  Warrants  have  been  issued  for  his  appre- 
hension— a  price  is  set  on  his  head — the  name  of  Moor" — 
No,  these  unhappy  lips  shall  not  be  guilty  of  a  father's  mur- 
der {he  tears  the  letter).  Believe  it  not,  my  father,  believe 
not  a  syllable. 

Old  M.  {weeps  bitterly).     My  name — my  unsullied  name ! 

Francis  {throws  himself  on  his  neck).  Infamous,  most  in- 
famous, Charles !  Oh,  had  I  not  my  forebodings,  when,  even 
as  a  boy,  he  would  scamper  after  the  girls,  and  ramble  about 
over  hill  and  common  with  ragamuffin  boys  and  all  the  vilest 
rabble ;  when  he  shunned  the  very  sight  of  a  church  as  a 
malefactor  shuns  a  gaol,  and  would  throw  the  pence  he  had 
wrung  from  your  bounty  into  the  hat  of  the  first  beggar  he 
met,  whilst  we  at  home  were  edifying  ourselves  with  devout 
prayers  and  pious  homilies  ?  Had  I  not  my  misgivings 
when  he  gave  himself  up  to  reading  the  adventures  of  Julius 
Caesar,  Alexander  the  Great,  and  other  benighted  heathens, 
in  preference  to  the  history  of  the  penitent  Tobias  ?  A  hun 
dred  times  over  have  I  warned  you — for  my  brotherly  affec- 
tion was  ever  kept  in  subjection  to  filial  duty — that  this  for- 
ward youth  would  one  day  bring  sorrow  and  disgrace  on  us  all 
Oh  that  he  bore  not  the  name  of  Moor  1  that  my  heart  beat 
less  warmly  for  him  !  This  sinful  affection,  which  I  cannot 
overcome,  will  one  day  rise  up  against  me  before  the  judge- 
ment-seat of  Heaven. 

Old  M.     Oh  !  my  prospects  !  my  golden  dreams ! 

Francis.     Ay,  well  I  knew  it.      Exactly  what  I  always 
feared.     That  fiery  spirit,  you  used  to  say,  which  is  kindling 

B  2 
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in  the  boy,  and  renders  him  so  susceptible  to  impressions  of 
the  beautiful  and  grand — the  ingenuousness  which  reveals 
his  whole  soul  in  his  eyes — the  tenderness  of  feeling  which 
melts  him  into  weeping  sympathy  at  every  tale  of  sorrow — 
the  manly  courage  which  impels  him  to  the  summit  of  giant 
oaks,  and  urges  him  over  fosse  and  palisade,  and  foaming 
torrents — that  youthful  thirst  of  honour — that  unconquerable 
resolution — all  those  resplendent  virtues  which  in  the  father's 
darling  gave  such  promise — would  ripen  into  the  warm  and 
sincere  friend — the  excellent  citizen — the  hero — the  great, 
the  very  great  man !  Now,  mark  the  result,  father  :  the  fiery 
spirit  has  developed  itself — exjDanded — and  behold  its  pre- 
cious fruits.  •  Observe  this  ingenuousness — how  nicely  it  has 
changed  into  effrontery  ; — ^this  tenderness  of  soul — how  it  dis- 
plays itself  in  dalliance  with  coquettes,  in  susceptibility  to 
the  blandishments  of  a  courtesan !  See  this  fiery  genius, 
how  in  six  short  years  it  hath  burnt  out  the  oil  of  life, 
and  reduced  his  body  to  a  living  skeleton ;  so  that  passing 
scoffers  point  at  him  with  a  sneer,  and  exclaim — "  C'est 
r  amour  qui  a  fait  cela."  Behold  this  bold  enterprising 
spirit — how  it  conceives  and  executes  plans,  compared  to 
which  the  deeds  of  a  Cartouche  or  a  Howard  sink  into  insig- 
nificance. And  presently,  when  these  precious  germs  of  excel- 
lence shall  ripen  into  full  maturity,  what  may  not  be  expected 
from  the  full  development  of  such  a  boyhood?  Perhaps, 
father,  you  may  yet  live  to  see  him  at  the  head  of  some  gal- 
lant band,  which  assembles  in  the  silent  sanctuary  of  the 
forest,  and  kindly  relieves  the  weary  traveller  of  his  super- 
fluous burden.  Perhaps  you  may  yet  have  the  opportunity, 
before  you  go  to  your  own  tomb,  of  making  a  pilgrimage  to  the 
monument  which  he  may  erect  for  himself,  somewhere  be- 
tween earth  and  heaven! — Perhaps, — oh,  father — father,  look 
out  for  some  other  name,  or  the  very  pedlars  and  street  boys 
who  have  seen  the  effigy  of  your  worthy  son  exhibited  in  the 
market-place  at  Leipsic  will  point  at  you  with  the  finger  of 
scorn  ! 

Old  M.  And  thou,  too,  my  Francis,  thou  too?  Oh,  my 
children,  how  unerringly  your  shafts  are  levelled  at  my  heart. 

Francis.  You  see  that  I  too  have  a  spirit ;  but  my  spirit 
bears  the  sting  of  a  scorpion.  And  then  it  was  "  the  dry  com- 
monplace, the  cold,  the  wooden*  Francis,"  and  all  the  pretty 
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little  epithets  which  the  contrast  between  us  suggested  to 
your  fatherly  affection,  when  he  was  sitting  on  your  knee, 
or  playfully  patting  your  cheeks  !  "  He  would  die,  forsooth, 
within  the  boundaries  of  his  own  domain,  moulder  away,  and 
soon  be  forgotten ; "  while  the  fame  of  this  universal  genius 
would  spread  from  pole  to  pole  !  Ah  !  the  cold,  dull,  wooden 
Francis  thanks  thee.  Heaven,  with  uplifted  hands,  that  he  bears 
no  resemblance  to  his  brother. 

Old  M.  Forgive  me,  my  child !  Eeproach  not  thy  un- 
happy father,  whose  fondest  hopes  have  proved  visionary. 
The  merciful  God  who,  through  Charles,  has  sent  these  tears, 
will,  through  thee,  my  Francis,  wipe  them  from  my  eyes ! 

Francis.  Yes,  father,  he  will  wipe  them  from  your  eyes. 
Your  Francis  will  devote  his  life  to  prolong  yours.  {Taking 
his  hand  ivith  affected  tenderness.)  Your  life  is  the  oracle  which 
I  will  especially  consult  on  every  undertaking — the  mirror  in 
which  I  will  contemplate  every  thing.  No  duty  so  sacred  but 
I  am  ready  to  violate  it  for  the  preservation  of  your  precious 
days.     You  believe  me  ? 

Old  M.  Great  are  the  duties  which  devolve  on  thee,  my 
son — Heaven  bless  thee  for  what  thou  hast  been,  and  wilt 
be  to  me. 

Francis.  Now  tell  me  frankly,  father.  Should  you  not 
be  a  happy  man,  were  you  not  obliged  to  call  this  son  your 
own? 

Old  M.     In  mercy,   spare   me !     When   the   nurse   first 
placed  him  in  my  arms,  I  held  him  up  to  Heaven  and  ex 
claimed,  "Am  I  not  truly  blest?" 

Francis.  So  you  said  then.  Now,  have  you  found  it  so  ? 
You  may  envy  the  meanest  peasant  on  your  estate  in  this,  that 
he  is  not  the  father  of  such  a  son.  So  long  as  you  call  him 
yours,  you  are  wretched.  Your  misery  will  grow  with  his 
years — it  will  lay  you  in  your  grave. 

Old  M.  Oh !  he  has  already  reduced  me  to  the  decrepi- 
tude of  four  score. 

Francis.  Well  then — suppose  you  were  to  disown  this 
son. 

Old  M.  (startled).  Francis !  Francis !  what  hast  thou, 
said? 

Francis.  Is  not  your  love  for  him  the  source  of  all  youf 
grief?     Eoot  out  this  love,  and  he  concerns  you  no  longer. 
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But  for  this  weak  and  reprehensible  affection  he  would  be 
dead  to  you ; — as  though  he  had  never  been  born.  Jt  is  not 
fleshand  blood,  i^^ is  the  heart  that  makes  us  sons  ancl fathei'§  ^ 
Love  him  no  more,  arid  tliis  monster  ceases  to  be  your  son, 
though  he  were  cut  out  of  your  flesh.  He  has  till  now  been  the 
apple  of  your  eye ;  but  if  thine  eye  offend  thee,  says  Scrip 
ture,  pluck  it  out.  It  is  better  to  enter  heaven  with  one  eye 
than  hell  wdth  tv;o !  "  It  is  profitable  for  thee  that  one  of 
thy  members  should  perish,  and  not  that  thy  whole  body 
should  be  cast  into  hell."     These  are  the  words  of  the  Bible  ! 

Old  M.     Wouldst  thou  have  me  curse  my  son  ? 

Francis.  By  no  means,  father.  God  forbid  !  But  whom 
do  you  call  your  son  ?  Him  to  whom  you  have  given  life,  and 
who  in  return  does  his  utmost  to  shorten  yours. 

Old  M.  Oh,  it  is  all  too  true  !  it  is  a  judgment  upon  me 
The  Lord  has  chosen  him  as  his  instrument. 

Francis.  See  how  filially  your  bosom  child  behaves.  He 
destroys  you  by  your  own  excess  of  paternal  sympathy; 
murders  you  by  means  of  the  very  love  you  bear  himx — has 
coiled  round  a  father's  heart,  to  crush  it.  When  you  are  laid 
beneath  the  turf,  he  becomes  lord  of  your  possessions,  and 
master  of  his  own  will.  That  barrier  removed,  and  the  tor- 
rent of  his  profligacy  will  rush  on  without  control.  Imagine 
yourself  in  his  place.  How  often  he  must  wish  his  father 
under  ground — and  how  often,  too,  his  brother  —  who  so 
unmercifully  impede  the  free  course  of  his  excesses.  But 
call  you  this  a  requital  of  love  ?  Is  this  filial  gratitude  for 
a  father's  tenderness  ?  to  sacrifice  ten  years  of  your  hfe  to  the 
lewd  pleasures  of  an  hour  ?  in  one  voluptuous  moment  to  stake 
the  honour  of  aix  ancestry  which  has  stood  unspotted  through 
seven  centuries  ?  Do  you  call  this  a  son  ?  Answer !  Do  you 
call  this  your  son  ? 

Old  M.  An  undutiful  son!  Alas!  but  still  my  child  I 
my  child  ! 

Francis.  A  most  amiable  and  precious  child — whose 
constant  study  is  to  get  rid  of  his  father. — Oh  that  you  could 
learn  to  see  clearly!  that  the  film  might  be  removed  from 
your  eyes  !  But  your  indulgence  must  confirm  him  in  his 
vices  !  your  assistance  tend  to  justify  them.  Doubtless  you 
i\dll  avert  the  curse  of  Heaven  from  his  head,  but  on  youu 
own,  father — on  yours — will  it  fall  with  tw^ofold  vengeance 
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Old  M.     Just !  most  just !  Mine,  mine  be  all  the  g-ailt ! 

Francis.     How  many  thousands  who   have    drained   the  i| 
voluptuous  bowl  of  pleasure  to  the  dregs  have  been  reclaimed  || 
by  suffering  !     And  is  not^the  bodily  pain  which  follows  every  ^ 
^excess  a  manifest  declaration  of  the  divine  will  ?     And  shall 
man  dare  to  thwart  this  by  an  impious  exercise  of  affection  ? 
Shall  a  father  ruin  for  ever  the  pledge  committed  to  his  charge  ? 
Consider,  father,  if  you  abandon  him  for  a  time  to  the  pressure 
of  want,  will  he  not  be  obliged  to  turn  from  his  wickedness  and 
repent  ?     Otherwise,  untaught  even  in  the  great  school  of  ad 
versity,  he  must  remain  a  confirmed  reprobate  ?     And  then — 
woe  to  the  father  who  by  a  culpable  tenderness  hath  frustrated 
the  ordinances  of  a  higher  wisdom  !     Well,  father  ? 

Old  M.    I  will  write  to  him,  that  I  withdraw  my  protection 

Francis.     That  would  be  wise  and  prudent. 

Old  M.     That  he  must  never  come  into  my  sight  again — 

Francis.     'Twill  have  a  most  salutary  effect. 

Old  M.  (tenderly).     Until  he  reforms. 

Francis.  Right,  quite  right.  But  suppose  that  he  comes 
disguised  in  the  hypocrite's  mask,  implores  your  compassion 
with  tears,  and  wheedles  from  you  a  pardon,  then  quits  you 
again  on  the  morrow,  and  jests  at  your  weakness  in  the  arms 
of  his  harlot.  No,  my  father !  He  will  return  of  his  own 
accord,  when  his  conscience  awakens  him  to  repentance. 

Old  M.     I  will  write  to  him,  on  the  spot,  to  that  effect. 

Francis.  Stop,  father,  one  word  more.  Your  just  indigna- 
tion might  prompt  reproaches  too  severe,  words  which  might 
break  his  heart — and  then — do  you  not  think  that  your  deign- 
ing to  write  with  your  OAvn  hand  might  be  construed  into  an 
act  of  forgiveness?  It  would  be  better,  I  think,  that  you 
should  commit  the  task  to  me  ? 

Old  M.  Do  it,  my  son.  Ah !  it  would,  indeed,  have  broken 
my  heart  I     Write  to  him  that 

Francis  {quickly).     That 's  agreed,  then  ?  * 

Old  M.  Say  that  he  has  caused  me  a  thousand  bitter 
tears — a  thousand  sleepless  nights — but,  oh  !  do  not  drive  my 
son  to  despair ! 

Francis.  Had  you  not  better  retire  to  rest,  father  ?  This 
affects  you  too  strongly. 

Old  M.     Write  to  him  that  a  father's  heart But  I 

charge  you,  drive  him  not  to  despair  !  [Exit  in  sadness 
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Francis  {looking  after  Jdm  with  a  chuckle).  Make  thyself 
easy,  old  dotard !  thou  wilt  never  more  press  th^-  darling  to 
thy  bosom — there  is  a  gulph  between  thee  and  him  impassable 
as  heaven  is  from  hell.  He  was  torn  from  thy  arms  before  even 
thou  couldst  have  dreamt  it  possible  to  decree  the  separation. 
Why,  what  a  sorry  bungler  should  I  be,  had  I  not  skill 
enough  to  pluck  a  son  from  a  father's  heart ;  ay,  though  he 
were  riveted  there  with  hooks  of  steel  -•' !  I  have  drawn 
around  thee  a  magic  circle  of  curses,  which  he  cannot  over- 
leap. Good  speed  to  thee,  Master  Francis.  Papa's  darling 
is  disposed  of — the  course  is  clear.  I  must  carefully  pick  up 
all  these  scraps  of  paper,  for  how  easily  might  my  handwriting 
be  recognised.  {He  gathers  the  fragments  of  the  letter.)  x\nd 
grief  will  soon  make  an  end  of  the  old  gentleman.  And  as 
for  her — I  must  tear  this  Charles  from  her  heart,  though  half 
her  life  come  with  him. 

No  small  cause  have  I  for  being  dissatisfied  with  dame 
Nature,  and,  by  mine  honour,  I  will  have  amends  !  Why 
did  I  not  crawl  the  first  from  my  mother's  womb  ?  why 
not  the  only  one  ?  why  has  she  heaped  on  me  this  burden 
of  deformity  ?  on  me  especially  ?  Just  as  if  she  had  spawned 
me  from  her  refusef.  Why  to  me  in  particular  this  snub 
of  the  Laplander?  these  negro  lips?  these  Hottentot  eyes? 
On  my  word,  the  lady  seems  to  have  collected  from  all 
the  race  of  mankind  whatever  was  loathsome  into  a  heap, 
and  kneaded  the  mass  into  my  particular  person.  Death 
and  destruction !  who  empowered  her  to  deny  to  me  what  she 
accorded  to  him  ?  Could  a  man  pay  his  court  to  her  before 
he  was  born  ?  or  offend  her  before  he  existed  ?  Why  went 
she  to  work  in  such  a  partial  spirit  ? 

No  !  no  !  I  do  her  injustice — she  bestowed  inventive  faculty, 
and  set  us  naked  and  helpless  on  the  shore  of  this  great 
ocean,  the  world, — let  those  swim  who  can — the  heavy  |  may 
sink.  To  me  she  gave  nought  else,  and  how  to  make  the 
best  use  of  my  endowment  is  my  present  business.  Mens 
natural  rights  are  equal ;  claim  is  met  by  claim,  effort  by 
effort,  and  force  by  force — right  is  with  the  strongest — the 
limits  of  our  power  constitute  our  laws. 

*  "  Grapple  them  to  thy  soul  with  hooks  of  steel." — Hamlet,  Act  I.  Sc.  3. 
t  See  Kichard  the  Third,  Act  I.  Sc.  1,  line  17. 

:j:  Ueavij  is  used  in  a  double  uieauiug;  the  German  v/ord  is  i^l'imp,  which 
means  lumpish,  clumsy,  awkward. 
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It  is  true  there  are  certain  recognised  conventions,  which 
men  have  devised  to  keep  up  what  is  called  the  social  com- 
pact. Honour !  truly  a  very  convenient  coin,  which  those  who 
know  how  to  pass  it  may  lay  out  with  great  advantage-i^.  Con- 
science !  oh  yes,  a  useful  scarecrow  to  frighten  sparrows  away 
from  cherry  trees ;  it  is  something  like  a  fairly  written  bill  of 
exchange  with  which  your  bankrupt  merchant  staves  off  the 
evil  day. 

Well !  these  are  all  most  admirable  institutions  for  keeping 
fools  in  awe,  and  holding  the  mob  under  foot,  that  the  cunning 
may  live  the  more  at  their  ease.  Eare  institutions,  doubtless. 
They  are  something  like  the  fences  my  boors  plant  so  closely 
to  keep  out  the  hares — yes  'ifaith,  not  a  hare  can  trespass  on 
the  inclosure,  but  my  lord  claps  spurs  to  his  hunter,  and  away 
he  gallops  over  the  teeming  harvest ! 

Poor  hare !  thou  playest  but  a  sorry  part  in  this  worlds 
drama,  but  your  worshipful  lords  must  needs  have  hares  f! 

Then  courage,  and  onward,  Francis.  The^^an  who  fears 
Toothing  is  as  powerful  as  he  who  is  feared  ty  everylDodyTTTis 
now  the  mode  to  wear  buckles  on  your  small  clothes,  that  you 
may  loosen  or  tighten  them  at  pleasure.  I  will  be  measured 
for  a  conscience  after  the  newest  fashion,  one  that  will  stretch 
handsomely  as  occasion  may  require.  Am  I  to  blame  ?  It  is 
the  tailor's  affair  !  I  have  heard  a  great  deal  of  twaddle 
about  the  so-called  ties  of  blood — enough  to  make  a  sober  man 
beside  himself.  He  is  your  brother,  they  say ;  which,  inter 
pre  ted,  means  that  he  w^as  manufactured  in  the  same  mould, 
and  for  that  reason  he  must  needs  be  sacred  in  your  eyes ! 
To  what  absurd  conclusions  must  this  notion  of  a  sympathy 
of  souls,  derived  from  the  propinquity  of  bodies,  inevitably  tend  I 
A  common  source  of  bbing  is  to  produce  community  of  senti 
ment ;  identity  of  matter,  identity  of  impulse  !  Then  again, — 
he  is  thy  father !  He  gave  thee  life,  thou  art  his  flesh  and 
blood — and  therefore  he  must  be  sacred  to  thee !  x\gain  a 
most  inconsequential  deduction  !     I  should  like  to  know  why 

*  So  Falstaff,  Hen.  IV.,  Pt.  I.  Act  V.  Sc.  1.  "  Honour  is  a  mere  scutcheon, -» 

f  This  may  help  to  illustrate  a  passage  in  Shakspeare  which  puzzles  the 
commentators — "  Cupid  is  a  good  hare  finder." — Mucn  Ado,  Act  I.  Sc.  ] . 

The  hare,  in  Germany,  is  considered  an  emblem  of  abject  submission  and 
cowardice.  The  word  may  also  be  rendered  "  Simpleton,"  "  Sawney,"  or  any 
other  of  the  numerous  epithets  which  imply  a  soft  condition. 
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he  begot  me  * ;  certainly  not  out  of  love  for  me — ^for  I  must  first 
have  existed  !  Could  he  know  me  before  I  had  being,  or  did  ho 
think  of  me  during  my  begetting  ?  or  did  he  wish  for  me  at  the 
moment  ?  Did  he  know  what  I  should  be  ?  If  so,  I  would  not 
advise  him  to  acknowledge  it,  or  I  should  pay  him  off  for  his 
feat.  Am  I  to  be  thankful  to  him  that  I  am  a  man  ?  As  little 
as  I  should  have  had  a  right  to  blame  him  if  he  had  made  me 
a  woman.  Can  I  acknowledge  an  affection  which  is  not  based 
on  any  personal  regard  ?  Could  personal  regard  be  present 
before  the  existence  of  its  object?  In  what,  then,  consists 
the  sacredness  of  paternity  ?  Is  it  in  the  act  itself,  out 
of  which  existence  arose?  as  though  this  were  aught  else 
than  an  animal  process  to  appease  animal  desires.  Or  does 
it  lie,  perhaps,  in  the  result  of  this  act,  which  is  nothing 
more  after  all  than  one  of  iron  necessity,  and  which  men 
would  gladly  dispense  with,  were  it  not  at  the  cost  of  flesh  and 
blood?  Do  I  then  owe  him  thanks  for  his  affection?  Why, 
what  is  it  but  a  piece  of  vanity,  the  besetting  sin  of  the  artist 
who  admires  his  own  works,  however  hideous  they  may  be  ? 
Look  you,  this  is  the  whole  juggle,  wrapped  up  in  a  mystic 
veil  to  work  on  our  fears.  And  shall  I,  too,  be  fooled  like  an 
infant  ?  Up  then !  and  to  thy  work  manfully !  I  will  root 
up  from  my  path  whatever  obstructs  my  progress  towards 
becoming  the  master. — Master  I  must  be,  that  I  may  extort 
by  force  what  I  cannot  win  by  affection  j- .  [Eooit. 


Scene  IT. — A  Tavern  on  the  Frontier'  of  Saxony. 

Charles  von  Moor  i7itent  on  a  book ;  Spiegelberg  drinking^ 

at  the  table. 

Charles  yon  M.  {lays  the  book  aside).  I  am  disgusted  with 
this  age  of  puny  scribblers,  when  I  read  of  great  men  in  my 
Plutarch. 

Spiegel,  [j^laces  a  glass  before  him,  and  drinks).  Josephus 
is  the  book  you  should  read. 

*  The  reader  of  Sterne  will  remember  a  very  similar  passage  in  the  first 
chapter  of  Tristram  Shandy. 

f  This  soliloquy,  in  some  parts,  resembles  that  of  Richard,  Duke  of  Gloster 
in  Shakspeare's  Henry  VI.,  Act  V.  Sc.  6. 
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Chahles  von  M.  The  glowing  spark  of  Prometlieus  is 
burnt  out,  and  now  they  substitute  for  it  the  flash  of  lyco- 
podium*;  a  stage  fire,  which  will  not  so  much  as  light  a  pipe. 
The  present  generation  may  be  compared  to  rats  crawling  about 
the  club  of  Hercules f.  A  French  abbe  lays  it  down  that  Alex- 
ander w^as  a  poltroon ;  a  phthisicky  professor,  holding  at  every 
word  a  bottle  of  sal  volatile  to  his  nose,  lectures  on  strength. 
Fellows  who  faint  at  the  veriest  trifle  criticise  the  tactics  of 
Hannibal;  whimpering  boys  store  themselves  with  phrases' 
out  of  the  slaughter  at  Cannae,  and  blubber  over  the  vie  to 
ries  of  Scipio,  because  they  are  obliged  to  construe  them. 

Spiegel.     Spouted  in  true  Alexandrian  style. 

Charles  von  M.     A  brilliant  reward  for  vour  sweat  in  the 

»/ 

battle-field,  truly,  to  have  your  existence  perpetuated  in  gym- 
nasiums, and  your  immortality  laboriously  dragged  about  in  a 
schoolboy's  satchel.  A  precious  recompense  for  your  lavished 
blood,  to  be  wrapped  round  gingerbread  by  some  Nuremberg 
chandler — or,  if  you  have  great  luck,  to  be  screwed  upon  stilts 
by  a  French  playwright,  and  be  made  to  move  on  wires  !  Ha, 
ha,  ha ! 

Spiegel,  [drinks).     Eead  Josephus,  I  tell  you. 

Charles  von  M.  Fie  !  fie,  upon  this  weak,  effeminate 
age,  fit  for  nothing  but  to  ponder  over  the  deeds  of  former 
times,  and  torture  the  heroes  of  antiquity  with  commentaries,. 
or  mangle  them  in  tragedies.  The  vigour  of  its  loins  is  dried 
up,  and  the  propagation  of  the  human  species  has  become 
dependent  on  potations  of  malt  liquor. 

Spiegel.     Tea,  brother! — tea! 

Charles  von  M.  They  curb  honest  nature  with  absurd- 
conventionalities  ;  have  scarcely  the  heart  to  charge  a  glass, 
because  they  are  tasked  to  drink  a  health  in  it ;  fawn  upon 
the  lacquey,  that  he  may  put  in  a  word  for  them  with  His 

*  Lycopodium  (in  German  Bdrlappen-mehl) _  vulgarly  known  as  the 
Devil's  Puff-ball  or  Witch-meal,  is  used  on  the  stage,  as  well  in  England  as 
on  the  continent,  to  produce  flashes  of  fire.  It  is  made  of  the  pollen  of  tlie 
common  club  moss,  or  wolf's  claw  {Lycopodium  clavatum),  the  caj)sules  of 
which  contain  a  highly  inflammable  powder.  Translators  have  uniformly 
failed  in  rendering  this  passage. 

t  This  simile  brings  to  mind  Shakespeare's — 

*'  We  petty  men 
Walk  under  his  huge  legs,  and  peep  about." 

Julius  Caesar,  Act  I.  So.  2^ 
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Grace,  and  bully  the  unfortunate  wiglit  from  whom  they 
have  nothing  to  fear.  They  worship  any  one  for  a  dinner, 
and  are  just  as  ready  to  poison  him  should  he  chance  to  out- 
bid them  for  a  feather-bed  at  an  auction.  They  damn  the 
Sadducee  who  fails  to  come  regularly  to  church,  although  their 
own  devotion  consists  in  reckoning  up  their  usurious  gains  at 
the  very  altar.  They  cast  themselves  on  their  knees,  that 
they  may  have  an  opportunity  of  displaying  their  mantles,  and 
hardly  take  their  eyes  off  the  parson,  from  their  anxiety  to  see 
how  his  wig  is  frizzled.  They  swoon  at  the  sight  of  a  bleed- 
ing goose,  yet  clap  their  hands  with  joy  when  they  see  their 
rival  driven  bankrupt  from  the  Exchange.  Warmly  as  I 
pressed  their  hands — "  Only  one  more  day" — In  vain!  To 
prison  with  the  dog  ! — -Entreaties !  Vows  !  Tears  !  (stamping 
the  ground).     Hell  and  the  devil ! 

Spiegel.     And  all  for  a  few  thousand  paltry  ducats! 

Charles  von  M.  No,  I  hate  to  think  of  it.  Am  I  to  squeeze 
my  body  into  stays,  and  straightlace  my  will  in  tha  trammels 
of  law.  What  might  have  risen  to  an  eagle's  flight  has  been 
reduced  to  a  snail's  pace  by  law.  Never  yet  has  law  formed 
a  great  man  ;  'tis  liberty  that  breeds  giants  and  heroes.  Oh ! 
that  the  spirit  of  Herman*still  glowed  in  his  ashes  !  Set  me 
at  the  head  of  an  army  of  fellows  like  myself,  and  out  of 
Germany  shall  spring  a  republic  compared  to  which  Rome  and 
Sparta  will  be  but  as  nunneries.  {Rises  and  flings  his  sword 
upon  the  table.) 

Spiegel,  [jumping  up).  Bravo !  Bravissimo  !  you  are  com- 
ing to  the  right  key  now.  I  have  something  for  your  ear, 
Moor,  which  has  long  been  on  my  mind,  and  you  are  the  very 
man  for  it — drink,  brother,  drink  !  What  if  we  turned  Jews, 
and  brought  the  kingdom  of  Jerusalem  again  on  the  tapis  ? 
But  tell  me!  is  it  not  a  clever  scheme?  We  send  forth 
a  manifesto  to  the  four  quarters  of  the  world,  and  summon  to 
Palestine  all  that  do  not  eat  swineflesh.  Then  I  prove 
by  incontestable  documents  that  Herod  the  Tetrarch  was  my 
•direct  ancestor,  and  so  forth.  There  will  be  a  victory,  my  fine 
fellow,  when  the}^  return  and  are  restored  to  their  lands,  and 
are  able  to  rebuild  Jerusalem.  Then  make  a  clean  sweep  of 
the  Turks  out  of  Asia,  while  the  iron  is  hot ;  hew  cedars  in 

*  Herman  is  the  German  for  Armin,  or  Armimitis,  the  celebrated  deliverer 
L>f  Germany  from  the  Roman  yoke.     See  MenzeVs  History ,  vo].  i.  p.  85,  &c. 
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Lebanon,  build  ships,  and  then  the  whole  nation  shall  chafifer 
with  old  clothes  and  old  lace  throughout  the  world.  Mean- 
while 

Charles  von  M.  (smiles  and  takes  him  hy  the  hand).  Com- 
rade !     There  must  be  an  end  now  of  our  fooleries. 

Spiegel,  (with  surpiise).  Fie !  you  are  not  going  to  play 
the  prodigal  son  I — a  fellow  like  you,  who  with  his  sw^ord  has 
scratched  more  hieroglyphics  on  other  men's  faces  than  three 
quill-drivers  could  inscribe  in  their  day-books  in  a  leap-year ! 
Shall  I  tell  you  the  story  of  the  great  dog  funeral  ?  Ha !  I 
must  just  bring  back  your  own  picture  to  your  mind ;  that  will 
kindle  fire  in  your  veins,  if  nothing  else  has  power  to  inspire 
you.  Do  you  remember  how  the  heads  of  the  college  caused 
your  dog's  leg  to  be  shot  off,  and  you,  by  way  of  revenge, 
proclaimed  a  fast  through  the  whole  town  ?  They  fumed  and 
fretted  at  your  edict.  But  you,  without  losing  time,  ordered 
all  the  meat  to  be  bought  up  in  Leipsic,  so  that  in  the  course 
of  eight  hours  there  was  not  a  bone  left  to  pick  all  over  the 
place,  and  even  fish  began  to  rise  in  price.  The  magistrates 
and  the  to^vn  council  vowed  vengeance.  But  we  students 
turned  out  lustily,  seventeen  hundred  of  us,  with  you  at  our 
head,  and  butchers  and  tailors  and  haberdashers  at  our  backs, 
besides  publicans,  barbers,  and  rabble  of  all  sorts,  swearing 
that  the  town  should  be  sacked  if  a  single  hair  of  a  student's 
head  was  injured.  And  so  the  affair  went  off  like  the  shoot- 
ing at  Hornberg*,  and  they  were  obliged  to  be  off  with  their 
tails  between  their  legs.  You  sent  for  doctors — a  whole  posse 
of  them, — and  offered  three  ducats  to  any  one  wiio  would  write 
a  prescription  for  your  dog.  We  were  afraid  the  gentlemen 
w^ould  stand  too  much  upon  honour  and  refuse,  and  had 
already  made  up  our  minds  to  use  force.  But  this  was  quite 
unnecessary ;  the  doctors  got  to  fisticuffs  for  the  three  ducats, 
and  their  competition  brought  down  the  price  to  three  groats; 
in  the  course  of  an  hour  a  dozen  prescriptions  w^ere  written, 
of  which,  of  course,  the  poor  beast  very  soon  died. 

Charles  von  M.     The  vile  rascals  ! 

Spiegel.  The  funerai  procession  was  arranged  with  all 
due  pomp;  odes  for  the  dog  were  indited  by  the  gross ;  and  at 

*  The  '^  shooting  at  Hornberg"  is  a  proverbial  expression  in  Germany  foi! 
any  expedition  from  which,  through  lack  of  courage,  the  parties  retire  without 
firing  u  shot 
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night  we  all  turned  out,  near  a  thousand  of  us,  a  lantern  in 
one  hand  and  our  rapier  in  the  other,  and  so  proceeded 
through  the  tov/n,  the  iDells  chiming  and  ringing,  till  the  dog 
was  entombed.  Then  came  a  feed  which  lasted  till  broad  day 
light,  when  you  sent  your  acknowledgments  to  the  college 
dons  for  their  kind  sympathy,  and  ordered  the  meat  to  be  sold 
at  half-price.  Mo7^t  de  ma  vie,  if  we  had  not  as  great  a  respect 
for  you  as  a  garrison  for  the  conqueror  of  a  fortress 

Charles  von  M.  And  are  you  not  ashamed  to  boast  of 
these  things  ?  Have  you  not  shame  enough  in  you  to  blush 
<3ven  at  the  recollection  of  such  pranks  ? 

Spiegel.  Come,  come !  You  are  no  longer  the  same 
Moor.  Do  you  remember  how,  a  thousand  times,  bottle  in 
hand,  you  made  game  of  the  miserly  old  governor,  bidding 
him  by  all  means  rake  and  scrape  together  as  much  as  he 
could,  for  that  you  would  swill  it  all  down  your  throat  ?  Don't 
you  remember,  eh? — don't  you  remember  ? — 0  you  good-for- 
nothing,  miserable  braggart !  that  was  speaking  like  a  man, 
and  a  gentleman,  but 

Charles  von  M.  A  curse  on  you  for  reminding  me  of  it ! 
A  curse  on  myself  for  what  I  said  !  But  it  was  done  in  the 
fumes  of  wine,  and  my  heart  knew  not  what  my  tongue 
uttered. 

Spiegel.  {sJidkes  Ids  head).  No,  no,  no !  that  cannot  be ! 
Impossible,  brother!  You  are  not  in  earnest!  Tell  me, 
most  sweet  brother,  is  it  not  poverty  which  has  brought  you 
to  this  mood  ?  Come !  let  me  tell  you  a  little  story  of  my 
youthful  days.  There  was  a  ditch  close  to  my  house,  eight 
feet  wide  at  the  least,  which  we  boys  were  trying  to  leap  over 
for  a  wager.  But  it  was  no  go.  Splash!  there  you  lay 
sprawling,  amidst  hisses  and  roars  of  laughter,  and  a  relent- 
less shower  of  snowballs.  By  the  side  of  my  house  a  hunter's 
dog  was  lying  chained,  a  savage  beast  which  would  catch  the 
girls  by  their  petticoats  with  the  quickness  of  lightning,  if 
they  incautiously  passed  too  near  him.  Now  it  was  my  great- 
est delight  to  teaze  this  brute  in  every  possible  way ;  and  it 
was  enough  to  make  one  burst  with  laughing  to  see  the  beast 
fix  his  eyes  on  me  with  such  fierceness,  that  he  seemed  ready 
to  tear  me  to  pieces  if  he  could  but  get  at  me.  Well !  what 
happened  ?  Once,  when  I  was  amusing  myself  in  this  man 
ner,  I  hit  him  such  a  bang  in  the  ribs  with  a  stone,  that  in  his 
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fury  he  broke  loose  and  ran  right  upon  me.  I  tore  away  like 
lightning,  but — devil  take  it  I — that  confounded  ditch  lay 
right  in  my  way.  What  was  to  be  done?  The  dog  was  close 
at  my  heels,  and  quite  furious  ;  there  was  no  time  to  delibe- 
rate. I  took  a  spring,  and  cleared  the  ditch.  To  that  leap  I 
was  indebted  for  life  and  limb ;  the  beast  would  have  torn  me 
to  atoms. 

Charles  von  M.     And  to  what  does  all  this  tend  ? 

Spiegel.  To  this — that  you  may  be  taught  that  strengtli  | 
gj^Q^YS  ^^i^h.j!Jbjg.i?jClig^i9I!.-  ^jFor  which  reason  I  never  despair 
^ven  when. things, are  at  the  worst.^  Courage  grows  with  dan- 
ger. Powers  of  resistance  increase  by  pressure.  It  is  evident, 
by^the.,Qj}^tacle3  she  strews  in  my  path,  that  I'ate  must  have 
designed  me  for  a  great  man. 

Charles  von  M.  {angrily),  I  am  not  aware  of  any  thing 
for  which  we  still  require  courage,  and  have  not  already  shown  it. 

Spiegel.  Indeed!  And  so  you  mean  to  let  your  gifts 
go  to  waste  ?  to  bury  your  talent  ?  Do  you  think  your 
paltry  achievements  at  Leipsic  amount  to  the  ne  plus  ultra  of 
genius  ?  Let  us  but  once  get  to  the  great  world — Paris  and 
London !  where  you  get  your  ears  boxed  if  you  salute  a  man 
as  honest.  It  is  a  real  jubilee  to  practise  one's  handicraft 
there  on  a  grand  scale.  How  you  will  stare  !  How  you  will 
open  your  eyes  !  to  see  signatures  forged  ;  dice  loaded  ;  locks 
picked,  and  strong  boxes  gutted ; — all  that  you  shall  learn  of 
Spiegelberg  !  The  rascal  deserves  to  be  hanged  on  the  first 
gallows  that  would  rather  starve  than  manipulate  with  his 
fingers. 

Charles  von  M.  (in  a  fit  of  absence).  How  now  ?  I 
should  not  wonder  if  your  proficiency  went  further  still. 

Spiegel.  I  begin  to  think  you  mistrust  me.  Only  wait 
till  I  have  grown  warm  at  it ;  you  shall  see  wonders ;  jq^x 
little  brain  shall  whirl  clean  round  in  your  pericranium,  when 
my  teeming  wit  is  delivered.  ,  {He  rises,  excited,)  How  it  clears 
up  within  me  !  Great  thoughts  are  dawning  in  my  soul !  Gi- . 
gantic  plans  are  fermenting  in  my  creative  brain*  Cursed 
lethargy  [striking  his  forehead),  which  has  hitherto  enchained 
my  faculties,  cramped  and  fettered  my  prospects  !  I  awake ; 
I  feel  what  I  am — and  what  I  am  to  be ! 

Charles  von  M.  You  are  a  fool !  The  wine  is  swagger- 
ing in  your  brain. 
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Spiegel,  (jnore  excited).  Spiegelberg,  tliey  will  say,  art 
thou  a  magician,  Spiegelberg  ?  'Tis  a  pity,  the  king  will  say, 
that  thou  wert  not  made  a  general,  Spiegelberg,  thou  wouldst 
have  thrust  the  Austrians  through  a  buttonhole.  Yes,  I  heat 
the  doctors  lamenting,  'tis  a  crying  shame  that  he  was  not 
bred  to  medicine,  he  would  have  discovered  the  elixir  vitce. 
Ay,  and  that  he  did  not  take  to  financiering,  the  Sully s 
will  deplore  in  their  cabinets, — he  would  have  turned  flints 
into  louis  d'ors  by  his  magic.  And  Spiegelberg  will  be  the 
word  from  east  to  west ;  then  down  into  the  dirt  with  you,  ye 
cowards,  ye  reptiles,  while  Spiegelberg  soars  with  outspread 
wings  to  the  temple  of  everlasting  fame. 

Chables  von  M.  a  pleasant  journey  to  you  !  I  leave  you 
to  climb  to  the  summit  of  glory  on  the  pillars  of  infamy.  In 
the  shade  of  my  ancestral  groves,  in  the  arms  of  my  Amelia, 
a  nobler  joy  awaits  me.  I  have  already,  last  week,  written  to 
my  father  to  implore  his  forgiveness,  and  have  not  concealed 
the  least  circumstance  from  him ;  and  where  there  is  sincerity 
there  is  compassion  and  help.  Let  us  take  leave  of  each 
other,  Moritz.  After  this  day  we  shall  meet  no  more.  The 
post  has  arrived.  My  father's  forgiveness  must  already  r.e 
within  the  walls  of  this  town. 

Enter  Schweitzek,  Grimm,  Roller,  Schufterle,  and 

Razman. 

Roller.     Are  you  aware  that  they  are  on  our  track  ? 

Grimm.  That  we  are  not  for  a  moment  safe  from  being 
taken  ? 

Charles  von  M.  I  don't  wonder  at  it.  It  must  be  as  it 
will !  Have  none  of  you  seen  Schwarz  ?  Did  he  say  any 
thing  about  having  a  letter  for  me  ? 

Roller.  He  has  been  long  in  search  of  you,  on  some  such 
errand,  I  suspect. 

Charles  von  M.  Where  is  he  ?  where,  where  ?  (Is  about 
to  rush  off  in  haste,) 

Roller.  Stay !  we  have  appointed  him  to  come  hero. 
You  tremble  ? 

Charles  von  M.  I  do  not  tremble.  Why  should  I 
tremble  ?  Comrades,  this  letter — rejoice  with  me !  I  am 
the  happiest  man  under  the  sun ;  why  should  I  tremble  ? 
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Enter  Schwarz. 

Charles  von  M.  [rushes  towards  him).  Brother,  brother! 
the  letter,  the  letter  I 

ScHW.  [gives  him  the  letter,  which  he  opens  hastily).  What  'a 
the  matter  ?    You  have  grown  as  pale  as  a  white- washed  wall ! 

Charles  von  M.     My  brother's  hand  ! 

ScHW.     What  the  deuce  is  Spiegelberg  about  there  ? 

Grimm.  The  fellow  s  mad.  He  jumps  about  as  if  he  had 
St.  Vitus'  dance. 

ScHUF.  His  wits  are  gone  a  wool-gathering.  He  's  making 
verses,  I  '11  be  sworn. 

Eaz.  Spiegelberg !  Ho !  Spiegelberg !  The  brute  does 
not  hear. 

Grimm,  [shakes  him.)  Hallo  !  fellow  !  are  you  dreaming  ? 
or 

Spiegel,  [ivho  has  all  the  time  been  making  gestures  in 
a  corner  of  the  room,  as  if  ivorking  out  some  great  project, 
jumps  up  ivildly.)  Your  money  or  your  life !  [He  catches 
Schweitzer  by  the  throat,  ivho  very  coolly  flings  him  against 
the  ivall;  Moor  drops  the  letter,  and  rushes  out.  A  general 
sensation.) 

Roller  [calling  after  him).  Moor !  Where  are  you  going  ? 
What 's  the  matter  ? 

Grimm.  What  ails  him  ?  What  has  he  been  doing  ?  He 
is  as  pale  as  death. 

ScHW.     He  must  have  got  strange  news.     Just  let  us  see  ! 

Roller  [picks  up  the  letter  from  the  ground,  and  reads). 
*' Unfortunate  brother!"  —  a  pleasant  beginning — '*I  have 
only  briefly  to  inform  you  that  you  have  nothing  more  to  hope 
for.  You  may  go,  your  father  directs  me  to  tell  you,  wherever 
your  own  vicious  propensities  lead.  Nor  are  you  to  entertain^ 
he  says,  any  hope  of  ever  gaining  pardon  by  weeping  at  his 
feet,  unless  you  are  prepared  to  fare  upon  bread  and  water  in 
the  lowest  dungeon  of  his  castle  until  your  hair  shall  outgrow 
eagles'  feathers,-''  and  your  nails  the  talons  of  a  vulture. 
These  are  his  very  words.  He  commands  me  to  close  the 
letter. — Farewell  for  ever !     I  pity  you. 

''  Francis  von  Mode." 

Schw.  a  most  amiable  and  loving  brother,  in  good  truth ! — 
And  the  scoundrel's  name  is  Francis. 

•  See  Daniel,  chap.  iv.  ver.  33.  C 
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Spiejel.  {slinking  forward).  Bread  and  water!  Is  that 
it  ?  A  temperate  diet !  But  I  have  made  a  better  provision 
for  you.  Did  I  not  say,  that  I  should  have  to  think  for  you 
all  at  last? 

ScHWEiT.  What  does  the  blockhead  say  ?  The  jackass 
is  going  to  think  for  us  all ! 

Spiegel.  Cowards,  cripples,  lame  dogs  are  ye  all,  if  you 
have  not  courage  enough  to  venture  upon  something  great. 

Roller.  Well,  of  course,  so  we  should  be,  you  are  right ; 
— ^but  will  your  proposed  scheme  get  us  out  of  this  devil 
of  a  scrape  ?  eh  ? 

Spiegel.  (witJi  a  proud  laugh).  Poor  thing !  Get  us  out 
of  this  scrape  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Get  us  out  of  the  scrape  ! — 
and  that  is  all  your  thimblefull  of  brain  can  reach?  And 
with  that  you  trot  your  mare  back  to  the  stable  *  ?  Spiegelberg 
would  be  a  miserable  bungler  indeed  if  that  were  the  extent 
of  his  aim.  Heroes,  I  tell  you,  barons,  princes,  gods,  it  will 
make  of  you ! 

Raz.  That's  pretty  well  for  one  bout,  truly!  But  no 
doubt  it  is  some  neck-breaking  piece  of  business ;  it  will  cost 
a  head  or  so  at  the  least. 

Spiegel.  It  wants  nothing  but  courage  ; — as  to  the  head- 
work,  I  take  that  entirely  upon  myself.  Courage,  I  say, 
Schweitzer!  Courage,  Roller!  Grimm!  Razman!  Schufterle! 
Courage ! 

ScHW.  Courage  !  If  that  is  all,  I  have  courage  enough  to 
walk  through  hell  barefoot. 

ScHUFT.  And  I  courage  enough  to  fight  the  very  devil 
himself,  under  the  open  gallows,  for  the  rescue  of  any  poor 
sinner. 

Spiegel.  That 's  just  as  it  should  be  !  If  ye  have  courage, 
let  any  one  of  you  step  forward  and  say  he  has  still  something 
to  lose,  and  not  every  thing  to  gain  ? 

ScHw.  Verily  I  should  have  a  good  deal  to  lose,  if  I  were 
to  lose  all  that  I  have  yet  to  win ! 

Raz.  Yes,  by  Jove  !  and  I  much  to  win,  if  I  could  win  all 
that  I  have  not  got  to  lose. 

ScHUFT.  Were  I  to  lose  what  I  carry  on  my  back  on  trust, 
I  should  at  any  rate  have  nothiug  to  lose  on  the  morrow. 

.   *  Our  proverb,  "  A  fool's  bolt  is  soon  shot,"  is  somewhat  parallc^U 
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Spiegel.  Very  well  then !  (He  takes  his  place  in  the 
midst  of  them,  and  says  in  a  tone  of  solemn  adjuration) — if 
but  a  drop  of  the  heroic  blood  of  the  aucient  Germans  still 
flows  in  your  veins — come  !     We  will  fix  our  abode  in  the 

Bohemian  forests,  draw  together  a  band  of  robbers,  and 

What  are  you  gaping  at  ?     Has  your  slender  stock  of  courage 
oozed  out  already  ? 

EoLLER.  You  are  not  the  first  rogue  by  many  that  has 
defied  the  gallows  ; — and  yet  what  other  choice  have  we? 

Spiegel.  Choice  ?  You  have  no  choice.  Do  you  want  to 
lie  rotting  in  the  debtor's  jail  and  beat  hemp  till  you  are  bailed 
by  the  last  trumpet  ?  Would  you  toil  with  pick-axe  and  spade 
for  a  morsel  of  dry  bread  ?  or  earn  a  pitiful  alms  by  singing 
doleful  ditties  under  people's  windows  ?  Or  will  you  be  sworn 
at  the  drumhead — and  then  comes  the  question,  whether  any 
body  would  trust  your  hang-dog  visages — and  so  under  the 
splenetic  humour  of  some  despotic  serjeant  serve  your  time 
of  purgatory  in  advance  ?  Would  you  like  to  run  the  gauntlet 
to  the  beat  of  the  drum  ? — or  be  doomed  to  drag  after  you, 
like  a  galley-slave,  the  whole  iron-store  of  Vulcan  ?  Behold 
your  choice.  You  have  before  you  the  complete  catalogue  of 
all  that  you  may  choose  from  ! 

Roller.  Spiegelberg  is  not  altogether  wrong !  I,  too,  have 
been  concocting  plans,  but  they  come  much  to  the  same  thing. 
How  would  it  be,  thought  I,  were  we  to  club  our  wits  together, 
and  dish  up  a  pocket-book,  or  an  almanac,  or  something  of  that 
sort,  and  write  reviews  at  a  penny  a  line,  as  is  now  the  fashion? 

ScHUFT.  The  devil 's  in  you !  you  are  pretty  nearly  hitting 
on  my  own  schemes.  I  have  been  thinking  to  myself  how 
would  it  answer  were  I  to  turn  methodist,  and  hold  weekly 
prayer  meetings  ? 

Grimm.  Capital!  and,  if  that  fails,  turn  Atheist!  We 
might  fall  foul  of  the  four  Gospels,  get  our  book  burned  by 
the  hangman,  and  then  it  would  sell  at  a  prodigious  rate. 

Ra.z.  Or  we  might  take  the  field  to  cure  a  fashionable 
ailment.  I  know  a  quack  doctor  who  has  built  himself  a 
house  with  nothing  but  mercury,  as  the  motto  over  his  door 
implies. 

ScHWEiT.  {rises  and  holds  out  his  hand  to  Spiegelberg), 
Spiegelberg,  thou  art  a  great  man  !  or  else  a  blind  hog  has  by 
chance  found  an  acorn. 

O  9 
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ScHw.  Excellent  scliemes  !  Honourable  professions !  How 
great  minds  sympathize!  All  that  seems  wanting  to  com- 
plete the  list  is  that  we  should  turn  pimps  and  bawds. 

Spiegel.  Pooh !  Pooh !  Nonsense.  And  what  is  to  pro- 
vent  our  combining  most  of  these  occupations  in  one  person  ? 
My  plan  will  exalt  you  the  most,  and  it  holds  out  glory  and 
immortality  into  the  bargain.  Remember,  too,  ye  sorry 
varlets,  and  it  is  a  matter  worthy  of  consideration :  one's 
fame  hereafter — the  sweet  thought  of  immortality 

Roller.  And  that  at  the  very  head  of  the  muster-roll  of 
honourable  names !  You  are  a  master  of  eloquence,  Spie- 
gelberg,  when  the  question  is  how  to  convert  an  honest  man 
into  a  scoundrel.  But  does  any  one  know  what  has  become  of 
Moor? 

Spiegel.  Honest,  say  you  ?  Do  you  think  you  '11  be  less 
honest  then,  than  you  are  now  ?  What  do  you  call  honest  ? 
To  relieve  rich  misers  of  half  of  those  cares  which  only 
scare  golden  sleep  from  their  eyelids ;  to  force  hoarded 
coin  into  circulation ;  to  restore  the  equalization  of  pro- 
perty ;  in  one  word,  to  bring  back  the  golden  age ;  to  relieve 
Providence  of  many  a  burdensome  pensioner,  and  so  save 
it  the  trouble  of  sending  war,  pestilence,  famine,  and  above  all, 
doctors — that  is  w^hat  I  call  honesty,  d'  ye  see  ;  that 's  what  I 
call  being  a  w^orthy  instrument  in  the  hand  of  Providence, — 
and  then,  at  every  meal  you  eat,  to  have  the  sweet  reflection  : 
this  is  what  thy  ow^i  ingenuity,  thy  lion  boldness,  thy  night 
watchings,  have  procured  for  thee — to  command  the  respect 
both  of  great  and  small 

Roller.  And,  at  last,  to  mount  towards  heaven  in  the 
living  body,  and  in  spite  of  wind  and  storm,  in  spite  of  the 
greedy  maw  of  old  father  Time,  to  be  hovering  beneath  the 
sun  and  moon  and  all  the  stars  of  the  firmament,  where  even 
the  unreasoning  birds  of  heaven,  attracted  by  noble  instinct, 
chant  their  seraphic  music,  and  angels  with  tails  hold  their 
most  holy  councils  ?  Don't  you  see  ?  And,  w4iile  monarchs 
and  potentates  become  a  prey  to  moths  and  worms,  to  havo 
the  honour  of  receiving  visits  from  the  royal  bird  of  Jove. 
Moritz,  Moritz,  Moritz  !  beware  of  the  three-legged  beast*. 

Spiegel.     And  does  that  fright  thee,  craven-heart f?     Hae 

*  The  gallows,  which  in  German}'  is  formed  of  three  posts. 
+  The  German  is  Hasen-herz.     See  note  at  page  9. 
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not  many  a  universal  genius,  who  might  have  reformed  the 
world,  rotted  upon  the  gallows  ?  And  does  not  the  renow^n  of 
euch  a  man  live  for  hundreds  and  thousands  of  years,  whereas 
many  a  king  and  elector  would  be  passed  over  in  history,  were 
not  historians  obliged  to  give  him  a  niche  to  complete  the  line 
of  succession,  or  that  the  mention  of  him  did  not  swell  the 
volume  a  few  octavo  pages,  for  which  he  counts  upon  hard  cash 
from  the  publisher.  And  when  the  wayfarer  sees  you  swinging 
to  and  fro  in  the  breeze,  he  will  mutter  to  himself,  "  That 
fellow's  brains  had  no  water  in  them,  I  '11  warrant  me,"  and 
then  groan  over  the  hardship  of  the  times. 

ScHWEiT.  {slaps  him  on  the  shoulder).  Well  said,  Spiegel- 
berg  !  Well  said !  Why  the  devil  do  w^e  stand  here 
hesitating  ? 

ScHW.  And  suppose  it  is  called  disgrace  —  what  then? 
Cannot  one,  in  case  of  need,  alw^ays  carry  a  small  powder 
about  one,  w^hich  quietly  smooths  the  weary  traveller's  passage 
across  the  Styx,  where  no  cock  crowing  will  disturb  his  rest  ? 
No,  brother  Moritz !  Your  scheme  is  good ;  so  at  least  says 
my  creed. 

ScHUFT.  Zounds  !  and  mine  too !  Spiegelberg,  I  am  your 
recruit. 

Kaz.  Like  a  second  Orpheus,  Spiegelberg,  you  have 
charmed  to  sleep  that  howling  beast,  conscience !  Take  me 
as  I  stand,  I  am  yours  entirely ! 

Grimm.  Si  omnes  consentiunt  ego  non  dissentio'^^' ;  mind, 
without  a  comma.  There  is  an  auction  going  on  in  my  head — 
methodists — quack  doctors — reviewers — rogues ; — the  highest 
bidder  has  me. — Here  is  my  hand,  Moritz  I 

EoLLER.  And  you  too,  Schweitzer  ?  (he  gives  his  right  hand 
to  Spiegelberg).     Thus  I  consign  my  soul  to  the  devil. 

Spiegel.  And  your  name  to  the  stars!  What  does  it  sig- 
nify where  the  soul  goes  to?  If  crowds  of  avant-couriers 
give  notice  of  our  descent,  that  the  devils  may  put  on  their 
holiday  gear,  wipe  the  accumulated  soot  of  a  thousand  years 
from  their  eyelashes,  and  myriads  of  horned  heads  pop  up 
from  the  smoking  mouth  of  their  sulphureous  chimneys,  to 
welcome  our  arrival !  Up,  comrades !  (leaping  up).  Up ! 
What  in  the  world  is  equal  to  this  ecstasy  of  delight? 
Come  along,  comrades ! 

*  The  joke  is  explained  by  placing  a  comma  after  non* 
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EoLLER.  Gently,  gently !  Where  are  you  going  ?  Every 
beast  must  have  a  head,  boys  I 

Spiegel,  [ivith  bitterness).  What  is  that  incubus  preach- 
ing about  ?  Was  not  the  head  already  there,  before  a  single 
limb  began  to  move  ?     Follow  me,  comrades ! 

EoiLER.  Gently,  I  say !  even  liberty  must  have  its  master. 
Rome  and  Sparta  perished  for  want  of  a  chief. 

Spiegel,  (in  a  wheedling  manner).  Yes, — stay — Roller  is 
right.  And  he  must  have  an  enlightened  head.  Do  you 
understand  ?  A  keen  politic  head.  Yes  !  when  I  think  what 
you  were  only  an  hour  ago,  and  what  you  are  now, — and  that 
it  is  all  owing  to  one  happy  thought. — Yes,  of  course,  of 
course,  you  must  have  a  chief — and  you  '11  own  that  he  who 
struck  out  this  idea  may  claim  to  have  an  enlightened  and 
politic  head  ? 

Roller.  If  one  could  hope — if  one  could  dream — but  I 
fear  he  will  not  consent. 

Spiegel.  Why  not  ?  Speak  out  boldly,  friend  !  Difficult 
as  it  may  be  to  steer  a  labouring  vessel  against  wind  and  tide, 
oppressive  as  may  be  the  weight  of  a  crown — speak  your 
thought  without  hesitation.  Roller !  Perhaps  he  may  be  pre- 
vailed upon  after  all ! 

Roller.  And,  if  he  does  not,  the  whole  vessel  will  be 
crazy  enough. — Without  Moor  we  are  a  body  without  a  soul. 

Spiegel,  (turning  angrily  from  him).     Dolt!  blockhead! 
(Enter  Charles  von  Moor  in  violent  agitation,  stalking 
backwards  and  forwards,  and  speaking  to  himself.) 

Charles  von  M.  Man — man !  false,  perfidious  crocodile- 
brood  !  Your  eyes  are  all  tears,  but  your  hearts  steel ! 
Kisses  on  your  lips,  but  daggers  couched  in  your  bosoms ! 
Even  lions  and  tigers  nourish  their  young.  Ravens  feast  their 
brood  on  carrion,  and  he — he ! — Malice  1  have  learned  to  bear; 
and  I  can  §mile  when  my  fellest  enemy  drinks  to  me  in  my 
own  heart's  blood — ^but  when  kindred  turn  traitors,  when  a 
father's  love  becomes  a  fury's  hate; — oh,  then,  let  manly 
resignation  give  place  to  raging  fire ! — the  gentle  lamb  be- 
come a  tiger ! — and  every  nerve  strain  itself  to  vengeance 
and  destruction ! 

Roller.  Hark  ye.  Moor!  What  think  you  of  it?  A 
robber's  life  is  pleasanter,  after  all,  than  to  lie  rotting  ou 
bread  and  water  in  the  lowest  dungeon  of  the  castle  ? 
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Charles  von  M.  Why  was  not  this  spirit  implanted  in  a 
tiger,  which  gluts  its  raging  jaws  with  human  flesh  ?  Is  this 
a  father  s  tenderness  ?  Is  this  love  for  love  ?  Would  I  were 
a  bear,  to  rouse  all  the  bears  of  the  north  against  this  murder- 
ous race  ! — Kepentance,  and  no  pardon !  Oh,  that  I  could 
poison  the  ocean,  that  men  might  drink  death  from  every 
spring  !     Contrition,  implicit  reliance,  and  no  pardon  ! 

EoLLER.  But  listen,  Moor, — listen,  to  what  I  am  telling 
you! 

Charles  von  M.  'Tis  incredible  !  'tis  a  dream — a  delu 
sion  !  Such  earnest  entreaty,  such  a  vivid  picture  of  misery 
and  tearful  penitence  —  a  savage  beast  would  have  been 
melted  to  compassion  !  stones  would  have  wept,  and  yet  he — 
it  would  be  thought  a  malicious  libel  upon  human  nature, 
were  I  to  proclaim  it — and  yet,  yet — oh,  that  I  could  sound 
the  trumpet  of  rebellion  through  all  creation,  and  lead  air, 
and  earth,  and  sea,  into  battle  array  against  this  generation 
of  hyaenas ! 

Grimm.  Hear  me,  only  hear  me !  You  are  deaf  with 
raving. 

Charles  von  M.  Avaunt,  avaunt !  Is  not  thy  name  man? 
Art  thou  not  born  of  woman  ?  Out  of  my  sight,  thou  thing 
with  human  visage  !  I  loved  him  so  unutterably ! — never 
son  so  loved  a  father ;  I  would  have  sacrificed  a  thousand  lives 

for   him   {foaming   and   stamping   the  ground).     Ha! 

where  is  he  that  will  put  a  sword  into  my  hand,  that  I  may 
strike  this  generation  of  vipers  to  the  quick !  Who  will  teach 
me  how  to  reach  their  heart's  core,  to  crush,  to  annihilate  the 
whole  race  ? — Such  a  man  shall  be  my  friend,  my  angel,  my 
god — him  will  I  worship  ! 

Eoller.     Such  friends  behold  in  us  ;  be  but  advised  ! 

ScHW.     Come  with  us  into  the  Bohemian  forests !     We 

will  form  a  band  of  robbers  there,  and  you (Mqor  stares 

at  him), 

ScHWEiT.  You  shall  be  our  captain !  you  must  be  our 
captain  ! 

Spiegel,  (throws  himself  into  a  chair  in  a  rage).  Slaves 
and  cowards ! 

Charles  von  M.  Who  inspired  thee  with  that  thought  ? 
Hark,  fellow  1  [grasjnng  Eoller  tightly)  that  human  soul  of 
thine  did  not  produce  it;  who  suggested  it  to  thee  ?     Yes,  by 
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the  thousand  arms  of  death  !  that 's  what  we  will,  and  what 
we  must  do  !  the  thought 's  divine.  He  who  conceived  it 
deserves  to  be  canonized.  Robbers  and  murderers !  As  my 
soul  lives,  I  am  your  captain ! 

All    (with  tumultuous  sJiouts).      Hurrah !    long  live  our 
captain  ! 

Spiegel,  [starting  up,  aside).  Till  I  give  him  his  coup  de 
grace  I 

Charles  von  M.  See,  it  falls  like  a  film  from  my  eyes ! 
What  a  fool  was  I  to  think  of  returning  to  be  caged !  My 
soul  's  athirst  for  deeds,  my  spirit  pants  for  freedom.  Mur- 
derers, robbers  !  with  these  words  I  trample  the  law  under-* 
foot — mankind  threw  off  humanity,  when  I  appealed  to  it — 
Away,  then,  with  human  sympathies  and  mercy !  I  no  longer 
have  a  father,  no  longer  affections ;  blood  and  death  shall 
teach  me  to  forget  that  any  thing  was  ever  dear  to  me ! 
Come  !  come  !  Oh,  I  will  recreate  myself  vath  some  most 
fearful  vengeance  ; — 'tis  resolved,  I  am  your  captain !  and 
success  to  him  who  shall  spread  fire  and  slaughter  the 
widest  and  most  savagely — I  pledge  myself  he  shall  be  right 
royally  rewarded.  Stand  around  me,  all  of  you,  and  swear  to 
me  fealty  and  obedience  unto  death !  Swear  by  this  trusty 
right  hand. 

All  {place  their  hands  in  his).  We  swear  to  thee  fealty 
and  obedience  unto  death  I 

Charles  von  M.  And,  by  this  same  trusty  right  hand, 
I  here  swear  to  you  to  remain  your  captain,  true  and  faithful 
unto  death  !  This  arm  shall  make  an  instant  corpse  of  him 
who  doubts,  or  fears,  or  retreats.  And  may  the  same  befall 
me  from  your  hands,  if  I  betray  my  oath !  Are  you  content? 
[Spiegelberg  runs  up  and  down  in  a  furious  rage. 

All  (throwing  up  their  hats).     We  are  content ! 

Charles  von  M.  Well,  then,  let  us  be  gone!  Fear 
neither  death  nor  danger,  for  an  unalterable  destiny  rules 
over  us.  Every  man  has  his  doom,  be  it  to  die  on  the  soft 
pillow  of  down,  or  in  the  field  of  blood,  or  on  the  scaffold,  or 
the  wheel !     One  or  the  other  of  these  must  be  our  lot ! 

[Exeunt. 

Spiegel,  [looking  after  them,  after  a  jjause).  Your  cata- 
logue has  a  hole  in  it.     You  have  omitted  poison.  {Exit, 
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Scene  III. — Moor's  Castle — xAlmelia's  Chamher. 
Francis,  Amelia. 

Francis.  Your  face  is  averted  from  me,  Amelia  ?  Am  I 
less  worthy  than  he  who  is  accursed  of  his  father  ? 

Amelia.  Away  !  Oh !  what  a  loving,  compassionate  father, 
who  abandons  his  son  a  prey  to  wolves  and  monsters  !  In  his 
own  comfortable  home  he  pampers  himself  with  delicious 
wines,  and  stretches  his  palsied  limbs  on  down,  while  his 
noble  son  is  starving.  Shame  upon  you,  inhuman  wretches  ! 
Shame  upon  you,  ye  souls  of  dragons,  ye  blots  on  humanity ! 
— his  only  sx)n  ! 

Francis.     I  thought  he  had  two. 

Amelia.  Yes,  he  deserves  to  have  such  sons  as  you  are. 
On  his  death-bed  he  will  in  vain  stretch  out  his  withered 
hands  for  his  Charles,  and  recoil  with  a  shudder  when  he  feels 
the  ice-cold  hand  of  his  Francis.  Oh,  it  is  sweet,  deliciously 
sweet,  to  be  cursed  by  such  a  father !  Tell  me,  Francis,  dear 
brotherly  soul, — tell  me,  what  must  one  do  to  be  cursed  by 
him? 

Francis.     You  are  raving,  dearest ;  you  are  to  be  pitied. 

Amelia.  Oh  I  indeed.  Do  you  pity  your  brother  ? — No, 
monster,  you  hate  him !     I  hope  you  hate  me  too  ? 

Francis.     I  love  you  as  dearly  as  T  love  myself,  Amelia ! 

Amelia.  If  you  love  me,  you  will  not  refuse  me  one  little 
request  ? 

Francis.     None,  none !  if  you  ask  no  more  than  my  life. 

Amelia.  Oh,  if  that  is  the  case  !  then  one  request,  which 
you  will  so  easily,  so  readily  grant.  (Loftily.)  Hate  me !  I  should 
perforce  blush  crimson,  if,  whilst  thinking  of  Charles,  it  should 
for  a  moment  enter  my  mind  that  you  do  not  hate  me.  You 
promise  me  this  ? — Now  go,  and  leave  me ;  I  so  love  to  be 
alone ! 

Francis.  Lovely  enthusiast !  how  greatly  I  admire  your 
gentle,  affectionate  heart.  Here,  here,  Charles  reigned  sole 
monarch,  like  a  god  within  his  temple ;  he  stood  before  thee 
waking,  he  filled  your  imagination  dreaming-;  the  whole 
creation  seemed  to  thee  to  center  in  Charles,  and  to  reflect 
him  alone  ;  it  gave  thee  no  other  echo  but  of  him. 

Amelia  (with  emotion).     Yes,  verily,  I  own  it.     Despito 
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of  you  all,  barbarians  as  ye  are,  I  will  own  it  before  all  tlie 
w^orld, — I  love  him ! 

Francis.  Inhuman,  cruel !  So  to  requite  a  love  like  this ! 
To  forget  her 

Amelia  (starting).     What !  forget  me  ? 

Francis.  Did  you  not  place  a  ring  on  his  finger? — a  dia- 
mond ring,  the  pledge  of  your  love  ?  To  be  sure,  how  is  it  pos- 
sible for  youth  to  resist  the  fascinations  of  a  wanton  ?  Who  can 
blame  him  for  it,  since  he  had  nothing  else  left  to  give  away ; 
— and  of  course  she  repaid  him  with  interest,  by  her  caresses 
and  embraces  ? 

Amelia  [ivith  indignation).     My  ring  to  a  wanton  ? 

Francis.  Fie,  fie !  it  is  disgraceful.  'Twould  not  be 
much,  however,  if  that  were  all.  A  ring,  be  it  ever  so  costly, 
is,  after  all,  a  thing  which  one  may  always  buy  of  a  Jew. — • 
Perhaps  the  fashion  of  it  did  not  please  him,  perhaps  he  ex- 
changed it  for  one  more  beautiful. 

Amelia  (with  violence).     But  my  ring,  I  say,  my  ring? 

Francis.  Even  yours,  Amelia. — Ha!  such  a  brilliant, 
and  on  my  finger, — and  from  Amelia ! — Death  itself  should 
not  have  plucked  it  hence. — It  is  not  the  costliness  of  the 
diamond,  not  the  cunning  of  the  pattern—it  is  love  which 
constitutes  its  value.  Is  it  not  so,  Amelia  ? — Dearest  child, 
you  are  weeping  ?  Woe  be  to  him  who  causes  such  precious 
drops  to  flow  from  those  heavenly  eyes ;  ah,  and  if  you  knew 
all,  if  you  could  but  see  him  yourself,  see  him  under  that 
form  ? 

Amelia.  Monster!  what  do  you  mean?  What  form  do 
you  speak  of? 

Francis.  Hush,  hush,  gentle  soul,  press  me  no  further ! 
[as  if  soliloquizing,  yet  aloud.)  If  it  had  only  some  veil,  that 
horrid  vice,  under  which  it  might  shroud  itself  from  the  eye 
of  the  world !  But  there  it  is,  glaring  horribly  through  the 
sallow,  leaden  eye;  proclaiming  itself  in  the  sunken  death- 
like look ;  ghastly  protruding  bones ;  the  faltering,  hollow 
voice;  preaching  audibly  from  the  shattered,  shaking  skele- 
ton; piercing  to  the  most  vital  marrow  of  the  bones,  and 
sapping  the  manly  strength  of  youth — faugh !  the  idea  sickens 
me.  Nose,  eyes,  ears,  shrink  from  it.  You  saw  that  miserable 
wretch,  Amelia,  in  our  hospital  who  w^as  heavily  breathing  out 
his  spirit ;  modesty  seemed  to  cast  down  her  abashed  eye  as 
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she  passed  him — ^you  cried  woe  upon  him  Recall  that  hideous 
image  to  your  mind,  and  your  Charles  stands  before  you !  His 
kisses  are  pestilence,  his  lips  poison. 

Amelia  {strikes  him).     Shameless  liar ! 

Fkancis.  Does  such  a  Charles  inspire  you  with  hon'or? 
Does  the  mere  picture  fill  you  with  disgust?  Go,  then- 
gaze  upon  him  yourself,  your  handsome,  your  angelic,  your 
divine  Charles  !  Go,  drink  his  balmy  breath,  and  revel  in  the 
ambrosial  fumes  which  ascend  from  his  throat !  The  very  ex- 
halations of  his  body  will  plunge  you  into  that  dark  and 
deathlike  dizziness  which  follows  the  smell  of  a  bursting 
carcase,  or  the  sight  of  a  corpse-strewn  battlefield.  (Amelia 
turns  aivay  her  face).  What  sensations  of  love  !  What  rapture 
in  those  embraces  ! — But  is  it  not  unjust  to  condemn  a  man 
because  of  his  diseased  exterior  ?  Even  in  the  most  wretched 
lump  of  deformity  a  soul  great  and  worthy  of  love  may  beam 
forth  brightly,  like  a  pearl  on  a  dunghill.     [With  a  malignant 

smile).     Even  from  lips  of  corruption  love  may To 

be  sure,  if  vice  should  undermine  the  very  foundations  of  cha- 
racter, if  with  chastity  virtue  too  should  take  her  flight,  as  the 
fragrance  departs  from  the  faded  rose — if  with  the  body  the 
soul  too  should  be  tainted  and  corrupted 

Amelia  [rising  joyfully).  Ha !  Charles !  now  I  recognise 
thee  again !  Thou  art  whole,  whole  !  It  was  all  a  lie  ! 
Dost  thou  not  know,  miscreant,  that  it  would  be  impossible 
for  Charles  to  be  the  being  you  describe  ?  (Fbancis  remains 
standing  for  some  time,  lost  in  thought;  then  suddenly  turns 
round  to  go  away?)  Whither  are  you  going  in  such  haste  ? 
Are  you  flying  from  your  own  infamy? 

Francis  [hiding  his  face).  I^et  me  go,  let  me  go ! — to  give 
free  vent  to  my  tears ! — tyrannical  father,  thus  to  abandon 
the  best  of  your  sons  to  misery  and  disgrace  on  every 
side  !  Let  me  go,  Amelia  !  I  will  throw  myself  at  his  feet, 
on  my  knees  will  I  conjure  him  to  transfer  to  me  the  curse 
that  he  has  pronounced — to  disinherit  me — to  hate  me — 
my  blood — my  life — my  all 

Amelia  {falls  on  his  neck).  Brother  of  my  Charles !' 
Dearest,  most  excellent  Francis ! 

Feancis.  O,  Amelia !  how  I  love  you  for  this  unshaken 
constancy  to  my  brother.  Forgive  me  for  venturing  to  sub- 
ject your  love  to  so  severe  a  trial !     How  nobly  you  have 
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realised  my  wishes  !  By  those  tears,  those  sighs,  that  divine 
indignation — and  for  me  too,  for  me — our  souls  did  so  truly 
harmonize. 

Amelia.     Oh,  no  !  that  they  never  did ! 

Francis.  Alas !  they  harmonized  so  truly,  that  I  always 
thought  we  must  be  twins.  And  were  it  not  for  that  un- 
fortunate difference  in  person,  to  be  twin-like  which,  it  must 
be  admitted,  would  be  to  the  disadvantage  of  Charles,  we 
should  again  and  again  be  mistaken  for  each  other.  Thou 
art,  I  often  said  to  myself,  thou  art  the  very  Charles,  his 
echo,  his  counterpart. 

Amelia  (shakes  her  head).  No,  no !  by  that  chaste  light 
of  heaven !  not  an  atom  of  him,  not  the  least  spark  of  his 
soul. 

Francis.  So  entirely  the  same  in  our  dispositions;  the 
rose  was  his  favourite  flower,  and  what  flower  do  I  esteem 
above  the  rose  ?  He  loved  music  beyond  expression ;  and  ye 
are  witnesses,  ye  stars !  how  often  you  have  listened  to  me 
playing  on  the  harpsichord  in  the  dead  silence  of  night,  when 
all  around  lay  buried  in  darkness  and  slumber ;  and  how  is 
it  possible  for  you,  Amelia,  still  to  doubt?  if  our  love  meets  in 
one  perfection,  and  if  it  is  the  self-same  love,  how  can  its  fruits 
degenerate?  (Amelia  looks  at  him  with  astonishment.)  It 
"was  a  calm  serene  evening,  the  last  before  his  departure  for 
Leipzic,  when  he  took  me  with  him  to  the  bower  where  you 
so  often  sat  together  in  dreams  of  love — we  were  long 
speechless ; — at  last  he  seized  my  hand,  and  said,  in  a  low 
voice,  and  with  tears  in  his  eyes,  "  I  am  leaving  Amelia ;  I 
know  not,  but  I  have  a  sad  presentiment  that  it  is  for  ever — 
forsake  her  not,  brother — be  her  friend— her  Charles — if 
Oharles — should  never — never  return.  (He  throws  himself 
down  before  her,  and  hisses  her  hand  with  fervour .)  Never,' 
never,  never  will  he  return ;  and  I  stand  pledged  by  a  sacred 
oath  to  fulfil  his  behest ! 

Amelia  {starting  hack).  Traitor !  Now  thou  art  unmasked ! 
In  that  very  bower  he  conjured  me,  if  he  died,  to  admit  no  other 

love.     Dost  thou  see,  how  impious,  how  execrable  thou  

Quit  my  sight ! 

Francis.  You  know  me  not,  Amelia ;  you  do  not  know 
uic  in  the  least ! 

Ameija.     Oh  yes,  I  know  you;  from  henceforth  I  knov; 
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you ;  and  you  pretend  to  be  like  him  ?  You  mean  to  say  that 
he  wept  for  me  in  your  presence  ?  Yours  ?  He  would  sooner 
have  inscribed  my  name  on  the  pillory !  Be  gone — this 
instant ! 

Francis.     You  insult  me. 

Amelia.     Go — I  say.     You  have  robbed  me  of  a  precioua. 
tiour ;  may  it  be  deducted  from  your  life. 

Francis.     You  hate  me,  then  ! 

Amelia.     I  despise  you — away ! 

Francis  (stamping  with  fury).  Only  wait !  you  shall  learn 
to  tremble  before  me ! — To  sacrifice  me  for  a  beggar ! 

[Exit  in  anger. 

Amelia.  Go,  thou  base  villain  !  Now,  Charles,  am  I  agaia 
thine  own.  Beggar,  did  he  say?  then  is  the  world  turned 
upside  down,  beggars  are  kings,  and  kings  are  beggars !  I 
would  not  change  the  rags  he  wears  for  the  imperial  purple. 
The  look  with  which  he  begs  must,  indeed,  be  a  noble,  a 
royal  look-^a  look  that  withers  into  nought  the  glory,  the 
pomp,  the  triumphs  of  the  rich  and  great!  Into  the  dust 
with  thee,  glittering  baubles  !  {She  tears  her  pearls  from  her 
neck?)  Let  the  rich  and  the  proud  be  condemned  to  bear  the 
burthen  bfgold,  and  silver,  and  jewels  I  Be  they  condemned 
to  carouse  at  the  tables  of  the  voluptuous  !  To  pamper  their 
limbs  on  the  downy  couch  of  luxury !  Charles  !  Charles ! 
Thus  am  I  worthy  of  thee  !  [Exit, 


ACT  II. 

Scene  I. — Francis  von  Moor  in  his  chamber — in  meditation, 

I  Francis.  It  lasts  too  long — and  the  doctor  even  says  he  is 
recovering — an  old  man  s  life  is  a  very  eternity !  The  course 
would  be  free  and  plain  before  me,  but  for  this  troublesome, 
tough  lump  of  flesh,  which  like  the  infernal  demon-hound  in 
ghost  stories  bars  the  way  to  my  treasures. 

Must,  then,  my  projects  bend  to  the  iron  yoke  of  a  me- 
chanical system  ? — Is  my  soaring  spirit  to  be  chained  down 
to  the  snails  pace  of  matter ? — To  blow  out  a  wick  which  is 
already  flickering  upon  its  last  drop  of  oil — 'tis  nothing  more. — 
And  yet  I  would  rather  not  do  it  myself,  on  account  of  wliat 
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the  world  would  say.  I  should  not  wish  him  to  be  killed,  but 
merely  disposed  of.  I  should  like  to  do  what  your  clever  physi- 
cian does,  only  the  reverse  way — not  stop  Nature's  course  by 
running  a  bar  across  her  path,  but  only  help  her  to  speed  a 
little  faster.  Are  we  not  able  to  prolong  the  conditions  of  life  ? 
Why,  then,  should  we  not  also  be  able  to  shorten  them  ? 

Philosophers  and  physiologists  teach  us  how  close  is  the 
sympathy  between  the  emotions  of  the  mind  and  the  move- 
ments of  the  bodily  machine.  Convulsive  sensations  are 
always  accompanied  by  a  disturbance  of  the  mechanical  vibra- 
tions— passions  injure  the  vital  powers — an  overburdened 
spirit  bursts  its  shell.  Well  then — what  if  one  knew  how  to 
smooth  this  unbeaten  path,  for  the  easier  entrance  of  death 
into  the  citadel  of  life? — to  work  the  body's  destruction 
through  the  mind — ha !  an  original  device ! — who  can  accom- 
plish this? — a  device  without  a  parallel! — Think  upon  it. 
Moor!  —  That  were  an  art  worthy  of  thee  for  its  inventor. 
Has  not  poisoning  been  raised  almost *to  the  rank  of  a  regular 
science,  and  nature  compelled,  by  the  force  of  experiments,  to 
define  her  limits,  so  that  one  may  now  calculate  the  heart's 
throbbings  for  years  in  advance,  and  say  to  the  beating  pulse, 
'*  So  far,  and  no  farther ! " — ^Why  should  one  not  try  one's 
skill  in  this  line?* 

And  how,  then,  must  I  too  go  to  work,  to  dissever  that 
sweet  and  peaceful  union  of  soul  and  body  ?  What  species  of 
sensations  should  I  seek  to  produce  ?  Which  would  the  most 
fiercely  assail  the  condition  of  life  ?  Anger  ? — that  ravenous 
wolf  is  too  quickly  satiated. — Care? — that  worm  gnaws  far 
too  slowly. — Grief? — that  viper  creeps  too  lazily  for  me. — 
Fear  ? — hope  destroys  its  power. — ^What !  and  are  these  the 
only  executioners  of  man  ? — Is  the  armoury  of  death  so  soon 
exhausted  ? — {In  deep  thought,)  How  now ! — what !  ho ! — I  have 
it!  {Starting  up).  Terror! — What  is  proof  against  terror? — 
What  powers  have  religion  and  reason  under  that  giant's  icy 
grasp  ? — And  yet — ^if  he  should  withstand  even  this  assault ! — 

*  A  woman  in  Paris,  by  means  of  a  regularly  performed  series  of  experi- 
ments, carried  the  art  of  poisoning  to  such  perfection  that  she  could  predict, 
almost  to  a  certainty,  the  day  of  death,  however  remote.  Fie  upon  our  phy- 
sicians, who  should  blush  to  be  outdone  by  a  woman  in  their  own  province. 
Beckmann,  in  his  article  on  secret  poisoning,  has  given  a  particular 
account  of  this  woman,  the  Marchioness  de  Brinvilliers. — See  "  History  of 
InventioDB,"  Standard  Library  Edition,  vol.  i.  pp.  47-63. 
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If  he  should ! — Oh,  then,  come  Anguish  to  my  aid !  and  thou, 
gnawmg  Repentance! — furies  of  hell,  burrowing  snakes,  who 
regorge  your  food,  and  feed  upon  your  own  excrements ;  ye 
that  are  for  ever  destroying,  and  for  ever  reproducing  your 
poison!  And  thou,  Howling  Remorse,  that  desolatest  thine 
own  habitation,  and  feedest  upon  thy  mother. — And  come 
ye,  too,  gentle  Graces,  to  my  aid ;  even  you,  sweet  smiling 
Memory,  goddess  of  the  past — and  thou  with  thy  overflowing 
horn  of  plenty,  blooming  Futurity ;  show  him,  in  your  mir- 
ror, the  joys  of  Paradise,  while  with  fleeting  foot  you  elude  his 
eager  grasp. — Thus  will  I  w^ork  my  battery  of  death,  stroke 
after  stroke,  upon  his  fragile  body,  until  the  troop  of  furies 
close  upon  him  with  Despair  I  Triumph !  triumph ! — the  plan 
is  complete — difficult  and  masterly  beyond  compare — sure — 
safe ;  for  then  (with  a  sneer)  the  dissecting  knife  can  find  no 
trace  of  wound  or  of  corrosive  poison. 

(Resolutely.)  Be  it  so !  (Enter  Hermann.)  Ha !  Deus 
ex  machind  I     Hermann  ! 

Hermann.     At  your  service,  gracious  sir ! 
Francis  (shakes  him  by  the  hand).    You  will  not  find  it  that 
of  an  ungrateful  master. 

Hermann.     I  have  proofs  of  this. 

Francis.     And  you  shall  have  more  soon — ^very  soon,  Her- 
mann ! — I  have  something  to  say  to  thee,  Hermann 
Hermann.     I  am  all  attention. 

Francis.  I  know  thee — thou  art  a  resolute  fellow — a 
man  of  mettle. — To  call  thee  smooth-tongued ! — My  father 
has  greatly  belied  thee,  Hermann. 

Hermann.     The  devil  take  me  if  I  forget  it ! 
Francis.      Spoken   like   a  man!     Vengeance  becomes  a 
manly  heart !     Thou  art  to  my  mind,  Hermann.     Take  this 
purse,  Hermann.     It  should  be  heavier  were  I  master  here. 

Hermann.  That  is  my  unceasing  wish,  most  gracious  sir. 
I  thank  you. 

Francis.  Really,  Hermann !  dost  thou  wish  that  I  were 
master? — But  my  father  has  the  marrow  of  a  lion  in  his 
bones,  and  I  am  l3ut  a  younger  son. 

Hermann.     I  wish  you  were  the  eldest  son,  and  that  your 

father  were  as  marrowless  as  a  girl  sinldng  in  a  consumption. 

Francis.     Ha !    how  that  elder   son   would   recompense 

thee !     How  he  would  raise  thee  from  this  grovelling  condi- 
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tion,  so  ill  suited  to  thy  spirit  and  noble  birth,  to  be  a  light  of 
the  age ! — Then  shouldst  thou  be  covered  with  gold  from  head 
to  foot,  and  dash  through  the  streets  four  in  hand — verily  thou 
shouldst ! — But  I  am  losing  sight  of  what  I  meant  to  say. — 
Have  you  already  forgotten  the  Lady  Amelia,  Hermann  ? 

Heemann.  a  curse  upon  it !  Why  do  you  remind  me  of 
her? 

Francis.     My  brother  has  filched  her  away  from  you. 

Hermann.     He  shall  rue  it. 

Francis.  She  gave  you  the  sack.  And,  if  I  remember 
right,  he  kicked  you  down  stairs. 

Hermann.     For  which  I  will  kick  him  into  hell. 

Francis.  He  used  to  say,  it  was  whispered  abroad,  that  your 
father  could  never  look  upon  you  without  smiting  his  breast 
and  sighing,  *'  God  be  merciful  to  me,  a  sinner ! " 

Hermann  [wildly).  Thunder  and  lightning !  No  more  of  this  1 

Francis.  He  advised  you  to  sell  your  patent  of  nobility 
by  auction,  and  to  get  your  stockings  mended  with  the  pro- 
ceeds. 

Hermann.  By  all  the  devils  in  hell,  1 11  scratch  out  his 
eyes  with  my  owti  nails  ! 

Francis.  What  ?  you  are  growing  angry  ?  What  signifies 
your  anger?  What  harm  can  you  do  him?  What  can  a 
mouse  like  you  do  to  such  a  lion  ?  Your  rage  only  makes  his 
Iriumph  the  sweeter.  You  can  do  nothing  more  than  gnash 
your  teeth,  and  vent  your  rage  upon  a  dry  crust. 

Hermann  [stam.jying).     I  will  grind  him  to  powder ! 

Francis  (slapping  his  slioulder).  Fie,  Hermann !  You 
are  a  gentleman.  You  must  not  put  up  with  the  affront. 
You  must  not  give  up  the  lady,  no,  not  for  all  the  world, 
Hermann !  By  my  soul,  I  would  move  heaven  and  earth 
were  I  in  your  place. 

Hermann.  I  will  not  rest  till  I  have  him,  and  him  too, 
under  ground. 

Francis.  Not  so  violent,  Hermann  !  Come  nearer — you 
shall  have  Amelia. 

Hermann.  That  I  must ;  despite  the  devil  himself,  I  will 
have  her. 

Francis.  Y^ou  shall  have  her,  I  tell  you ;  and  that  from 
my  hand.  Come  closer,  I  say. — You  don't  know,  perhaps, 
that  Charles  is  as  good  as  disinherited. 
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Hermann  [going  closer  to  liim).  Incredible !  The  first  I 
have  heard  of  it. 

Francis.  Be  patient,  and  listen !  Another  time  you  slial! 
hear  more. — Yes,  I  tell  you,  as  good  as  banished  these  eleven 
months.  But  the  old  man  already  begins  to  lament  the  hasty 
step,  which,  however,  I  flatter  myself  {ivitli  a  smile),  is  not  en- 
tirely his  own.  Amelia,  too,  is  incessantly  pursuing  him  with 
her  tears  and  reproaches.  Presently  he  will  be  having  him 
searched  for  in  every  quarter  of  the  world ;  and  if  he  finds  him 
— then  it's  all  over  with  you,  Hermann.  You  may  perhaps 
have  the  honour  of  most  obsequiously  holding  the  coach  door 
while  he  alights  with  the  lady  to  get  married. 

Hermann.     1 11  strangle  him  at  the  altar  first. 

Francis.  His  father  will  soon  give  up  his  estates  to  him, 
and  live  in  retirement  in  his  castle.  Then  the  proud  roysterer 
will  have  the  reins  in  his  own  hands,  and  laugh  his  enemies 
to  scorn ; — and  T,  w^ho  wished  to  make  a  great  man  of  you — a 
man  of  consequence — I  myself,  Hermann,  shall  have  to  make 
my  humble  obeisance  at  his  threshold 

Hermann  (with  fire).  No,  as  sure  as  my  name  is  Hermann, 
that  shall  never  be !  If  but  the  smallest  spark  of  wit  glimmer 
in  this  brain  of  mine,  that  shall  never  be ! 

Francis.  Will  you  be  able  to  prevent  it  ?  You,  too,  my 
good  Hermann,  will  be  made  to  feel  his  lash.  He  will  spit 
in  your  face  when  he  meets  you  in  the  streets ;  and  woe  be 
to  you  should  you  venture  to  shrug  your  shoulders  or  to  make 
a  wry  mouth. — Look,  my  friend !  this  is  all  that  your  love- 
suit,  your  prospects,  and  your  mighty  plans  amount  to. 

Hermann.     Tell  me,  what  am  I  to  do  ? 

Francis.  Well,  then,  listen,  Hermann!  You  see  how  I 
enter  into  your  feelings,  like  a  true  friend. — Go — disguise 
yourself,  so  that  no  one  may  recognise  you ;  obtain  audience 
of  the  old  man ;  pretend  to  come  straight  from  Bohemia,  to 
have  been  at  the  battle  of  Prague  along  with  my  brother — 
to  have  seen  him  breathe  his  last  on  the  field  of  battle 

Hermann.     Will  he  believe  me  ? 

Francis.  Ho  !  ho  I  let  that  be  my  care !  Take  this 
packet.  There  you  will  find  your  commission  set  forth  at 
large ;  and  documents,  to  boot,  which  shall  convince  the  mosi 
incredulous. — Only  make  haste  to  get  away  unobserved.  Slip 
through  the  back  gate  into  the  yard,  and  then  scale  the  garden 
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wall. — The  denouement  of  this  tragi-comedy  you  may  leave 
to  me! 

Hermann.  That,  I  suppose,  will  be,  *'  Long  live  our  new 
baron,  Francis  von  Moor ! " 

Francis  [patting  his  cheeks).  How  cunning  you  are !  — 
By  this  means,  you  see,  we  attain  all  our  aims  at  once  and 
quickly.  Amelia  relinquishes  all  hope  of  him, — the  old  man 
reproaches  himself  for  the  death  of  his  son,  and — he  sickens 
— a  tottering  edifice  needs  no  earthquake  to  bring  it  down — 
he  will  not  survive  the  intelligence  —  then  am  I  his  only 
son — Amelia  loses  every  support,  and  becomes  the  plaything 
of  my  will,  and  you  may  easily  guess — in  short  all* will  go  as 
we  wish — but  you  must  not  flinch  from  your  word. 

Hermann.  What  do  you  say?  [Exultingly.)  Sooner  shall 
the  ball  turn  back  in  its  course,  and  bury  itself  in  the  entrails 
of  the  marksman. — Depend  upon  me !  Only  let  me  to  the 
work.  — Adieu ! 

Francis  {calling  after  him).  The  harvest  is  thine,  dear 
Hermann  \~-^Alone.)  When  the  ox  has  drawn  the  corn  into 
the  barn,  he  must  put  up  with  hay.  A  dairy-maid  for  thee, 
and  no  Amelia ! 

Scene  II. — Old  Moors  Bedchamber. 
Old  Moor  asleep  in  an  arm-chair ;  Amelia. 

Amelia  (approaching  him  on  tip-toe).  Softly !  Softly !  he 
slumbers.  [She  lolaces  herself  before  him)  How  beautiful ! 
how  venerable  ! — venerable  as  the  picture  of  a  saint. — No,  I 
cannot  be  angry  with  thee,  thou  head  with  the  silver  locks ;  I 
cannot  be  angry  with  thee !  Slumber  on  gently,  wake  up 
cheerfully — I  alone  will  be  the  sufferer. 

Old  M.  (dreaming).     My  son  !  my  son !  my  son ! 

Amelia  (seizes  his  hand).  Hark !  hark !  his  son  is  in  his 
dreams. 

Old  M.  x\re  you  there  ?  Are  you  really  there  ?  Alas  !  how 
miserable  you  seem !  Fix  not  on  me  that  mournful  look !  I 
am  wretched  enough. 

Amelia  (wakens  him  abruptly).  Look  up,  dear  old  man ! 
'Twas  but  a  dream.     Collect  yourself! 

Old  M.  (lialf  awake).  Was  he  not  here  ?  Did  I  not  press 
his  hands  ?  Cruel  Francis !  wilt  thou  tear  him  even  from  my 
dreams  ? 
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Amelia  {aside).     Ha !  mark  that,  x\melia ! 

Old  M.  (rousing  himself).  Where  is  he  ?  Whore  ?  Where 
am  I  ?     You  here,  Amelia  ? 

Amelia.  How  do  you  find  yourself?  You  have  had  a 
refreshing  slumber. 

Old  M.  I  was  dreaming  about  my  son.  Why  did  I  not 
dream  on  ?  Perhaps  I  might  have  obtained  forgiveness  from 
his  lips. 

Amelia.  Angels  bear  no  resentment— he  forgives  you. 
(Seizes  his  hand  sorrowfully.)  Father  of  my  Charles  !  I,  too, 
forgive  you. 

Old  M.  No,  no,  my  child !  That  deathlike  paleness  of 
thy  cheek  is  the  father  s  condemnation.  Poor  girl !  I  have 
robbed  thee  of  the  happiness  of  thy  youth. — Oh,  do  not  curse 
me! 

Amelia  [affectionately  kissing  his  hand).     I  curse  you  ? 

Old  M.     Dost  thou  know  this  portrait,  my  daughter  ? 

Amelia.     Charles ! 

Old  M.  Such  was  he  in  his  sixteenth  year.  But  now, 
alas !  how  changed. — Oh.  it  is  raging  within  me. — That  gen- 
tleness is  now  indignation;  that  smile  despair. — It  was  his 
birth-day,  w^as  it  not,  Amelia — in  the  jessamine  bovver — when 
you  drew  this  picture  of  him  ? — Oh,  my  daughter  !  How 
happy  was  I  in  your  loves. 

Amelia  [ivith  her  eye  still  riveted  upon  the  picture).  No,  no, 
it  is  not  he  !  By  Heaven,  that  is  not  Charles ! — Here,  [point- 
ing to  her  head  and  her  heart),  here  he  is  perfect ;  and  how 
different.  The  feeble  pencil  avails  not  to  express  that  hea- 
venly spirit  which  reigned  in  his  fiery  eye.  Away  with  it ! 
This  is  a  poor  image,  an  ordinary  man!  I  was  a  mere 
dauber. 

Old  M.  That  kind,  that  cheering  look  ! — Had  that  been, 
at  my  bedside,  I  should  have  lived  in  the  midst  of  death. 
Never,  never  should  I  have  died ! 

Amelia.  No,  you  would  never,  never  have  died.  It  would 
have  been  but  a  leap,  as  we  leap  from  one  thought  to  another 
and  a  better. — That  look  would  have  lighted  you  across  the 
tomb — that  look  w^ould  have  lifted  you  beyond  the  stars  ! 

Old  M.  It  is  hard !  it  is  sad !  I  am  dying,  and  my  son 
Charles  is  not  here — I  am  borne  to  my  tomb,  and  he  weeps^ 

D  2 
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not  over  my  grave. — How  sweet  it  is  to  be  lulled  into  tho 
sleep  of  death  by  a  son  s  prayer — that  is  the  true  requiem 

Amelia  {with  enthusiasm).  Yes,  sweet  it  is,  heavenly  sweet, 
to  be  lulled  into  the  sleep  of  death  by  the  song  of  the  beloved. 
— Perhaps  our  dreams  continue  in  the  grave — a  long,  eternal, 
never-ending  dream  of  Charles — till  the  trumpet  of  resm^rec- 
tion  sounds — [rising  hi  ecstasy) — and  thenceforth  and  for  ever 
in  his  arms  !     {A  pause;  she  goes  to  the  piano,  and  ]jlays.) 

ANDROMACHE. 

Oh !  Hector,  wilt  thou  go  for  evermore, 

Where  fierce  Achilles,  on  the  blood-stained  shore. 

Heaps  countless  victims  o'er  Patroclus'  grave  ? 
Who  then  thy  hapless  orphan  boy  will  rear, 
Teach  him  to  praise  the  gods  and  hurl  the  spear, 

When  thou  art  swallow'd  up  in  Xanthus'  wave  ? 

Old  M.  a  beautiful  song,  my  daughter.  You  must  play 
that  to  me  before  I  die. 

Amelia.  It  is  the  parting  of  Hector  and  Andromache. 
Charles  and  I  used  often  to  sing  it  together  to  the  guitar. 
[She  continues.)  ^ 

HECTOR. 

Beloved  wife !  stern  duty  calls  to  arms — 

Go,  fetch  my  lance !  and  cease  those  vain  alarms  \ 

On  me  is  cast  the  destiny  of  Troy ! 
Astyanax,  my  child,  the  Gods  will  shield, 
Should  Hector  fall  upon  the  battle  field  ; 

And  in  Elysium  we  shall  meet  with  joy  I 

Enter  Daniel. 

Daniel.  There  is  a  man  without,  who  craves  to  be  ad- 
mitted to  your  presence,  and  says  he  brings  tidings  of  im- 
portance. 

Old  M.  To  me,  there  is  but  one  thing  in  this  world  of 
importance ;  thou  knowest  it,  Amelia. — Perhaps  it  is  some 
unfortunate  creature  who  seeks  assistance  ?  He  shall  not  go 
hence-  in  sorrow. 

/mELiA.     If  it  be  a  beggar,  let  him  come  up  quickly. 

Ot.D  Moor.     Amelia,  Amelia  !  spare  me! 
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Amelia  [continues  to  play  and  sing.) 

ANDROMACHE. 

Thy  martial  tread  no  more  will  grace  thy  hall — 
Thine  arms  shall  hang  sad  relics  on  the  wall — 

And  Priam's  race  of  godlike  heroes  fade  I 
Oh,  thou  wilt  go  where  Phoehus  sheds  no  light — 
Where  black  Cocytus  w^ails  in  endless  night — 

Thy  love  will  die  in  Lethe's  gloomy  shade. 

HECTOR. 

Though  I  in  Lethe's  darksome  wave  should  sink, 
And  cease  on  other  mortal  ties  to  think, 

Yet  thy  true  love  shall  never  be  forgot ! 
Hark !  on  the  walls  I  hear  the  battle  roar — 
Gird  on  my  armour — and,  oh,  weep  no  more. 

Thy  Hector's  love  in  Lethe  dieth  not ! 

[Enter  Francis,  Hermann  in  disguise,  Daniel.  "» 

Francis.     Here  is  the  man.     He  says  that  he  brings  ter 
lible  news.     Can  you  bear  the  recital? 

Old  M.  I  know  but  one  thing  terrible  to  hear.  Come 
hither,  friend,  and  spare  me  not !     Hand  him  a  cup  of  wine  I 

Hermann  [in  a  feigned  voice).  Most  gTacious  sir  I  Let 
not  a  poor  man  be  visited  with  your  displeasure,  if  against  his 
will  he  lacerates  your  heart.  I  am  a  stranger  in  these  parts, 
but  I  know  you  well;  you  are  the  father  of  Charles  von 
Moor. 

Old  M.     How  know  you  that? 

Hermann.     I  knew  your  son 

Amelia  [starting  up).  He  lives  then?  He  lives?  You 
know  him?     Where  is  he?    Where?     [About  to  rush  out.) 

Old  M.     What  know  you  about  my  son  ? 

Hermann.  He  was  a  student  at  the  university  of  Leipzic. 
From  thence  he  travelled  about,  I  know  not  how  far.  He 
wandered  all  over  Germany,  and,  as  he  told  me  himself,  bare- 
foot and  bareheaded,  begging  his  bread  from  door  to  door 
After  five  months,  the  fatal  w^ar  between  Prussia  and  Austria 
broke  out  afresh,  and  as  he  had  no  hopes  left  in  this  world, 
•  the  fame  of  Frederick's  victorious  banner  drew  him  to  Bohe- 
mia. Permit  me,  said  he  to  the  great  Schwerin,  to  die  on  the 
bed  of  heroes,  for  I  have  no  loncrer  a  father ! 
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Old  M.     0 !  Amelia !  Look  not  on  me  ! 

Hermann.  They  gave  him  a  pair  of  colours.  With  the 
Prussians  he  flew  on  the  wings  of  victory.  We  chanced  to 
lie  together,  in  the  same  tent.  He  talked  much  of  his  old 
father,  and  of  happy  days  that  were  past — and  of  disappointed 
hopes — it  brought  the  tears  into  our  eyes. 

Old  M.  {buries  his  face  in  his  pillow).  No  more !  Oh,  no 
more ! 

Hermann.  A  week  after,  the  fierce  battle  of  Prague  was 
fought — I  can  assure  you  your  son  behaved  like  a  brave  soldier 
He  performed  prodigies  that  day  in  sight  of  the  whole  army. 
Five  regiments  were  successively  cut  down  by  his  side,  and  still 
he  kept  his  ground.  Fiery  shells  fell  right  and  left,  and  still 
your  son  kept  his  ground.  A  ball  shattered  his  right  hand  : 
he  seized  the  colours  with  his  left,  and  still  he  kept  his 
ground 

Amelia  (in  transport).  Hector,  Hector !  do  you  hear  ?  He 
kept  his  ground 

PIermann.  On  the  evening  of  the  battle  I  found  him  on 
the  same  spot.  He  had  sunk  down,  amidst  a  shower  of  hiss- 
ing balls  :  with  his  left  hand  he  was  stanching  the  blood  that 
flowed  from  a  fearful  wound ;  his  right  he  had  buried  in  the 
earth.  "  Comrade  !*'  cried  he,  when  he  saw  me,  "  there  has 
been  a  report  through  the  ranks  that  the  general  fell  an  hour 

ago "     ''He  is  fallen,"   I   replied,    "and  thou? " 

"  Well,  then,"  he  cried,  withdrawing  his  left  hand  from  the 
wound,  "  let  every  brave  soldier  follow  his  general !  "  Soon 
after  he  breathed  out  his  noble  soul,  to  join  his  heroic  leader. 

Francis  [feigning  to  rush  wildly  on  Hermann).    May  death 
seal  thy  accursed  lips !     Art  thou  come  here  to  give  the  death 
blow  to  our  father? — Father!  Amelia  !  father  ! 

Hermann.  It  was  the  last  wish  of  my  expiring  comrade. 
*'  Take  this  sword,"  faltered  he,  with  his  dying  breath,  "  de 
liver  it  to  my  aged  father ;  his  son's  blood  is  upon  it — he  i^ 
avenged — let  him  rejoice.  Tell  him,  that  his  curse  drove  me 
into  battle  and  into  death  ;  that  1  fell  in  despair." — His  last 
sigh  was  "  Amelia." 

Amelia  (like  one  aroused  from  lethargy).  His  last  sigh-- 
Amelia ! 

Old  M.  [screaming  horribly,  and  tearing  his  hair).  My 
curse  drove  him  into  death!  He  fell  in  despair  1 
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Francis  [pacing  up  and  down  the  room).  Oh  !  what  havo 
you  done,  father?     My  Charles !  my  brother ! 

Hermann.  Here  is  the  sword ;  and  here,  too,  is  a  picture 
which  he  drew  from  his  breast  at  the  same  time.  It  is  the 
very  image  of  this  young  lady.  *'  This  for  my  brother 
Francis,"  he  said — I  know  not  what  he  meant  by  it. 

Francis  {feigning  astonishment).  For  me?  Amelia's  pic- 
ture ?     For  me — Charles — Amelia  ?     For  me  ? 

Amelia  {rushing  violently  upon  Hermann).  Thou  venal, 
bribed  impostor !  {lays  hold  of  him.) 

Hermann.  I  am  no  impostor,  noble  lady.  See  yourself 
if  it  is  not  your  picture. — It  may  be  that  you  yourself  gave  it 
to  him. 

Francis.  By  heaven!  Amelia!  your  picture!  It  is  in- 
deed. 

Amelia  {returns  him  the  picture).  My  picture,  mine !  Oh ! 
heavens  and  earth  1 

Old  M.  {screaming,  and  tearing  his  face).  Woe,  woe  !  my 
curse  drove  him  into  death !    He  fell  in  despair ! 

Francis.  And  he  thought  of  me  in  the  last  and  parting 
hour — of  me!  Angelic  soul! — When  the  black  banner  of 
death  already  waved  over  him,  he  thought  of  me !  

Old  M.  {stammering  like  an  idiot).  My  curse  drove  him 
into  death  !  In  despair  my  son  perished ! 

Hermann.  This  is  more  than  I  can  bear !  Farewell,  old 
gentleman!  {Aside  to  Francis.)  How  could  you  have  the 
heart  to  do  this?  [Exit  in  haste, 

Amelia  {rises,  and  rushes  after  him).  Stay!  stay!  What 
were  his  last  w^ords  ? 

Hermann  {calling  hack).      His   last   sigh   was  *' Amelia." 

[Exit. 

Amelia.  His  last  sigh  was  Amelia ! — No,  thou  art  no  im- 
postor !  It  is  too  true — true — he  is  dead  ! — dead  ! — (stag- 
gering to  and  fro,  till  she  sinks  down) — dead — Charles  is  dead ! 

Francis.  What  do  I  see  ?  What  is  this  line  on  the 
sword  ? — written  with  blood — Amelia ! 

Amelia.     By  him  ? 

Francis.  Do  I  see  clearly,  or  am  I  dreaming?  Behold; 
in  characters  of  blood,  '*  Francis,  forsake  not  my  Amelia!'* 
And  on  the  other  side,  "  Amelia,  all-powerful  death 
has   released  thee  from   thy  oath."     Now  do  you   see — do 
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you  see?  With  hand  stiffening  in  death  he  wrote  it — with 
his  warm  hfe's  blood  he  wrote  it — wrote  it  on  the  solemn 
brink  of  eternity !  His  spirit  lingered  in  its  flight  to  unite 
Francis  and  Amelia. 

Amelia.  Gracious  heaven!  it  is  his  own  hand. — He 
never  loved  me  !  [Bushes  off, 

Feancis  {stamping  the  ground).  Confusion!  her  stubborn 
heart  foils  all  my  cunning. 

Old  Moor.  Woe,  woe !  forsake  me  not,  my  daughter! — 
Francis,  Francis  !  give  me  back  my  son ! 

Feancis.  Who  was  it  that  cursed  him  ?  Who  was  it  that 
drove  his  son  into  battle,  and  death,  and  despair? — Oh,  he 
w^as  an  angel !  a  jewel  of  heaven !  A  curse  on  his  destroyers ! 
A  curse,  a  curse  upon  yourself ! 

Old  Moor  {strikes  his  breast  and  forehead  with  his  clinched 
Jist),  He  was  an  angel,  a  jewel  of  heaven!  A  curse,  a  curse, 
perdition,  a  curse  on  myself !  I  am  the  father  who  slew  his 
noble  son !  He  loved  me  even  to  death ! — To  expiate  my 
vengeance,  he  rushed  into  battle  and  into  death !  Monster, 
monster  that  I  am  !  {He  rages  against  himself.) 

Feancis.  He  is  gone !  What  avail  these  tardy  lament- 
ations ?  {ivith  a  Satanic  sneer.)  It  is  easier  to  murder  than  to 
restore  to   life.     You  will  never  brinof  him  back  from  his 


grave. 


Old  Moor.  Never,  never,  never  bring  him  back  from  the 
grave  ! — G  one !  lost  for  ever ! — And  you  it  was  that  beguiled 
my  heart  to  curse  him — you — ^you — Give  me  back  my  son  ! 

Francis.  Rouse  not  my  fury,  lest  I  forsake  you  even 
in  the  hour  of  death ! 

Old  Moor.  Monster !  inhuman  monster !  Restore  my 
son  to  me !  (Starts  from  the  chair,  and  attempts  to  catcli 
Francis  by  the  throat,  ivho  flings  him  back.) 

Francis.  Feeble  old  dotard  I  would  you  dare  ? — Die  ! — 
despair !  [Exit. 

Old  Moor.  May  the  thunder  of  a  thousand  curses  light ' 
upon  thee  !  thou  hast  robbed  me  of  my  son.  [Throwing  him- 
self about  in  his  chair,  full  of  despair.) — Alas  !  alas !  to 
despair  and  yet  not  die! — They  fly,  they  forsake  me  in  death 
— my  guardian  angels  fly  from  me ;  all  the  saints  withdraw 
from  the  hoary  murderer — Oh,  misery !  will  no  one  support 
this  head,  no  one  release  this  struggling  soul  ? — No  son !  ni: 


SC.  II.]  THE    KO  iBEKS.  41 

daughter  I — no  friend ! — not  one  human  being — will  no  one  ? 
— ^Alone — forsaken — Woe ! — woe ! — To  despair,  yet  not  to  die ! 

Enter  Amelia,  /ler  eyes  red  ivith  weeping. 

Old  Moor.  Amelia !  messenger  of  heaven  !  Art  thou  come 
to  release  my  soul  ? 

Amelia  {in  a  gentle  tone).     You  have  lost  a  noble  son. 

Old  Moor.  Murdered  him,  you  mean. — With  the  weight 
of  this  impeachment  I  shall  present  myself  before  the  judg- 
ment-seat of  God. 

Amelia.  Not  so,  old  man! — Our  heavenly  Father  has 
taken  him  to  himself. — We  should  have  been  too  happy  in 
this  world. — Above,  above,  beyond  the  stars,  we  shall  meet 
again. 

Old  Moor.  Meet  again  !  Meet  again !  Oh!  it  will  pierce 
my  soul  like  a  sword — should  I,  a  saint,  meet  him  among 
the  saints. — In  the  midst  of  heaven  the  horrors  of  hell  will 
strike  through  me  *  ! — The  remembrance  of  that  deed  will 
crush  me  in  the  presence  of  the  Eternal :  I  have  murdered 
my  son  I 

Amelia.  Oh,  his  smiles  will  chase  away  the  bitter  re- 
membrance from  your  soul !  Cheer  up,  dear  father !  I  am 
quite  cheerful.  Has  he  not  already  sung  the  name  of  Amelia 
to  listening  angels  on  seraphic  harps,  and  has  not  heaven's 
choir  sweetly  echoed  it? — Was  not  his  last  sigh  Amelia? 
And  will  not  Amelia  be  his  first  accent  of  joy? 

Old  Moor.  Heavenly  consolation  flows  from  your  lips ! 
He  will  smile  upon  me,  you  say?  He  will  forgive  me  ? — You 
must  stay  with  me,  beloved  of  my  Charles,  when  I  die. 

Amelia.  To  die  is  to  fly  to  his  arms.  Oh,  how  happy 
and  enviable  is  your  lot!  Would  that  my  bones  were  de- 
cayed ! — that  my  hairs  were  gray  ! — Woe  upon  the  vigour  of 
youth ! — Welcome,  decrepid  age,  nearer  to  heaven  and  ray 
Charles  I 

Enter  Francis. 
Old  Moor.     Come  near,  my  son  !     Forgive  me,  if  I  spoke 


*  This  may  be  illustrated  by  q,  parallel  from  Shakspeare  : — 

" When  we  shall  meet  at  compt. 

This  look  of  thine  will  hurl  my  soul  from  heaven, 
And  fiends  will  snatch  at  it." 

Othello,  Act  V.  sc.  2. 
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too  harshly  to  you  just  now !     I  forgive  you  all.     I  wish  to 
yield  up  my  spirit  in  peace. 

Francis.  Have  you  done  weeping  for  your  son?  For 
aught  that  I  see,  you  had  but  one. 

Old  Moor.  Jacob  had  twelve  sons,  but  for  his  Joseph  he 
wept  tears  of  blood. 

Francis.     Hum! 

Old  Moor.  Bring  the  Bible,  my  daughter,  and  read  to 
me  the  story  of  Jacob  and  Joseph!  It  always  appeared  to 
me  so  touching,  even  before  I  myself  became  a  Jacob. 

Ameija.  What  part  shall  I  read  to  you?  [Takes  the  Bible, 
and  turns  over  the  leaves.) 

Old  Moor.  Read  to  me  the  grief  of  the  bereaved  father, 
when  he  found  his  Joseph  no  more  among  his  children; — 
when  he  sought  him  in  vain  amidst  his  eleven  sons; — and 
his  lamentation  when  he  heard  that  he  was  taken  from  him 
for  ever. — 

Amelia  {reads).  *'  And  they  took  Joseph's  coat,  and  killed 
a  kid  of  the  goats,  and  dipped  the  coat  in  the  blood ;  and 
they  sent  the  coat  of  many  colours,  and  they  brought  it  to  their 
father,  and  said,  '  This  have  we  found  :  know  now  whether  it 
be  thy  son's  coat  or  no  ? '  (Exit  Francis  suddenly.)  And  he 
knew  it,  and  said,  *  It  is  my  son's  coat ;  an  evil  beast  hath 
devoured  him ;  Joseph  is  without  doubt  rent  in  pieces '  " 

Old  Moor  {falls  back  upon  the  pillow).  An  evil  beast  hath 
devoured  Joseph ! 

Amelia  {continues  reading).  "And  Jacob  rent  his  clothes, 
and  put  sackcloth  upon  his  loins,  and  mourned  for  his  son 
many  days.  And  all  his  sons  and  all  his  daughters  rose  up 
to  comfort  him ;  but  he  refused  to  be  comforted,  and  he  said, 
'  For  I  will  go  down  into  the  grave '  " 

Old  Moor.     Leave  off!  leave  off!     I  feel  very  ill. 

AMELiA-(rimnm^  towards  him,  lets  fall  the  book).  Heaven 
help  us !     What  is  this  ? 

Old  Moor.  It  is  Death — darkness — is  waving — before  my 
eyes — I  pray  thee — send  for  the  minister — that  he  may — ^give 
me — the  Holy  Communion. — Where  is — my  son  Francis  ? 

Amelia.     He  is  fled. — God  have  mercy  upon  us  ! 

Old  Moor.  Fled — fled  from  his  father's  death-bed? — And 
is  that  all — all — of  two  children  full  of  promise — thou  hast 
given — thou  hast — taken  away — thy  name  be 
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Am?.t^ta  (with  a  sudden  cry).     Dead  I  both  dead  ! 

[Exit  in  despair. 

Enter  Francis,  dancing  with  joy, 

Francis.  Dead,  they  cry,  dead!  Now  am  I  master. 
Through  the  whole  castle  it  rings,  dead  ! — but  stay,  perchance 
he  only  sleeps? — To  be  sure,  yes,  to  be  sure !  that  certainly 
is  a  sleep  after  which  no  '  good  morrow '  is  ever  said. — Sleep 
and  death  are  but  twin  brothers.  We  will  for  once  change 
their  names ! — Excellent,  welcome  sleep  !  We  will  call  thee 
death !  [He  closes  the  eyes  of  Old  Moor.)  Who  now  will 
come  forward  and  dare  to  accuse  me  at  the  bar  of  justice, 
or  tell  me  to  my  face.  Thou  art  a  villain  ? — Away,  then,  with 
this  troublesome  mask  of  humility  and  virtue !  Now  you 
shall  see  Francis  as  he  is,  and  tremble  !  My  father  was  over- 
gentle  in  his  demands ;  turned  his  domain  into  a  family  circle ; 
sat  blandly  smiling  at  the  gate,  and  saluted  his  peasants  as 
brethren  and  children. — My  brows  shall  lour  upon  you  like 
thunderclouds;  my  lordly  name  shall  hover  over  you  like 
a  threatening  comet  over  the  mountains ;  my  forehead  shall 
be  your  weather-glass ! — He  would  caress  and  fondle  the  child 
that  lifted  its  stubborn  head  against  him.  But  fondling  and 
caressing  is  not  my  mode.  I  will  drive  the  rowels  of  the 
spur  intoHheir  flesh,  and  give  the  scourge  a  trial. — Under 
my  rule  it  shall  be  brought  to  pass,  that  potatoes  and  small 
beer  shall  be  considered  a  holiday  treat;  and  woe  to  him 
who  meets  my  eye  with  the  audacious  front  of  health. — 
Haggard  want,  and  crouching  fear,  are  my  insignia ;  and 
in  this  livery  will  I  clothe  ye.  [Exit. 

Scene  III. — The  Bohemian  Woods. 

Spiegelberg,  Razman,  a  troop  of  Robbers. 

Eaz.     Are  you  come?     Is  it  really  you?     Oh,   let  me 

ueeze  thee  into  a  jelly,  my  dear  heart's  brother!     Welcome 

to  the  Bohemian  forests  !    Why,  you  are  grown  quite  stout  and 

jolly !     You  have  brought  us  recruits  in  right  earnest,  a  little 

army  of  them ;  you  are  the  very  prince  of  crimps. 

Spiegel.  Eh,  brother?  Eh?  And  proper  fellows  they 
are! — You  must  confess  the  blessing  of  heaven  is  visibly 
upon  me  ;  I  was  a  poor,  hungry  wretch,  and  had  nothing 
but  this  staff  when  I  went  over  the  Jordan,  and  now  thera 
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are  eight  and  seventy  of  us,  mostly  ruined  shop-keepers, 
rejected  masters  of  arts,  and  law-clerks  from  the  Swabian  pro- 
vinces. They  are  a  rare  set  of  fellows,  brother,  capital  fellows, 
I  promise  you ;  they  will  steal  you  the  very  buttons  off  each 
other  s  trowsers  in  perfect  security,  although  in  the  teeth  of 
a  loaded  musket'^ — and  they  live  in  clover,  and  enjoy  a  reputa- 
tion for  forty  miles  round,  wiiich  is  quite  astonishing.  There 
is  not  a  newspaper  in  which  you  will  not  find  some  little 
feat  or  other  of  that  cunning  fellow,  Spiegelberg ;  I  take  in 
the  papers  for  nothing  else ; — they  have  described  me  from 
head  to  foot ; — you  would  think  you  saw  me  ; — they  have  not 
forgotten  even  my  coat  buttons.  But  we  lead  them  gloriously 
by  the  nose.  The  other  day  I  went  to  the  printing-office,  and 
pretended  that  I  had  seen  the  famous  Spiegelberg,  dictated 
to  a  penny-a-liner,  who  was  sitting  there,  the  exact  image  of  a 
quack  doctor  in  the  town;  the  matter  gets  wind,  the  fellow 
is  arrested,  put  to  the  rack,  and  in  his  anguish  and  stupidity 
he  confesses — the  devil  take  me  if  he  does  not — confesses 
THAT  HE  IS  Spiegelberg. — Fire  and  fury!  I  w^as  on 
the  point  of  giving  myself  up  to  a  magistrate,  rather  than 
have  my  fair  fame  marred  by  such  a  poltroon; — hov>ever, 
within  three  months  he  Avas  hanged.  1  was  obliged  to  stuff  a 
right  good  pinch  of  snuff  into  my  nose,  as  some  time  afterwards 
I  was  passing  the  gibbet,  and  saw  the  pseudo  Spiegelberg 
parading  there  in  all  his  glory; — and,  while  Spiegelberg 's 
representative  is  dangling  by  the  neck,  the  real  Spiegelberg 
very  quietly  slips  himself  out  of  the  noose,  and  makes  jolly 
long  noses  behind  the  backs  of  these  sagacious  wiseacres  of 
the  law. 

PiAz.  {laughing).  You  are  still  the  same  fellow  you  always 
were. 

Spiegel.  Ay,  sure !  body  and  soul. — But  I  must  tell 
you  a  bit  of  fun,  my  boy,  which  I  had  the  other  day  in  the 
nunnery  of  St.  Austin.  We  fell  in  with  the  convent  just 
about  sun-set;  and,  as  I  had  not  fired  a  snigle  cartridge 
all  day, — you  know  I  hate  the  diem  j^e'f'didi  as  I  hate 
death  itself, — I  was  determined  to  immortalize   the  night 


*  The  acting  edition  reads,  "  Hang  your  hat  up  in  the  sun,  and  I  '11  take 
■jo\i  a  wager  it 's  gone  the  next  minute,  as  clean  out  of  sight  as  if  the  devil 
iiraself  had  walked  off  with  it." 
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by  some  glorious  exploit,  even  though  it  should  cost  the  devil 
one  of  his  ears  ^  ! — We  kept  quite  quiet  till  late  in  the  night. 
At  last,  all  is  as  still  as  a  mouse — the  lights  are  extinguished. 
We  fancy  the  nuns  must  be  comfortably  tucked  up.  So  I 
take  brother  Grimm  along  with  me,  and  order  the  others  to 
wait  at  the  gate  till  they  hear  my  whistle — I  secure  the 
watchman,  take  the  keys  from  him,  creep  into  the  maid- 
servants' dormitory,  take  away  all  their  clothes,  and  whisk 
the  bundle  out  at  the  window.  —  We  go  on  from  cell  to 
cell,  take  away  the  clothes  of  one  sister  after  another,  and 
lastly  those  of  the  lady  abbess  herself. — Then  I  sound  my 
whistle,  and  my  fellows  outside  begin  to  storm  and  halloo 
as  if  doomsday  was  at  hand,  and  away  they  rush  with  the 
deal's  own  uproar  into  the  cells  of  the  sisters  !  —Ha,  ha,  ha  I 
— You  should  have  seen  the  game — how  the  poor  creatures 
were  groping  about  in  the  dark  for  their  petticoats,  and  how 
they  took  on  when  they  found  they  were  gone;  and  we,  in  the 
mean  time,  at  'em  like  very  devils ;  and  now,  terrified  and 
amazed,  they  wriggled  under  their  bed-clothes,  or  cowered 
together,  like  cats,  behind  the  stoves.  There  was  such 
shrieking  and  lamentation;  and  then,  the  old  beldame 
of  an  abbess-^you  know,  brother,  there  is  nothing  in  the 
wide  world  I  hate  so  much  as  a  spider  and  an  old  woman — 
so  you  may  just  fancy  that  wrinkled  old  hag  standing  naked 
before  me,  conjuring  me  by  her  maiden  modesty  forsooth. — 
Well,  I  was  determined  to  make  short  w^ork  of  it — either, 
said  T,  out  with  your  plate,  and  your  convent  jewels,  and  all 

your  shining  dollars,  or my  fellows  knew  what  I  meant. 

— The  end  of  it  was,  I  brought  away  more  than  a  thousand 
dollars'  worth  out  of  the  convent,  to  say  nothing  of  the  fun, 
which  will  tell  its  own  story  in  due  time. 

Raz.  {stamping  on  the  ground).     Hang  it !    that  J.  should 
be  absent  on  such  an  occasion. 

,  Spiegel.  Do  you  see?  Now  tell  me,  is  not  that  life? 
'Tis  that  which  keeps  one  fresh  and  hale,  and  braces  the  body 
so  that  it  swells  hourly  like  an  abbot's  paunch ; — I  don't  know, 
but  I  think  I  must  be  endowed  mth  some  magnetic  property, 
which  attracts  all  the  vagabonds  on  the  face  of  the  earth 
towards  me,  like  steel  and  iron. 

*  A  saying  eq^uivalent  to  "  at  all  hazards  ;*'  or,  '^  come  what  will  of  it.** 


^6  THE   BOBBERS.  [aCT    tl 

Raz.  a  precious  magnet,  indeed !  But  I  should  like  to 
iknow,  I'll  be  hanged  if  I  shouldn't,  what  witchcraft  you 
use  ? 

Spiegel.  Witchcraft  ?  No  need  of  witchcraft. — All  it  wants 
is  a  head — a  certain  practical  capacity,  which,  of  course,  is  not 
taken  in  with  every  spoonful  of  barley  meal ; — for  you  know  I 
have  always  said  that  an  honest  man  may  be  carved  out  of 
any  willow  stump,  but  to  make  a  rogue  you  must  have  brains; 
— besides  which,   it  requires   a  national   genius — a  certain 

KASCAL-CLIMATE SO  tO  Spoak  *. 

Eaz.  Brother!  I  have  heard  Italy  celebrated  for  its 
artists. 

Spiegel.  Yes,  yes !  Give  the  devil  his  due.  Italy  makes 
a  very  noble  figure ;  and  if  Germany  goes  on  as  it  has  begun, 
and  if  the  Bible  gets  fairly  kicked  out,  of  which  there  is  every 
prospect,  Germany,  too,  may  in  time  arrive  at  something 
respectable; — but  I  should  tell  you,  that  climate  does  not, 
after  all,  do  such  a  wonderful  deal;  genius  thrives  everywhere; 
and  as  for  the  rest,  brother, — a  crab,  you  know,  will  never 
become  a  pine-apple,  not  even  in  paradise. — But  to  pursue  our 
subject — where  did  I  leave  off? 

Raz.     You  were  going  to  tell  me  about  your  stratagems. 

Spiegel.  Ah,  yes !  my  stratagems.  Well,  when  you  get 
into  a  town,  the  first  thing  is  to  fish  out  from  the  beadles, 
watclimen,  and  turnkeys,  who  are  their  best  customers,  and 
for  these,  accordingly,  you  must  look  out: — then  ensconce 
yourself  snugly  in  coffee-houses,  brothels,  and  beer-shops,  and 
observe  who  cry  out  most  against  the  cheapness  of  the  times, 
the  reduced  five  per  cents.,  and  the  increasing  nuisance  of 
police  regulations ;  who  rail  the  loudest  against  government, 
or  decry  physiognomical  science,  and  such  like  !  These  are  the 
right  sort  of  fellows,  brother !  Their  honesty  is  as  loose  as  a 
hollow  tooth ;  you  have  only  to  apply  your  pincers — Or  a  shorter 
and  even  better  plan  is,  to  drop  a  full  purse  in  the  public 
highway,  conceal  yourself  somewhere  near,  and  mark  who  finds 

*  In  tlie  first  (and  suppressed)  edition  was  added,  "  Go  to  the  Grtsoris, 
for  instartce;  that  is  what  I  call  the  thief* s  Athens  J*  This  obnoxious  passage 
has  been  carefully  expunged  from  all  the  subsequent  editions.  It  gave  mor- 
tal offence  to  the  Orisons  magistrates,  who  made  a  formal  complaint  of  the 
insult,  and  caused  Schiller  to  be  severely  rebuked  by  the  Grand  Duke.  This 
iacideut  forms  one  of  the  epochs  in  our  author's  history. 
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it. — Presently  after  you  come  running  up,  search,  proclaim 
your  loss  aloud,  and  ask  him,  as  it  were  casually,    '*  Have  you 
perchance  picked  up  a  purse,  sir?'*     If  he  says  "Yes," — why 
then  the  devil  fails  you.     But  if  he  denies  it,  wdth  a  *'  Par- 
don me,  sir, — I  remember, — I  am  sorry,  sir"  {he  jumps  up\ 
— then,  brother,   you've  done  the  trick! — Extinguish  your 
lantern,  cunning  Diogenes,  you  have  found  your  match ! 
Eaz.     You  are  an  accomplished  practitioner. 
Spiegel.     My  God !    As  if  that  had  ever  been  doubted. — ' 
Well,  then,  when  you  have  got  your  man  into  the  net,  you 
must  take  great  care  to  land  him  cleverly! — You  see,  my  son, 
the  way  I  have  managed  is  thus: — as  soon  as  I  was  on  the 
scent,  I  stuck  to  my  candidate  like  a  leech ;  I  drank  brother- 
hood with  him,  and,  nota  bene,  you  must  always  pay  the  score ! 
That  costs  a  pretty  penny  it  is  true,  but  never  mind  that. 
You  musL  go  further;  introduce  him  to  gaming-houses  and 
brothels ;  entangle  him  in  broils  and  rogueries  till  he  becomes 
bankrupt  in  health  and  strength,  in  purse,  conscience,  and 
reputation;  for  I  must  tell  you,  by  the  way,  that  you  will 
make  nothing  of  it  unless  you  ruin  both  body  and  soul. — Be- 
lieve me,  brother,  and  I  have  experienced  it  more  than  fifty 
times  \n  my  extensive  practice,  that  when  the  honest  man  is 
once  ousted  from  his  stronghold,  the  devil  has  it  all  his  own 
way — the  transition   is  then  as    easy   as  from    a   whore   to 
a  devotee.  — But  hark !  What  bang  was  that  ? 
PlAz.     It  was  thunder ;  go  on. 

Spiegel.  Or,  there  is  a  yet  shorter  and  still  better  way.  You 
strip  your  man  of  all  he  has,  even  to  his  very  shirt,  and  then  he 
will  come  to  you  of  his  own  accord; — you  won't  teach  me  to  suck 
eggs,  brother, — ask  that  copper-faced  fellow  there.  My  eyes ! 
how  neatly  I  got  him  into  my  meshes.  I  showed  him  forty 
ducats,  which  I  promised  to  give  him  if  he  would  biing  me 
an  impression,  in  wax,  of  his  master's  keys! — Only  think! 
the  stupid  brute  not  only  does  this,  but  actually  brings  me — 
I'll  be  hanged  if  he  did  not  — the  keys  themselves  ;  and  theu 
thinks  to  get  the  money. — "  Sirrah,"  said  I,  *'  are  you  aware 
that  I  am  going  to  carry  these  keys  straight  to  the  lieutenant 
of  police,  and  to  bespeak  a  place  for  you  on  the  gibbet?" — 
By  the  powers  !  you  should  have  seen  how  the  simpleton  opened 
his  eyes,  and  began  to  shake  from  head  to  foot,  like  a  dripping 
poodle. — "  For  heaven's  sake,  sir,  do  but  consider !     I  will— 
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will" *' What  will  you?     Will  you  at  once  cut  your  stick 

and  go  to  the  devil  Avith  me?" — "Oh,  with  all  my  heart, 
with  great  pleasure!" — Ha,  ha,  ha!  my  fine  fellow;  toasted 
cheese  is  the  thing  to  catch  mice  with — do  have  a  good  laugh 
at  him,  Razmann — ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Raz.  Yes,  yes,  I  must  confess — I  shall  inscribe  that  lesson  in 
letters  of  gold  upon  the  tablet  of  my  brain.  Satan  must  know 
his  people  right  w^ell  to  have  chosen  you  for  his  factor. 

Spiegel.  Eh,  brother?  Eh?  And  if  T  help  him  to  half  a 
score  of  fellows,  he  will,  of  course,  let  me  off  scot-free —pub- 
lishers, you  know,  always  give  one  copy  in  ten  gratis  to  those 
who  collect  subscribers  for  them;  why  should  the  devil  be 
more  of  a  Jew  ? — Razmann  !  I  smell  pow^der. 

Raz.  Zounds!  I  smelt  it  long  ago. — You  may  depend 
upon  it  there  has  been  something  going  forward  hereabouts  I 
— Yes,  yes  !  I  can  tell  you,  Spiegelberg,  you  will  be  welcome 
to  our  captain  with  your  recruits ; — he,  too,  has  got  hold  of 
some  brave  fellows. 

Spiegel.     But  look  at  mine  !  at  mine  here ! — bah ! 

Raz.  Well,  well!  they  may  be  tolerably  expert  in  the 
finger  department, — but,  I  tell  you,  the  fame  of  our  captain 
has  tempted  even  some  honourable  men  to  join  his  staffcix. 

Spiegel.     So  much  the  worse. 

Raz.  Without  joking !  And  they  are  not  ashamed  to  serve 
under  such  a  leader.  He  does  not  commit  murder,  as  we  do, 
for  the  sake  of  plunder — and  as  to  money,  as  soon  as  he  had 
plenty  of  it  at  command,  he  did  not  seem  to  care  a  straw  for 
it ;  and  his  third  of  the  booty,  which  belongs  to  him  of  right, 
he  gives  away  to  orphans,  or  supports  promising  young  men 
with  it,  at  college.  But  should  he  happen  to  get  a  country 
squire  into  his  clutches,  who  grinds  down  his  peasants  like 
cattle,  or  some  gold-laced  villain,  who  warps  the  law  to  his 
own  purposes,  and  hoodwinks  the  eyes  of  justice  with  his 
gold, — or  any  other  chap  of  that  kidney, — then,  my  boy, 
he  is  in  his  element,  and  rages  like  a  very  devil,  as  if  every 
fibre  in  his  body  were  a  fury. 

Spiegel.     Humph ! 

Raz.  The  other  day,  we  were  told,  at  a  tavern,  that  a  rich 
count  from  Ratisbon  was  about  to  pass  through,  who  had 
gained  the  day  in  a  suit  worth  a  million  of  money,  by  tho 
craftiness  of  his  lawyer.     The  captain  was  just  sitting  dowD 
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to  a  game  at  backgammon. — ''  How  many  of  us  are  there?'* 
said  he  to  me,  rising  in  haste.  I  saw  him  bite  his  nether  lip, 
which  he  never  does  except  when  he  is  very  determined. — 
"  Not  more  than  five,"  I  replied. — *'That  's  enough,"  he  said ; 
threw  his  score  on  the  table,  left  the  wine  he  had  ordered  un- 
touched, and  off  we  went.  The  whole  time  he  did  not  utter  a 
syllable,  but  walked  aloof  and  alone,  only  asking  us  from  time 
to  time  whether  we  heard  anything,  and  now  and  then  desiring 
us  to  lay  our  ears  to  the  ground.  At  last  the  count  came  in 
sight,  his  carriage  heavily  laden,  the  lawyer  seated  by  his 
side,  an  outrider  in  advance,  and  two  horsemen  riding 
behind.  Then  you  should  have  seen  the  man.  With  a 
pistol  in  each  hand  he  ran  before  us  to  the  carriage, — and 
the  voice  with  which  he  thundered,  **  Halt ! " — The  coach 
man,  who  would  not  halt,  was  soon  toppled  from  his  box ;  the 
count  fired  out  of  the  carriage  and  missed — the  horsemen 
fled. — **  Your  money,  rascal ! "  cried  Moor,  with  his  stentorian 
voice.  The  count  lay  like  a  bullock  under  the  axe  : — "And 
are  you  the  rogue  who  turns  justice  into  a  venal  prostitute?" 
The  lawyer  shook  till  his  teeth  chattered  again ; — and  a  dag- 
ger soon  stuck  in  his  body,  like  a  stake  in  a  vineyard. — "  I 
have  done  my  part,"  cried  the  captain,  turning  proudly  away; 
*'  the  plunder  is  your  affair." — And  with  this  he  vanished  into 
the  forest. 

Spiegel.  Hum !  hum !  Brother,  what  I  told  you  just 
now  remains  between  ourselves ;  there  is  no  occasion  for  his 
knowing  it.     You  understand  me  ? 

Eaz.     Yes,  yes,  I  understand ! 

Spiegel.  You  know  the  man !  He  has  his  own  notions ! 
You  understand  me  ? 

Raz.     Oh,  yes,  I  quite  understand. 

{Enter  Schwarz  at  full  speed.) 

Who *s  there?  What  is  the  matter?  Any  travellers  in  tbs 
forest  ? 

Schwarz.  Quick,  quick !  Where  are  the  others  ? — Zounds ! 
there  you  stand  gossiping ! — Don't  you  know — do  you  know 
nothing  of  it  ? — ^that  poor  Roller 

Raz.     What  of  him  ?  What  of  him  ? 

Schwarz  He  's  hang'd,  that  s  all,  and  four  others  with 
him. 
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Raz.     Roller liang'd?  S'death!  when? — Howdoyouknow? 

ScHWARZ.  He  has  been  in  limbo  more  than  three  weeks, 
and  we  knew  nothing  of  it.  He  was  brought  up  for  exami- 
nation three  several  days,  and  still  we  heard  nothing.  They 
put  him  to  the  rack  to  make  him  tell  where  the  captain  was 
to  be  found — but  the  brave  fellow  would  not  split.  Yesterday 
he  got  his  sentence,  and  this  morning  was  despatched  express 
to  the  devil 

Raz.     Confound  it !  Does  the  captain  know  ? 

ScHWARz.  He  heard  of  it  only  yesterday.  He  foamed 
like  a  wild  boar.  You  know  that  Roller  was  always  an  espe- 
cial favourite ;  and  then  the  rack! — Ropes  and  scaling-lad- 
ders were  conveyed  to  the  prison,  but  in  vain.  Moor  himself 
got  access  to  him  disguised  as  a  Capuchin  monk,  and  proposed 
to  change  clothes  with  him  ;  but  Roller  resolutely  refused ; 
whereupon  the  captain  swore  an  oath  that  made  our  very 
flesh  creep.  He  vowed  that  he  would  light  a  funeral  pile 
for  him,  such  as  had  never  yet  graced  the  bier  of  royalty, 
one  that  should  burn  them  all  to  cinders.  I  fear  for  the 
city.  He  has  long  owed  it  a  grudge  for  its  intolerable  bigotry ; 
and  you  know,  when  he  says  "I'll  do  it,"  the  thing  is  as 
good  as  done. 

Raz.  That  is  true!  I  know  the  captain.  If  he  had 
pledged  his  word  to  the  devil  to  go  to  hell,  he  would  never 
pray  again,  though  half  a  pater-noster  would  take  him  to  hea- 
ven.— Alas  !  poor  Roller ! — poor  Roller ! 

Spiegel.     Memento  mor\!     But  it  does  not  concern  mo 
[Hums  a  tune) 

Should  I  happen  to  pass  the  gallows  stone, 

I  shall  just  take  a  sight  with  one  eye, 
And  think  to  myself,  you  may  dangle  alone, 
Who  now,  sir,  's  the  fool,  you  or  I  ? 

Raz.  {jumping  up).     Hark !  a  shot !     (Firing  and  noise  is 
heard  behind  the  scenes,) 
Spiegel.     Another ! 
Raz.     And  another !     The  captain ! 

(Voices  behind  the  scenes  are  heard  singing,) 
The  Niirnbergers  deem  it  the  wisest  plan, 
Never  to  hang  till  they  've  caught  their  man 

Dx  caiKi. 
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Schweitzer  and  Eoller  [behind  the  scenes).  Holla,  ho! 
Holla,  ho ! 

Eaz.     Roller !  by  all  the  devils  !  Roller ! 

Schweitzer  arid  Roller  [still  behind  the  scenes).  Razmann ! 
Schwarz!  Spiegelberg!  Razmann! 

Raz.  Roller !  Schweitzer !  Thunder  and  lightning !  Fire 
and  fury !     [They  run  towards  him.) 

Enter  Charles  von  Moor  [on  horseback),  Schweitzer, 
Roller,  Grimm,  Schufterle,  and  a  troop  of  Robbers 
{covered  with  dust  and  mud). 

Charles  [leaping  from  his  horse).  Liberty !  Liberty ! — 
Thou  art  on  terra  firma.  Roller  ! — Take  my  horse,  Schweitzer, 
and  wash  him  with  wine.  [Throws  himself  on  the  ground.)  That 
was  hot  work ! 

Raz.  (to  Roller).  Well,  by  the  fires  of  Pluto  I  Art  thou 
risen  from  the  wheel  ? 

Schwarz.  Art  thou  his  ghost  ?  or  am  I  a  fool  ?  or  art  thou 
really  the  man  ? 

Roller  [still  breathless).  The  identical — alive — whole. — 
Where  do  you  think  I  come  from  ? 

Schwarz.  It  would  puzzle  a  witch  to  tell !  The  staff  w^as 
already  broken  over  you. 

Roller.  Ay,  that  it  was,  and  more  than  that !  I  come 
Btraightw^ay  from  the  gallows.  Only  let  me  get  my  breath. 
Schw'citzer  will  tell  you  all.  Give  me  a  glass  of  brandy ! — 
You  there  too,  Spiegelberg  ?  I  thought  we  should  have  met 
again  in  another  place. — But  give  me  a  glass  of  brandy !  my 
bones  are  tumbling  to  pieces. — Oh,  my  captain  !  Where  is  my 
captain  ? 

Schwarz.  Have  patience,  man,  have  patience.  Just  tell 
me — say — come,  let's  hear — how  did  you  escape?  In  the 
name  of  wonder  how  came  we  to  get  you  back  again  ?  My 
brain  is  bewildered. — From  the  gallows,  you  say  ? 

Roller  [swallows  a  flask  of  brandy).  Ah,  that  is  capital ! 
that  warms  the  inside  ! — Straight  from  the  gallows,  I  tell  you. 
You  stand  there  and  stare  as  if  that  was  impossible. — I  can 
assure  you,  I  was  not  more  than  three  paces  from  that 
blessed  ladder,  on  which  I  w^as  to  moiant  to  Abraham's 
bosom — so  near,  so  very  near,  that  I  was  sold,  skin  and  all, 
to  the  dissecting  room !  — The  fee-simple  of  my  life  was  not 

E  2 
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worth  a  pinch  of  snuff. — To  the  captain  I  am  indebted  for 
breath,  and  liberty,  and  life. 

Schweitzer.  It  was  a  trick  worth  the  telling.  We  had 
heard  the  day  before,  through  our  spies,  that  Roller  was  in  the 
devil's  own  pickle ;  and  unless  the  vault  of  heaven  fell  in  sud- 
denly, he  would,  on  the  morrow — that  is,  to-day — go  the  way 
of  all  flesh. — Up !  says  the  captain,  and  follow  me — what  is  not 
a  friend  worth  ?  Whether  we  save  him  or  not,  we  will  at  least 
light  him  up  a  funeral  pile  such  as  never  yet  honoured  royalty ; 
one  which  shall  burn  them  black  and  blue. — The  whole  troop 
was  summoned.  We  sent  Eoller  a  trusty  messenger,  who 
conveyed  the  notice  to  him  in  a  little  billet,  which  he  slipped 
into  his  porridge 

Roller.     I  had  but  small  hope  of  success. 

Schweitzer.  We  waited  till  the  thoroughfares  were  clear.— 
The  whole  town  was  out  after  the  sight ;  equestrians,  pedes- 
trians, carriages,  all  pell-mell ;  the  noise  and  the  gibbet-psalm 
sounded  far  and  wide.  Now,  says  the  captain,  light  up,  light 
up ! — We  all  flew  like  darts ;  they  set  fire  to  the  city  in  three- 
and-thirty  places  at  once;  threw  burning  firebrands  on  the 
powder  magazine,  and  into  the  churches  and  granaries. — 
Morbleu!  in  less  than  a  quarter  of  an  hour  a  north-easter, 
which,  like  us,  must  have  owed  a  grudge  to  the  city,  came 
seasonably  to  our  aid,  and  helped  to  lift  the  flames  up  to  tha 
highest  gables.  Meanw^hile  we  ran  up  and  down  the  streets 
like  furies,  crying,  fire !  ho  !  fire !  ho !  in  every  direction. 
— There  was  such  howling — screaming  —  tumult  —  fire-bells 
tolling. — And  presently  the  powder-magazine  blew  up  into 
the  air  with  a  crash  as  if  the  earth  were  rent  in  twain,  hea- 
ven burst  to  shivers,  and  hell  sunk  ten  thousand  fathoms  deeper. 

Roller.  Now  my  guards  looked  behind  them — ^there  lay 
the  city,  like  Sodom  and  Gomorrah — the  whole  horizon  was 
one  mass  of  fire,  brimstone,  and  smoke ;  and  forty  hills  echoed 
and  reflected  the  infernal  prank  far  and  wide. — A  panic  seized 
them  all — I  take  advantage  of  the  moment,  and,  quick  as 
lightning — my  fetters  had  been  taken  off,  so  nearly  was  my 
time  come — while  my  guards  were  looking  away  petrified,  like 
ji^fy  wife — I  shot  off— tore  through  the  crowd — and  away ! 
— After  running  some  sixty  paces  I  throw  off  my  clothes,  plunge 
into  the  river,  and  swim  along  under  water  till  I  think  they 
have  lost  sight  of  me. — My  captain  stood  ready,  with  horse* 
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and  clothes — and  here  I  am. — Moor !  Moor !  I  only  wish  that 
vou  may  soon  get  into  just  such  another  scrape,  that  I  may 
requite  you  in  like  manner. 

Kaz.  a  brutal  wish,  for  which  you  deserve  to  be  hanged. — 
Tt  was  a  glorious  prank,  though. 

RoLLEE.  It  was  help  in  need ;  you  cannot  judge  of  it. — 
You  should  have  marched,  like  me,  with  a  rope  round  your 
neck,  travelling  to  your  grave  in  the  living  body,  and  seen 
their  horrid  sacramental  forms  and  hangman's  ceremonies — 
and  then,  at  every  reluctant  step,  as  the  struggling  feet  were 
thrust  forward,  to  see  the  infernal  machine,  on  which  I  was  to 
be  elevated,  glaring  more  and  more  hideously  in  the  blaze  of  a 
noon-day  sun  —  and  the  hangman's  rascallions  watching  for 
their  prey — and  the  horrible  psalm  singing — the  cursed  twang 
still  rings  in  my  ears — and  the  screeching  hungry  ravens,  a 
whole  flight  of  them,  who  were  hovering  over  the  half-rotten 
carcase  of  my  predecessor. — To  see  all  this — ay,  more,  to  have 
a  foretaste  of  the  blessedness  which  was  in  store  for  me  I — 
Brother,  brother ! — ^And  then,  all  of  a  sudden,  the  signal  of 
deliverance. — It  was  an  explosion  as  if  the  vault  of  heaven 
were  rent  in  twain. — Hark  ye,  fellows !  I  tell  you,  if  a  man 
were  to  leap  out  of  a  fiery  furnace  into  a  freezing  lake,  he  could 
not  feel  the  contrast  half  so  strongly  as  I  did  when  I  gained 
the  opposite  shore. 

Spiegel,  (laughs).  Poor  wretch !  Well,  you  have  got 
over  it.     {Pledges  him.)    Here  's  to  a  happy  regeneration ! 

Roller  {flings  aivay  his  glass).  No,  by  all  the  treasures 
of  Mammon,  I  should  not  like  to  go  through  it  a  second  time. 
Death  is  something  more  than  a  harlequin's  leap,  and  its 
terrors  are  even  worse  than  death  itself. 

Spiegel.  And  the  powder  magazine  leaping  into  the  air ! — 
Don 't  you  see  it  now,  Razmann  ? — That  was  the  reason  the  air 
Btank  so,  for  miles  round,  of  brimstone,  as  if  the  whole  ward- 
robe of  Moloch  was  being  aired  under  the  open  firmament. — 
It  was  a  master-stroke,  captain !     I  envy  you  for  it. 

Schweitzer.  If  the  town  makes  it  a  holiday  treat  to  see 
our  comrade  killed  like  a  baited  hog,  why  the  devil  should  we 
scmple  to  sacrifice  the  city  for  the  rescue  of  our  comrade  ? 
And,  by  the  way,  our  fellows  had  the  extra  treat  of  being  able 
to  plunder  worse  than  the  old  emperor. — Tell  me,  what  have 
you  sacked  ? 
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One  of  the  Tkoop.    I  crept  into  St.  Stephen  s  church  dur- 
ing the  huhbub,  and  tore  the  gold  lace  from  the  altar  cloth 
The  patron  saint,  thought  I  to  myself,  can  make  gold  lace  out 
of  packthread. 

Schweitzer.  'Twas  well  done. — What  is  the  use  of  such 
rubbish  in  a  church  ?  They  offer  it  to  the  Creator,  who  de- 
spises such  trumpery,  while  they  leave  his  creatures  to  die  of 
hunger. — And  you,  Sprazeler — where  did  you  throw  your 
net? 

A  Second.  I  and  Brizal  broke  into  a  merchant's  store,  and 
have  brought  stuifs  enough  with  us  to  serve  fifty  men. 

A  Third.  I  have  filched  two  gold  watches  and  a  dozen 
silver  spoons. 

Schweitzer.  Well  done,  well  done  !  And  we  have  lighted 
them  a  bonfire  that  will  take  a  fortnight  to  put  out  again. 
And,  to  get  rid  of  the  fire,  they  must  ruin  the  city  with  water. — 
Do  you  know,  Schufterle,  how  many  lives  have  been  lost  ? 

ScHUF.  Eighty-three,  they  say.  The  powder-magazine 
alone  blew  threescore  to  atoms. 

Charles  {very  seriously).     Roller,  thou  art  dearly  bought. 

ScHUF.  Bah !  bah !  What  of  that  ? — If  they  had  but  been 
men,  it  would  have  been  another  matter — but  they  were  babes 
in  swaddling  clothes,  and  shrivelled  old  nurses  that  kept  the 
flies  from  them,  and  dried-up  stove-squatters  who  could  not 
crawl  to  the  door — patients  whining  for  the  doctor,  who,  with 
his  stately  gravity,  was  marching  to  the  sport. — All  that  had 
the  use  of  their  legs  had  gone  forth  to  the  sight,  and  nothing 
remained  at  home  but  the  dregs  of  the  city. 

Charles.  Alas,  for  the  poor  creatures!  Sick  people, 
sayest  thou  ?  old  men  and  infants  ? 

ScHUF.  Ay,  the  devil  go  with  them !  And  lying  in  w^omen 
into  the  bargain ;  and  women  far  gone  with  child,  who  were 
afraid  of  miscarrying  under  the  gibbet ;  and  young  mothers, 
who  thought  the  sight  might  do  them  a  mischief,  and-  mark 
the  gallows  upon  the  foreheads  of  their  unborn  babes — poor 
poets,  without  a  shoe,  because  their  only  pair  had  been  sent 
to  the  cobbler  to  mend — and  other  such  vermin,  not  worth  the 
trouble  of  mentioning. — As  I  chanced  to  pass  by  a  cottage,  I 
heard  a  great  squalling  inside.  I  looked  in;  and,  when  ^ 
came  to  examine,  what  do  you  think  it  was  ?  Why,  an  infant — • 
a  plump  and  ruddy  urchin — lying  on  the  floor  under  a  tabk 
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which  was  just  begmning  to  burn. — Poor  little  wretcli!  said 
I,  you  will  be  cold  there,  and  with  that  I  threw  it  into  the 
flames 

Charles.  Indeed,  Schufterle? — Then  may  those  flames 
burn  in  thy  bosom  to  all  eternity ! — Avaunt,  monster ! 
Never  let  me  see  thee  again  in  my  troop  !  What !  Do  you 
murmur? — Do  you  hesitate? — Who  dares  hesitate  when  I 
command? — Away  with  him,  I  say! — And  there  are  others 
among  you  ripe  for  my  vengeance. — I  know  thee,  Spiegelberg. 
— But  I  will  step  in  among  you  ere  long,  and  hold  a  fearful 
muster-roll.  [Exeunt,  trembling, 

Charles  [alone ^  ivalking  up  and  down  in  great  agitation). 
Hear  them  not,  thou  avenger  in  heaven  ! — How  can  I  avert 
it?  Art  thou  to  blame,  great  God,  if  thy  engines,  pestilence, 
and  famine,  and  floods,  overwhelm  the  just  vrith  the  unjust? 
Who  can  stay  the  flame,  which  is  kindled  to  destroy  the 
hornet's  nest,  from  extending  to  the  blessed  harvest  ? — Oh ! 
fie  on  the  slaughter  of  women,  and  children,  and  the  sick ! — 
How  this  deed  weighs  me  down !  It  has  poisoned  my  fairest 
achievements ! — There  he  stands,  poor  fool,  abashed  and  dis- 
graced in  the  sight  of  heaven ;  the  boy  that  presumed  to  wield 
Jove's  thunder,  and  overthrew  pigmies  when  he  should  have 
crushed  Titans. — Go,  go !  'tis  not  for  thee,  puny  son  of  clay, 
to  wield  the  avenging  sword  of  sovereign  justice  !  Thou  didst 
fail  at  thy  first  essay. — Here,  then,  I  renounce  the  audacious 
scheme. — I  go  to  hide  myself  in  some  deep  cleft  of  the  earth, 
where  no  daylight  will  be  witness  of  my  shame.  (He  is  about 
to  fly.) 

Enter  a  Robber,  hurriedly. 

Robber.  Look  out,  captain!  There  is  mischief  in  the 
wind !  Whole  detachments  of  Bohemian  cavalry  are  scouring 
the  forest. — That  infernal  bailiff  must  have  betrayed  us. — 

Enter  more  Robbers. 

'2nd  Robber.  Captain!  captain!  they  have  tracked  us! 
— Some  thousands  of  them  are  forming  a  cordon  round  the 
middle  forest. 

Enter  more  Robbers  again. 

3rd  Robber.  Woe,  woe,  woe !  we  are  all  taken,  hanged, 
drawn  and  quartered  ! — Thousands  of  hussars,  dragoons,  and 
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chasseurs,  are  mustering  on  the  heights,  and  guard  all  the 
passes.  [Exit  Charles  von  Moor. 

Enter  Schweitzer,  Grimm,  Roller,  Schwarz,  Sohufterle, 
Spiegelberg,  PiAZMANN,  and  the  whole  troop. 

Schweitzer.  Ha !  have  we  routed  them  out  of  their  fea- 
ther beds  at  last?  Come,  be  jolly,  Eoller!  I  have  long 
wished  to  have  a  bout  with  these  knights  of  the  bread  basket. 
— Where  is  the  captain  ?  Is  the  whole  troop  assembled  ?  I 
hope  we  have  powder  enough? 

Raz.  Powder,  I  believe  you ;  but  we  are  only  eighty  in 
all,  and  therefore  scarcely  one  to  twenty. 

Schweitzer.  So  much  the  better!  And  though  there 
were  fifty  against  my  great  toe  nail — fellows  who  have  waited 
till  we  lit  the  straw  under  their  very  seats — Brother,  brother, 
there  is  nothing  to  fear.  They  sell  their  life  for  tenpence ; 
and  are  not  we  fighting  for  our  necks  and  our  liberty? — We 
will  pour  into  them  like  a  deluge,  and  fire  volleys  upon  their 
heads  like  crashes  of  thunder. — But  where  the  devil  is  the 
captain  ?  \ 

Spiegel.  He  forsakes  us  in  this  extremity. — Is  there 
no  hope  of  escape  ? 

Schweitzer.     Escape  ? 

Spiegel.     Oh,  that  I  had  tarried  in  Jerusalem ! 

Schweitzer.  I  wish  you  were  choked  in  a  cesspool, 
you  paltry  coward ! — With  defenceless  nuns  you  are  a  mighty 
man ;  but,  at  sight  of  a  pair  of  fists,  a  confirmed  sneak ! — Now, 
shew  your  courage,  or  you  shall  be  sewn  up  alive  in  an  ass's 
hide  and  baited  to  death  with  dogs. 

Raz.     The  captain !  the  captain ! 

Enter  Charles  {speaking  slowly  to  himself). 

Charles.  I  have  allowed  them  to  be  hemmed  in  on  every 
side.  Now  they  must  fight  with  the  energy  of  despair. 
{Aloud,)  Now,  my  boys !  now  for  it !  We  must  fight  like 
wounded  boars,  or  we  are  utterly  lost ! 

Schweitzer.  Ha !  1 11  rip  them  open  with  my  tusks,  till 
their  entrails  protrude  by  the  yard  ! — Lead  on,  captain  !  we 
will  follow  you  into  the  very  jaws  of  death. 

Charles.  Charge  all  your  arms !  You've  plenty  of  pow- 
der, I  hope? 
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Schweitzer  {with  energy).  Powder  ?  aj,  enough  to  blow 
the  earth  up  to  the  moon. 

Raz.  Every  one  of  us  has  five  brace  of  pistols,  ready 
loaded,  and  three  carbines  to  boot. 

Charles.  Good!  good!  Now  some  of  you  must  climb 
up  the  trees,  or  conceal  yourselves  in  the  thickets,  and 
some  fire  upon  them  in  ambush 

Schweitzer.     That  part  will  suit  you,  Spiegelberg. 

Charles.  The  rest  will  follow  me,  and  fall  upon  their 
flanks  like  furies. 

Schweitzer.     There  will  I  be  ! 

Charles.  At  the  same  time  let  every  man  make  his 
w^histle  ring  through  the  forest,  and  gallop  about  in  every 
direction,  so  that  our  numbers  may  appear  the  more  formi- 
dable. And  let  all  the  dogs  be  unchained,  and  set  on  upon 
their  ranks,  that  they  may  be  broken  and  dispersed,  and  run 
in  the  way  of  our  fire.  We  three,  Roller,  Schweitzer,  and 
myself,  will  fight  wherever  the  fray  is  hottest. 

Schweitzer.  Masterly !  excellent ! — We  will  so  bewilder 
them  with  balls,  that  they  shall  not  know  whence  the  salutes 
are  coming.  I  have  more  than  once  shot  away  a  cherry  from 
the  mouth. — Only  let  them  come  on!  (Schgfterle  is 
pulling  Schweitzer;  the  latter  takes  the  cajitain  aside,  and 
entreats  him  in  a  low  voice.) 

Charles.     Silence ! 

Schweitzer.     I  entreat  you 

Charles.  Aw^ay!  Let  him  have  the  benefit  of  his  dis- 
grace; it  has  saved  him.  He  shall  not  die  on  the  same 
field  with  myself,  my  Schweitzer,  and  my  Roller.  Let  him 
change  his  apparel,  and  I  will  say  he  is  a  traveller  whom  I 
have  plundered. — Make  yourself  easy,  Schweitzer.  Take  my 
word  for  it,  he  will  be  hanged  yet. 

Enter  Father  Dominic 

Father  Dom.  {to  himself,  starts).  Is  this  the  dragon's 
nest? — With  your  leave,  Sirs!  I  am  a  servant  of  the  church; 
and  yonder  are  seventeen  hundred  men,  who  guard  every 
hair  of  my  head 

Schweitzer.  Bravo  !  bravo !  Well  spoken  to  keep  Lie 
courage  warm. 
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Charles.  Silence,  comrade  ! — Will  you  tell  us  briefly, 
good  father,  what  is  your  errand  here  ? 

Father  Dom.  I  am  delegated  by  the  high  justices,  on 
whose  sentence  hangs  life  or  death — ye  thieves — ye  incen- 
diaries— ye  villains— -ye  venomous  generation  of  vipers,  crawl- 
ing about  in  the  dark,  and  stinging  in  secret — ye  refuse  of 
humanity — brood  of  hell  —  food  for  ravens  and  worms  — 
colonists  for  the  gallows  and  the  wheel 

Schweitzer.     Dog!  a  truce  with  your  foul  tongue !  or 

{He  holds  the  hutt-end  of  his  gun  before  Father  Dominic  s/ac^.) 

Charles.  Fie,  fie,  Schweitzer!  You  cut  the  thread  of 
his  discourse. — He  has  got  his  sermon  so  nicely  by  heart. — 
Pray  go  on,  sir! — "for  the  gallows  and  the  wheel?" 

Father  Dom:.  And  thou,  their  precious  captain! — com- 
mander-in  chief  of  cut-purses  !  — king  of  sharpers !  — Grand 
Mogul  of  all  the  rogues  under  the  sun ! — great  prototype  of 
that  first  hellish  ringleader  who  imbued  a  thousand  legions 
of  innocent  angels  with  the  flame  of  rebellion,  and  drew 
them  down  with  him  into  the  bottomless  pit  of  damnation ! 
The  agonizing  cries  of  bereaved  mothers  pursue  thy  foot- 
steps I — Thou  drinkest  blood  like  water !  and  thy  murderous 
knife  holds  men  cheaper  than  air-bubbles ! 

Charles.     Very  true — exceedingly  true !     Pray  proceed. 


sir! 


Father  Dom.  What  do  you  mean  ?  Very  true — exceed- 
ingly true  !     Is  that  an  answer  ? 

Charles.  How,  sir  ?  You  were  not  prepared  for  that,  it 
seems  ?  Go  on — by  all  means  go  on. — What  more  were  you. 
going  to  say? 

Father  Dom.  (heated).  Abominable  wretch !  Avaunt ! 
Does  not  the  blood  of  a  murdered  count  of  the  empire  cling 
to  thy  accursed  fingers?  Hast  thou  not,  with  sacrilegious 
hands,  dared  to  break  into  the  Lord's  sanctuary,  and 
carry  off  the  consecrated  vessels  of  the  sanctissimum  ? 
Hast  thou  not  flung  firebrands  into  our  godly  city,  and  brought 
down  the  pov/der-magazine  upon  the  heads  of  devout  Chris- 
tians ?  {Clasps  his  hands,)  Horrible,  horible  wickedness ! 
that  stinketh  in  the  nostrils  of  Heaven,  and  provoketh  tho 
day  of  judgment  to  burst  upon  you  suddenly! — ripe  for  retri- 
bution— rushing  headlong  to  the  last  trump  ! 

Charles.     Masterly  guesses  thus  far!    But  now,  sir,  to 
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the  point!     What   is   it  that  the  right  worshipful  justices 
wish  to  convey  to  me  through  you  ? 

Father  Dom.  What  you  are  not  worthy  to  receive. — Look 
around  jou,  incendiary !  As  far  as  your  eye  can  reach,  you 
are  environed  by  our  horsemen — there  is  no  chance  of 
escape. — ^As  surely  as  cherries  grow  on  these  oaks,  and  peaches 
on  these  firs,  so  surely  shall  you  turn  your  backs  upon  these 
oaks  and  these  firs  in  safety 

Charles.     Do  you  hear  that,  Schweitzer? — But  go  on! 

Father  Dom.  Hear,  then,  what  mercy  and  forbearance 
justice  shews  towards  such  miscreants.  If  you  instantly 
prostrate  yourselves  in  submission,  and  sue  for  mercy  and 
forgiveness,  then  severity  itself  will  relent  to  compassion,  and 
justice  be  to  thee  an  indulgent  mother. — She  will  shut  one 
eye  upon  your  horrible  crimes,  and  be  satisfied — only  think  ! 
— to  let  you  be  broken  on  the  wheel. 

Schweitzer.  Did  you  hear  that,  captain  ?  Shall  I  throttle 
this  well-trained  shepherd's  cur,  till  the  red  blood  spurts  from 
every  pore  ? 

Roller.  Captain! — Fire  and  fury!  —  Captain!  —  How 
he  bites  his  lip !  Shall  I  topple  this  fellow  upside  down  like 
a  ninepin  ?  / 

Schweitzer.  Mine,  mine  be  the  job !  Let  me  kneel  to^ 
you,  captain — let  me  implore  you! — I  beseech  you  to  grant 
me  the  delight  of  pounding  him  to  a  jelly !  (Father  Dominic 
screams.) 

Charles.  Touch  him  not !  Let  no  one  lay  a  finger  on 
him ! — {To  Father  Dominic,  drawing  his  sword.)  Hark  ye, 
sir  father!  Here  stand  nine  and  seventy  men,  of  whom  I 
am  the  captain,  and  not  one  of  them  has  been  taught  to 
trot  at  a  signal,  or  learned  to  dance  to  the  music  of  ar- 
tillery; while  yonder  stand  seventeen  hundred  men  grown 
grey  under  the  muaket. — But  now  listen  !  Thus  says  Mooiv 
the  captain  of  incendiaries. — It  is  true  I  have  slain  a  count 
of  the  empire,  burnt  and  plundered  the  church  of  St.  Dcminic, 
flung  firebrands  into  your  bigoted  city,  and  brought  dowij 
the  powder-magazine  upon  the  heads  of  devout  Christians. 
— But  that  is  not  all — I  have  done  more.  {He  holds  out  hi» 
right  hand)  Do  you  observe  these  four  costly  rings,  one  on 
each  finger? — Go  and  report  punctually  to  their  worships,  on 
whose  sentence  hangs  life  or  death,  what  you  shall  hear  anJ- 
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see. — This  ruby  I  drew  from  the  finger  of  a  minister,  whom 
I  stretched  at  the  feet  of  his  prince,  during  the  chase.  He 
had  fawned  himself  up  from  the  lowest  duegs,  to  be  the  first 
favourite ; — the  ruin  of  his  neighbour  was  his  ladder  to  great- 
ness— orphans'  tears  helped  him  to  mount  it. — This  diamond 
I  took  from  a  lord  treasurer,  who  sold  offices  of  honour  and 
trust  to  the  highest  bidder,  and  drove  the  sorrowing  patriot 
from  his  door. — This  opal  I  wear  in  honour  of  a  priest  of 
your  cloth,  whom  I  despatched  with  my  own  hand,  after  he 
had  publicl}'"  deplored  in  his  pulpit  the  waning  power  of  thd 
Inquisition. — I  could  tell  you  more  stories  about  my  rings, 
but  that  I  repent  the  words  I  have  already  wasted  upon 

you 

Father  Dom.  0  Pharaoh !  Pharaoh ! 
^Charles.  Do  you  hear  it?  Did  you  mark  that  sigh? 
Does  he  not  stand  there  as  if  he  were  imploring  fire  from 
heaven  to  descend  and  destroy  this  troop  of  Korah?  He 
pronounces  judgment  with  a  shrug  of  the  shoulders,  and 
eternal  damnation  with  a  Christian  ''alas!" — Is  it  possible 
for  humanity  to  be  so  utterly  blind  ?  He  who  has  the  hun 
dred  eyes  of  Argus  to  spy  out  the  faults  of  his  brother — 
can  he  be  so  totally  blind  to  his  own  ? — They  thunder  forth 
from  their  clouds  about  gentleness  and  forbearance,  while 
they  sacrifice  human  victims  to  the  God  of  love  as  if  he 
were  the  fiery  Moloch.  —  They  preach  the  love  of  one's 
neighbour,  while  they  drive  the  aged  and  blind  with  curses 
from  their  door. — They  rave  against  covetousness ;  yet  for 
the  sake  of  gold  they  have  depopulated  Peru,  and  yoked  the 
natives,  like  cattle,  to  their  chariots. — They  rack  their  brains 
in  wonder  to  account  for  the  creation  of  a  Judas  Iscariot,  yet 
the  best  of  them  would  betray  the  whole  Trinity  for  ten 
shekels .  Out  upon  you,  Pharisees !  ye  falsifiers  of  truth !  ye 
apes  of  deity !  You  are  not  ashamed  to  kneel  before  crucifixes 
and  altars ;  you  lacerate  your  backs  with  thongs,  and  mortify 
your  flesh  with  fasting ;  and  with  these  pitiful  mummeries  you 
think,  fools  as  you  are,  to  veil  the  eyes  of  Him  whom,  with 
the  same  breath,  you  address  as  the  Omniscient,  just  as  the 
great  are  the  most  bitterly  mocked  by  those  who  flatter  them 
while  they  pretend  to  hate  flatterers.  You  boast  of  your 
honesty  and  your  exemplary  conduct ;  but  the  God  who  sees 
through  your  hearts  would  be  wroth  with  Him  that  made  you, 
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were  He  not  the  same  that  had  also  created  the  monsters  of 
the  Nile. — Away  with  him  out  of  my  sight ! 

Father  Dom.     That  such  a  miscreant  should  he  so  proud  • 

Charles.  That's  not  all. — Now  I  will  speak  proudly* 
Go  and  tell  the  right  worshipful  justices — who  set  men's 
lives  upon  the  cast  of  a  die — I  am  not  one  of  those  thieves 
who  conspire  with  sleep  and  midnight,  and  play  the  hera 
and  the  lordling  on  a  scaling  ladder. — What  I  have  done 
I  shall  no  doubt  hereafter  he  doomed  to  read  in  the  register 
of  heaven ;  hut  with  his  miserable  ministers  of  earth  I  will 
waste  no  more  words. — Tell  your  masters  that  my  trade  is  retri- 
bution— vengeance  my  occupation !  {He  turns  his  back  ujpon 
him.) 

Father  Dom.  Then  you  despise  mercy  and  forbearance  ? — 
Be  it  so,  I  have  done  with  you.  (Turning  to  the  troop.)  Now 
then,  sirs,  you  shall  hear  what  the  high  powers  direct  me  to 
make  known  to  you ! — If  you  will  instantly  deliver  up  to  me 
this  condemned  malefactor,  bound  hand  and  foot,  you  shall 
receive  a  full  pardon — your  enormities  shall  be  entirely  blotted 
out,  even  from  memory. — The  holy  church  will  receive  you, 
like  lost  sheep,  with  renewed  love,  into  her  maternal  bosom, 
and  the  road  to  honourable  employment  shall  be  open  to  you 
all.  [With  a  triumphant  senile. )—Novi,  sir !  how  does  your 
majesty  relish  this  ? — Come  on !  bind  him !  and  you  are  free ! 

Charles.  Do  you  hear  that?  Do  you  hear  it?  What 
startles  you  ?  Why  do  you  hesitate  ?  They  offer  you 
freedom — you  that  are  already  their  prisoners. — They  grant 
you  your  lives,  and  that  is  no  idle  pretence,  for  it  is 
clear  you  are  already  condemned  felons. — They  promise  you 
honour  and  emolument;  and,  on  the  other  hand,  what  can 
you  hope  for,  even  should  you  be  victorious  to-day,  but  disgrace, 
and  curses,  and  persecution? — They  ensure  you  the  pardon 
of  Heaven ;  you  that  are  actually  damned. — There  is  not  a 
single  hair  on  any  one  of  you  that  is  not  already  bespoke  in 
hell. — Do  you  still  hesitate?  are  you  staggered?  Is  it  so 
difficult,  then,  to  choose  between  heaven  and  hell  ? — Do  put 
in  a  word,  father ! 

Father  Dom.  [aside).  Is  the  fellow  crazy? — [Aloud.) 
Perhaps  you  are  afraid  that  this  is  a  trap  to  catch  you  alive? — • 
Read  it  yourselves !  Here  is  the  general  pardon  fully  signed- 
[He  hands  a  paj^er  to  Schweitzer.)     Can  you  still  doubt  ? 
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Chakles.  Only  see  !  only  see !  What  more  can  you  re- 
quire?— Signed  with  their  own  hands! — It  is  mercy  beyond 
all  bounds! — Or  are  you  afraid  of  their  breaking  their 
word,  because  you  have  heard  it  said  that  no  faith  need  be 
kept  with  traitors  ? — Dismiss  that  fear !  Policy  alone  would 
constrain  them  to  keep  their  word,  even  though  it  should 
merely  have  been  pledged  to  Old  Nick.  Who  hereafter 
would  beb'eve  them?  How  could  they  trade  with  it  a  second 
time  ? — I  would  take  my  oath  upon  it  that  they  mean  it  sin- 
cerely. They  know  that  I  am  the  man  who  has  goaded  you 
on  and  incited  you;  they  believe  you  innocent.  They  look 
upon  your  crimes  as  so  many  juvenile  errors — exuberances 
of  rashness.  It  is  I  alone  they  want — I  must  pay  the  penalty. 
— Is  it  not  so,  father? 

Father  Dom.  What  devil  incarnate  is  it  that  speaks  out 
of  him? — Of  course  it  is  so — of  course. — The  fellow  turns  my 
brain 

Charles.  What!  no  answer  yet?  Do  you  think  it  pos- 
sible to  cut  your  way  through  yon  phalanx?  Only  look  round 
you !  just  look  round  !  You  surely  do  not  reckon  upon  that ; 
that  were  indeed  a  childish  conceit ! — Or  do  you  flatter 
yourselves  that  you  will  fall  like  heroes,  because  you  saw  that 
I  rejoiced  in  the  prospect  of  the  fight  ? — Oh,  do  not  console 
yourselves  with  the  thought !  You  are  not  Moor  ! — You  are 
miserable  thieves !  wretched  tools  of  my  great  designs !  de- 
spicable as  the  rope  in  the  hand  of  the  hangman ! — No,  no ! 
Thieves  do  not  fall  like  heroes.  Life  must  be  the  hope  of 
thieves,  for  something  fearful  has  to  follow. — Thieves  may  well 
be  allowed  to  quake  at  the  fear  of  death. — Hark !  Do  you  hear 
their  horns  echoing  through  the  forest  ? — See  there !  how  their 
glittering  sabres  threaten! — What?  are  you  still  irresolute? 
are  you  mad  ?  are  you  insane  ? — It  is  unpardonable.  Do  you 
imagine  I  shall  thank  you  for  my  life  ?  I  disdain  your  sacri- 
fice ! 

Father  Dom.  {in  utter  amazement),  I  shall  go  mad !  I  must 
be  gone  !     Was  the  like  ever  heard  of  ? 

Charles.  Or  are  you  afraid  that  I  shall  stab  myself, 
and  so  by  suicide  put  an  end  to  the  bargain,  which  only 
holds  good  if  I  am  given  up  alive  ?  No,  comrades  !  that  is  a 
vain  fear.  Here  I  fling  away  my  dagger,  and  my  pistols,  and 
this  phial  of  poison,  w^hich  might  have  been  a  treasure  to  me.— 
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1  am  so  wretched  that  I  have  lost  the  power  even  over  my  own 
life. — What !  still  in  suspense  ?  Or  do  you  think,  perhaps, 
that  I  shall  stand  on  my  defence  when  you  try  to  seize  me  ? 
See  here !  I  bind  my  right  hand  to  this  oak-branch — now  I 
am  quite  defenceless,  a  child  may  overpower  me. — Who  is  the 
first  to  desert  his  captain  in  the  hour  of  need  ? 

Roller  {with  wild  energy).  And  what  though  hell  encircle 
us  with  ninefold  coils  !  {Brandlsliiiig  Ids  sword.)  Who  is  the 
coward  that  will  betray  his  captain ! 

Schweitzer  (tears  the  pardon,  and  flings  the  pieces  into 
Father  Dominic's  face).  Pardon  be  in  our  bullets  !  Away 
with  thee,  rascal !  Tell  your  senate  that  you  could  not  find 
a  single  traitor  in  all  Moor's  camp. — Huzza !  Huzza ! — Save 
the  captain ! 

All  (shouting).  Huzza !  Save  the  captain  I  Save  him  ! 
Save  our  noble  captain ! 

Charles  (releasing  his  hand  from  the  tree,  joyfully).  Now 
we  are  free,  comrades ! — I  feel  a  host  in  this  single  arm ! — 
Death  or  liberty!  At  the  least  they  shall  not  take  a  man 
of  us  alive ! 

\They  sound  the  signal  for  attack;  noise  and  tumult 
Exeunt  with  drawn  swords. 


ACT  III. 

Scene  I. — Amella.  in  the  garden,  playing  the  guitar 

Bright  as  an  augel  from  Walhalla's  hall. 
More  beautiful  than  aught  of  earth  was  he ! 

Heav'n-mild  his  look,  as  sunbeams  when  they  fall, 
Reflected  from  a  calm  cerulean  sea. 

His  warm  embrace — oh,  ravishing  delight ! 

With  heart  to  heart  the  fiery  pulses  danced — 
Our  every  sense  wrapp'd  in  ecstatic  night — 

Our  souls  in  blissful  harmony  entranced. 

His  kisses — oh,  what  paradise  of  feeling ! 

E'en  as  two  flames  which  round  each  other  twine- 
Or  flood  of  seraph  harp  tones  gently  stealing, 

In  one  soft  swell,  away  to  realms  divine ! 
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They  rushed,  commingled,  melted,  soul  in  soul ! 

Lips  glued  to  lips,  with  burning  tremor  bound ! 
Cold  earth  dissolved,  and  love  without  control 

Absorb 'd  all  sense  of  wordly  things  arounrd ! 

He 's  gone ! — for  ever  gone ! — Alas !  in  vain 
My  bleeding  heart  in  bitter  anguish  sighs ; — 

To  me  is  left  alone  this  world  of  pain, 
And  mortal  life  in  hopeless  sorrow  dies. 

Enter  Francis. 

Francis.  Here  again  already,  perverse  enthusiast?  You 
stole  away  from  the  festive  banquet,  and  marred  the  mirthful 
pleasures  of  my  guests. 

Amelia.  'Tis  pity,  truly,  to  mar  such  innocent  pleasures  I 
Shame  on  them !  The  funeral  knell  that  tolled  over  your 
father's  grave  must  still  be  ringing  in  your  ears 

Francis.  Wilt  thou  sorrow,  then,  for  ever?  Let  the 
dead  sleep  in  peace,  and  do  thou  make  the  living  happy !  I 
come 

Amelia.     And  when  do  you  go  again  ? 

Francis.  Alas !  Look  not  on  me  thus  scornfully !  You 
wound  me,  Amelia.     I  come  to  tell  you 

Amelia.  To  tell  me,  I  suppose,  that  Francis  von  Moor 
has  become  lord  and  master  here. 

Francis.  Precisely  so ;  that  is  the  very  subject  on  which  I 
wish  to  communicate  with  you. — Maximilian  von  Moor  is  gone 
to  the  tomb  of  his  ancestors.  I  am  master.  But  I  wish  to 
be  so  in  the  fullest  sense,  Amelia. — You  know  what  you  have 
been  to  our  house ;  always  regarded  as  Moor's  daughter,  his 
love  for  you  will  survive  even  death  itself;  that,  assuredly, 
you  will  never  forget  ? 

Amelia.  Never,  never !  Who  could  be  so  unfeeling  as 
to  drown  the  memory  of  it  in  festive  banqueting  ? 

Francis.  It  is  your  duty  to  repay  the  love  of  the  father  to 
his  sons ;  and  Charles  is  dead. — Ha !  you  are  struck  with 
amazement— dizzy  with  the  thought? — To  be  sure  'tis  a 
flattering  and  an  elating  prospect,  which  may  well  overpower 
the  pride  of  a  woman.— Francis  tramples  under  foot  the  hopes 
of  the  noblest  and  the  richest,  and  offers  his  heart,  his  hand, 
and  with  them  all  his  gold,  his  castles,  and  his  forests,  to  Q 
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poor,  and,  but  for  him,  destitute  orphan. — Francis — the 
feared — voluntarily  declares  himself  Amelia's  slave 

Amelia.  Why  does  not  a  thunderbolt  cleave  the  impious 
tongue  which  utters  the  criminal  proposal !  Thou  hast  mur- 
dered my  beloved  Charles ;  and  shall  Amelia,  his  betrothed, 
call  thee  husband  ?     Thou  ? 

Francis.  Be  not  so  violent,  most  gracious  princess ! — It  is 
true  that  Francis  does  not  come  before  you  like  a  whining 
Celadon — 'tis  true  he  has  not  learned,  like  a  love-sick 
swain  of  Arcadia,  to  sigh  forth  his  amorous  plaints  to  the  echo 
of  caves  and  rocks. — Francis  speaks — and,  when  not  answered, 

he — COMMANDS  ! 

Amelia.  Commands  ?  thou  reptile  !  Command  me  ?  And 
what  if  I  laughed  your  command  to  scorn  ? 

Francis.  That  you  will  hardly  do.  There  are  means,  too, 
which  I  know  of,  admirably  adapted  to  humble  the  pride  of 
a  capricious,  stubborn  girl — cloisters  and  walls  ! 

Amelia.  Excellent !  delightful !  to  be  for  ever  secure 
within  cloisters  and  walls  from  thy  basilisk  look,  and  to  have 
abundant  leisure  to  think  and  dream  of  Charles. — Welcome 
with  your  cloister !  welcome  your  walls ! 

Francis.  Ha !  Is  that  it  ? — Beware  !  Now  you  have 
taught  me  the  art  of  torm^enting  you. — The  sight  of  me 
shall,  like  a  fiery-haired  fury,  drive  out  of  your  head  these 
eternal  phantasies  of  Charles. — Francis  shall  be  the  dread 
phantom  ever  lurking  behind  the  image  of  your  beloved,  like 
the  fiend-dog  that  guards  the  subterranean  treasure. — I  will 
drag  you  to  church  by  the  hair,  and  sword  in  hand  wring  the 
nuptial  vow  from  your  soul.  By  main  force  will  I  ascend 
your  virginal  couch,  and  storm  your  haughty  modesty  wiili 
still  greater  haughtiness. 

Amelia  {gives  him  a  slap  in  the  face).  Then  take  that  first 
by  way  of  dowry ! 

Francis.  Ha!  I  will  be  tenfold,  and  twice  tenfold  re- 
venged for  this  ! — My  wife  ! — No,  that  honour  you  shall  never 
enjoy. — You  shall  be  my  mistress,  my  strumpet !  The  honest 
peasant's  wife  shall  point  her  finger  at  you  as  she  passes  you 
in  the  street.  Ay,  gnash  your  teeth  as  fiercely  as  you 
please — scatter  fire  and  destruction  from  your  eyes — the  fury 
of  a  woman  piques  my  fancy — it  makes  you  more  beautiful, 
more  tempting. — Come,  this  resistance  will  garnish  my  tri- 
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umph,  and  your  struggles  give  zest  to  my  embraces. — Come, 
come  to  my  chamber — I  burn  with  desire. — Come  this  instant. 
— {Attempts  to  drag  her  away). 

Ametja  [falls  on  his  neck).  Forgive  me,  Francis  !  {As  he  is 
about  to  clasp  her  in  his  arms,  she  suddenly  draws  the  sword  at 
his  side,  and  hastily  disengages  he^^self).  Do  you  see  now, 
miscreant,  how  I  am  able  to  deal  with  you? — I  am  only  a 
woman,  but  a  woman  enraged. — Dare  to  approach,  and  this 
steel  shall  strike  your  lascivious  heart  to  the  core — the  spirit 
of  my  uncle  will  guide  my  hand.  Avaunt,  this  instant !  {She 
drives  him  away). 

Ah!  how  different  I  feel! — Now  I  breathe  again — I  feel 
strong  as  the  snorting  steed,  ferocious  as  the  tigress  when  she 
springs  upon  the  ruthless  destroyer  of  her  cubs. — To  a  clois- 
ter, did  he  say  ? — ^I  thank  thee  for  the  happy  thought ! — Now 
has  disappointed  love  found  a  place  of  refuge— the  cloister — 
the  Redeemer  s  bosom  is  the  sanctuary  of  disappointed  love. 
{She  is  on  the  point  of  going.)  "^  "^ 

*  In  the  acting  edition  the  following  scene  occurs  between  Hermann  and 
Francis,  immediately  before  that  with  Amelia.  As  Schiller  himself  thought 
this  among  the  happiest  of  his  additions,  and  regretted  that  it  was  "  entirely 
and  very  unfortunately  overlooked  in  the  first  edition,"  it  seems  desirable  to 
introduce  it  here,  as  well  as  the  soliloquy  immediately  following,  which  has 
acquired  some  celebrity. 

Scene  VIII. 
Enter  Hermann. 

Francis.  Ha !  Welcome,  my  Euryalus !  My  prompt  and  trusty  in- 
strument ! 

Hermann  {abruptly  and  peevislily).     You  sent  for  me,  count.  Why? 

Francis.     That  you  might  put  the  seal  to  your  master-piece. 

Hermann  (gruffly).     Indeed? 

Francis.     Give  the  picture  its  finishing  touch. 

Hermann.     Poh  !  Poh  ! 

Francis  {stai^tled).  Shall  I  call  the  carriage  1  We  '11  arrange  the  business 
during  the  drive  1 

Hermann  {scornfully).  No  ceremony,  sir,  if  you  please.  For  any  busi- 
ness we  may  have  to  arrange  there  is  room  enough  within  these  four  walls. — 
At  all  events  I  '11  just  say  a  few  words  to  you  by  way  of  preface,  which  may 
save  your  lungs  some  unnecessary  exertion. 

Francis  {reservedly).     Hum! — And  what  may  those  words  be] 

Hermann  {with  hitter  irony).  ''  You  shall  have  Amelia — and  that  froni 
my  hand " 

Francis  {mth  astoniehncnt).     Hermann! 
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Enter  Herrmann,  timidly. 

Hermann.     Lady  Amelia !     Lady  Amelia ! 

Amelia,     Unhappy  man  !  why  dost  thou  disturb  me  ? 

Hermann  {as  before,  with  his  hack  turned  on  Francis).  "  Amelia  will 
become  the  plaything  of  my  will — and  you  may  easily  guess  the  rest — in 
short,  all  will  go  as  we  wish." — {Breaks  into  an  indignant  laugh,  and  then 
turns  haughtily  to  Francis.)  Now,  Count  von  Moor,  what  have  you  to  say- 
to  me? 

Francis  {evasively).  To  thee  ?  Nothing. — I  had  something  to  say  to 
Hermann. 

Hermann.  No  evasion. — V\"hy  was  I  sent  for  hither? — "Was  it  to  be 
your  dupe  a  second  time,  and  to  hold  the  ladder  for  a  thief  to  mount  1  to 
sell  my  soul  for  a  hangman's  fee  ?     What  else  did  yon  want  with  me  ? 

Francis  {as  if  recollecting).  Ha !  It  just  occurs  to  me  !  We  must  not 
forget  the  main  point. — Did  not  my  steward  mention  it  to  you? — I  wanted 
to  talk  to  you  about  the  dowry. 

Hermann.  This  is  mere  mockery,  sir;  or,  if  not  mockery,  something 
worse.  Moor !  take  care  of  yourself — beware  how  you  kindle  my  fury. 
Moor.  We  are  alone  !  And  I  have  still  an  unsullied  name  to  stake  against 
yours.     Trust  not  the  devil,  although  he  be  of  your  own  raising. 

Francis  {with  dignity).  Does  this  deportment  become  thee  towards  thy 
sovereign  and  gracious  master  ? — Tremble,  slave  ! 

Hermann  {ironically).  For  fear  of  your  displeasure,  I  suppose  ? — What 
signifies  your  displeasure  to  a  man  who  is  at  war  with  himself?  Fie,  Moor ! 
I  already  abhor  you  as  a  villain ;  let  me  not  despise  you  for  a  fool.  I  can 
open  graves,  and  restore  the  dead  to  life  !— -Which  of  us  now  is  the  slave  ? 

Francis  (m  a  conciliating  tone).  Come,  my  good  friend,  be  discreet, 
and  do  not  prove  faithless. 

Hermann.  Pshaw  !  To  expose  a  wretch  like  you  is  here  the  best  dis- 
cretion— to  keep  faith  with  you  would  be  an  utter  want  of  sense. — Faith  \ 
with  whom  ?  Faij;h  with  the  prince  of  liars  ? — Oh,  I  shudder  at  the  thought 
of  such  faith. — A  very  little  timely  faithlessness  would  have  almost  made  a 
gaint  of  me. — But  patience  !  patience  !     Revenge  is  cunning  in  resources. 

Francis.  Ah  !  by  the  by,  I  just  remember.  You  lately  lost  a  purse  with 
a  hundred  louis  in  it,  in  this  apartment.  I  had  almost  forgotten  it.  Here, 
my  good  friend  !  take  back  what  belongs  to  you.     {Offers  him  a  purse) 

Hermann  {throws  it  scornfully  at  his  feet),  A  curse  on  your  Judas  bribed 
It  is  the  earnest  monej^  of  hell. — You  once  before  thought  to  make  nry 
poverty  a  pander  to  my  conscience — but  you  were  mistaken,  count !  egr»- 
giously  mistaken. — That  purse  of  gold  came  most  opportunely — to  maintain 
certain  persons. 

Francis  {terrified).  Hermann!  Hermann!  Let  me  not  suspect  certai* 
things  of  you. — Should  you  have  done  anything  contrary  to  my  instructiomi 
— you  would  be  the  vilest  of  traitors  ! 

Hermann  {exultingly).  Should  I  ?  Should  I  really  ?  Well,  then,  counv 
let  me  give  you  a  little  piece  of  information  !  {Significantly.)  I  will  fatten 
up  your  infamy,  and  add  fuel  to  your  doom.  The  book  of  your  piisdeeeU 
Bkall  one  day  be  served  up  as  a  banquet,  and  all  the  world  be  invited  to  pa*. 

F   '4 
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Hermann.  I  must  throw  this  weight  from  my  soul  before 
it  drags  it  down  to  hell.  {Falls  down  before  her.)  Pardon ! 
pardon  !  I  have  grievously  injured  you,  Lady  Amelia  ! 

take  of  it.     (Contempticoicshj.)     Do   you   understand   me   now,   my  most 
sovereign,  gracious,  and  excellent  master] 

Fkancis  {starts  up,  losing  all  command  of  himself).  Ha !  Devil !  De- 
ceitful impostor !  {Striking  Ms  forehead.)  To  think  that  I  should  stake 
my  fortune  on  the  caprice  of  an  idiot ! — That  was  madness  !  {Throws  him- 
self, in  great  excitement,  on  a  couch.) 

Hermann  {whistles  through  his  fingers).     Wheugh,  the  biter  bit ! 

Francis  {biting  his  lip).  But  it  is  true,  and  ever  will  be  true — that 
there  is  no  thread  so  feebly  spun,  or  which  snaps  asunder  so  readily,  as  that 
which  weaves  the  bands  of  guilt ! 

Hermann.  Gently  I  Grently  I  Are  angels,  then,  superseded,  that  devils 
turn  moralists  % 

Francis  {starts  up  abruptly;  to  Hermann,  ivith  a  malignant  la%iglh).  And 
CERTAIN  persons  will  no  doubt  acquire  much  honour  by  making  the  discovery  % 

Hermann  {clapping  his  hands).  Masterly  1  Inimitable !  You  play 
your  part  to  admiration !  First  you  lure  the  credulous  fool  into  the  slough, 
and  then  chuckle  at  the  success  of  your  malice,  and  cry  ^^  Woe  be  to  you, 
sinner  ! "  {Laughing  and  clenching  his  teeth.)  Oh,  how  cleverly  these  imps 
of  the  devil  manoeuvre. — But,  count  {clapping  him  on  the  shoulder),  you 
have  not  yet  got  your  lesson  quite  perfect — by  Heavens !  You  must  first 
learn  what  the  losing  gamester  will  hazard. — Set  fire  to  the  powder-magazine, 
says  the  pirate,  and  blow  all  to  hell — both  friend  and  foe ! 

Francis  {runs  to  the  wall,  and  takes  down  a  pistol).  Here  is  treason  ! — 
I  must  be  resolute 

Hermann  {draws  a  pistol  as  quickly  from  his  pocket,  and  presents  it  at 
him).     Don't  trouble  yourself — one  must  be  prepared  for  everything  with  you. 

Francis  {lets  the  pistol  fall,  and  throws  himself  on  the  sofa  in  great  con- 
fusion).     Only  keep  my  counsel  till — till  I  have  collected  my  thoughts 

Hermann.  I  suppose  till  you  have  hired  a  dozei/ assassins  to  silence  my 
tongue  for  ever  1  Is  it  not  so  % — But  {in  his  ear)  the  secret  is  committed  to 
paper,  which  my  heirs  will  publish.  \_Exiu 

Scene  IX. 
Francis,  solus. 

Francis.  Francis!  Francis!  "What  is  all  this?  Where  was  thy  courage ? 
— where  thy  once  so  fertile  wit  ? — Woe  !  Woe  !  And  to  be  betrayed  by  thy 
own  instruments  ! — The  pillars  of  my  good  fortune  are  tottering  to  their  fall, 
the  fences  are  broken  down,  and  the  raging  enemy  is  already  bursting  in 
upon  me. — Well !  this  calls  for  some  bold  and  sudden  resolve  ! — What  if  I 
went  in  person — and  secretly  plunged  this  sword  in  his  body  1 — A  wounded 
man  is  but  a  child. — Quick !  I  '11  do  it.  {He  walks  with  a  resolute  step>  to 
Vie  end  of  the  stage,  hut  stops  suddenly  as  if  overcome  by  sensations  of 
horror). — Who  are  these  gliding  behind  me  1  {Rolling  his  eyes  fearfully) — 
Faces  such  as  I  have  never  yet  beheld. — What  hideous  yells  do  I  hear ! — I 
feel  that  I  have  courage — courage!  oh  3'es,  to  overflowing! — But  if  a  mirror 
should  betcay  me?  or  my  shadow?  or  the  whistling  of  the  murderous  stroked 
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Amelia.     Arise !  depart !     I  will  hear  nothing.    (Going,) 

Hermann  {detaining  her).  No;  stay!  In  the  name  of 
Heaven !     In  the  name  of  the  Eternal !    You  must  know  all ! 

Amelia.  Not  another  word. — I  forgive  you. — Depart  in 
peace.    [In  the  act  of  going,) 

Hermann.  Only  one  word-glisten! — It  will  restore  all 
your  peace  of  mind. 

Amelia  [turning  hack  and  looking  at  him  with  astonishment). 
How,  friend? — Who  in  heaven  or  on  earth  can  restore  my 
peace  of  mind  ? 

Hermann.     One  word  from  my  lips  can  do  it ! — Hear  me ! 

Amelia  [seizing  his  hand  with  compassion).  Good  sir ! — 
Can  one  word  from  thy  lips  burst  asunder  the  portals  of 
eternity  ? 

Hermann  [rising),     Charles  lives  ! 

AiviELiA  [screaming).     Wretch ! 

Hermann.  Even  so. — And  one  word  more — Your 
uncle 

Amelia  (rushing  upon  him).    Thou  liest ! 

Hermann.   Your  uncle 

Amelia.     Charles  lives  ? 

Hermann.     And  your  uncle — - — 

Amelia.     Charles  lives  ? 

Hermann.     And  your  uncle  too — Betray  me  not !      (Her 
MANN  runs  off.) 

Amelia  [stands  a  long  while  like  one  petrified ;  after  which  she 
starts  up  wildly y  and  rushes  after  Hermann).     Charles  lives  ! 

Scene  II. — Country  near  the  Danube, 

The  Robbers  [encamped  on  a  rising  ground,  under  trees, 
their  horses  are  grazing  below). 

Charles.  Here  must  I  lie  {throwing  himself  on  the  ground). 
I  feel  as  if  my  limbs  were  all  shattered.    My  tongue  is  as  di'y 

— Ugh !  Ugh ! — How  my  hair  bristles ! — A  shudder  creeps  through  my 
frame.  {He  lets  a  poigniard  fall  from  under  his  clothes.)  I  am  no  coward 
■ — perhaps  somewhat  too  tender-hearted. — Yes !  that  is  it ! — These  are  the 
last  struggles  of  expiring  virtue. — I  revere  them. — I  should  indeed  be  a 
monster  were  I  to  become  the  murderer  of  my  own  brother. — No  !  no  !  no  ! 
That  thought  be  far  from  me ! — Let  me  cherish  this  vestige  of  humanity. — 
I  will  not  murder. — Nature,  thou  hast  conquered. — I  still  feel  something 
here  that  seems  like — affection. — He  shall  live.  [Exit, 
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as  a  potsherd.  (Schweitzer  disappears  unperceived.)  I  would 
ask  one  of  you  to  bring  me  a  handful  of  water  from  that 
stream,  but  you  are  all  tired  to  death. 

ScHWARZ.     Our  wine-flasks  too  are  all  empty. 

Charles.  See  how  beautiful  the  harvest  looks ! — The 
trees  are  breaking  with  the  weight  of  their  fruit. — The  vines 
are  full  of  promise. 

Grimm.     It  is  a  fruitful  year. 

Charles.  Do  you  think  so  ? — Then,  at  least,  one  toil  in 
the  world  will  be  repaid.  One  ? — Yet  in  the  night  a  hail- 
storm may  come  and  destroy  it  all. 

ScHWARZ.  That  is  very  possible.  It  may  all  be  destroyed 
an  hour  before  the  reaping. 

Charles.  Just  what  1  say.  — All  will  be  destroyed. 
Why  should  man  prosper  in  that  which  he  has  in  common 
with  the  ant,  while  he  fails  in  that  Avhich  places  him  on  a 
level  with  the  gods  ? — Or  is  this  the  aim  and  limit  of  his 
destiny  ? 

ScHWARZ.  I  know  not. 
'  Charles.  Thou  hast  said  well ;  and  wilt  have  done  bet- 
ter, if  thou  never  seekest  to  know ! — Brother,  I  have  looked 
on  men,  their  insect  cares  and  their  giant  projects, — their 
god-like  plans  and  mouse-like  occupations,  their  intensely 
eager  race  after  happiness — one  trusting  to  the  fleetness 
of  his  horse, — another  to  the  nose  of  his  ass, — a  third  to 
his  own  legs ;  this  chequered  lottery  of  life,  in  w^hich  so 
many  stake  their  innocence  and  their  Heaven  to  snatch  a 
prize,  and — blanks  are  all  they  draw — for  they  find,  too  late, 
that  there  was  no  prize  in  the  wheel.  It  is  a  drama,  brother, 
enough  to  bring  tears  into  your  eyes,  while  it  shakes  your 
sides  with  laughter. 

ScHWARz.     How  gloriously  the  sun  is  setting  yonder  ! 

Charles  {absorbed  in  the  scene).  So  dies  a  hero  ! — Worth  ^ 
of  adoration. 

ScHWARz.     You  seem  deeply  moved. 

Charles.  When  I  was  but  a  boy — it  was  my  darling 
thought  to  live  like  him,  like  him  to  die — {with  suppressed 
grief), — It  was  a  boyish  thought! 

Grimm.     It  w^as  indeed. 

Charles.  There  was  a  time — {pressing  his  hat  down  upon 
his  face) — I  would  be  alone,  comrades 
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ScHWARz.  Moor!  Moor!  Why  what  the  deuce !  How  his 
colour  changes. 

Grimm.     By  all  the  devils!    What  ails  him?     Is  he  ill? 

Charles.  There  was  a  time  when  I  could  not  have  slept, 
had  I  forgotten  my  evening  prayers 

Grimm.  Are  you  heside  yourself?  Would  you  let  tho 
remembrance  of  your  boyish  years  school  you  now  ? 

Charles  [lays  his  head  upon  the  breast  of  Grimm).  Brother ! 
Brother ! 

Grimm.     Come  !     Don't  play  the  child — I  pray  you 

Charles.     Oh  that  I  were — that  I  were  again  a  child  ! 

Grimm.     Fie  !  fie  ! 

ScHWARz.  Cheer  up!  Behold  this  smiling  landscape— 
this  delicious  evening ! 

Charles.    Yes,  friends,  this  world  is  very  lovely —  " 

ScHWARz.     Come,  now,  that  was  well  said. 

Charles.     This  earth  so  glorious  !  — 

Grimm.     Eight — right — I  love  to  hear  you  talk  thus. 

Charles  (sinking  hack).  And  I  so  hideous  in  this  lovely 
world — a  monster  on  this  glorious  earth  ! 

Grimm.     Oh  dear !  oh  dear ! 

Charles.  Mv  innocence !  give  me  back  my  innocence  ] 
Behold,  every  living  thing  is  gone  forth  to  bask  in  the  cheer- 
ing rays  of  the  vernal  sun — why  must  I  alone  inhale  the  tor- 
ments of  hell  out  of  the  joys  of  heaven  ? — All  are  so  happy, 
all  so  united  in  brotherly  love,  by  the  Spirit  of  peace ! — The 
whole  world  one  family,  and  one  Father  above — but  He  not 
MY  father !— I  alone  the  outcast,  I  alcne  rejected  from  the 
ranks  of  the  blessed — the  sw^eet  name  of  child  is  not  for  me 
— never  for  me  the  soul- thrilling  glance  of  her  I  love — never, 
never  the  bosom  friend's  embrace — (starting  backivildly) — sur- 
rounded by  murderers — hemmed  in  by  hissing  vipers — riveted 
to  vice  with  iron  fetters — whirling  headlong  on  the  frail  reed 
of  sin  to  the  gulf  of  perdition — amid  the  blooming  ilow^ers  of  a 
glad  world,  a  howling  Abaddon ! 

ScHWARz  (to  the  others).  How  strange !  I  never  saw  him 
thus  before. 

Charles  (ivith  melanchoiy).  Oh,  that  T  might  return  again 
to  my  mother's  womb  I  That  I  might  be  born  a  beggar ! — • 
I  should  desire  no  more, — no  more,  oh  heaven ! — but  that  I 
might  be  like  as  one  of  those  poor  labourers  ! — Oh,  I  would 
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Joil  till  the  blood  streamed  down  my  temples, — ^to  buy  myself 
tSeH^uxuiir  ot  one  guiltless  slumber — the  blessednes§.„jci.^^ 
single  tear. 

^  Gnmi^T{to  the  others).     A  little  patience — the  paroxysm  is 
nearly  over. 

Charles.  There  was  a  time  when  my  tears  flowed  so  freely 
— Oh,  those  days  of  peace  ! — Dear  home  of  my  fathers — ye  ver- 
dant halcyon  vales  ! — 0  all  ye  Elysian  scenes  of  my  childhood ! 
— Will  you  never  return? — will  your  delicious  breezes  never 
cool  my  burning  bosom  ? — Mourn  with  me,  Nature,  mourn ! — 
They  will  never  return!  never  will  their  delicious  breezes 
cool  my  burning  bosom! — They  are  gone!  gone!  irrevo- 
cably gone ! 

Enter  Schweitzer,  with  water  in  his  hat. 

Schweitzer  {offering  him  water  in  his  hat).  Drink,  captain ; 
here  is  plenty  of  water,  and  cold  as  ice. 

ScHWARz.  You  are  bleeding!  What  have  you  been 
doing  ? 

Schweitzer.  A  bit  of  a  freak,  you  fool,  which  had  well- 
nigh  cost  me  two  legs  and  a  neck.  As  I  was  frolicking 
along  the  steep  sandbanks  of  the  river,  plump,  in  a  moment, 
the  whole  concern  slid  from  under  me,  and  I  after  it,  some 
ten  fathoms  deep; — there  I  lay,  and,  as  I  was  recovering  my 
five  senses,  lo  and  behold,  the  most  sparkling  water  in  the 
gravel !  Not  so  much  amiss  this  time,  said  I  to  myself,  for 
the  caper  I  have  cut.  The  captain  will  be  sure  to  relish  a 
drink. 

Charles  (returns  him  the  hat,  and  wipes  his  face).  But 
you  are  covered  with  mud,  Schweitzer,  and  we  can't  see  the 
scars  which  the  Bohemian  horsemen  marked  on  your  forehead 
— your  water  was  good,  Schweitzer — and  those  scars  become 
you  well. 

Schweitzer.  Bah !  There  's  room  for  a  score  or  two  more 
yet. 

Charles.  Yes,  boys — it  was  a  hot  day's  work — and  only 
one  man  lost. — Poor  Roller !  he  died  a  noble  death.  A  marble 
monument  would  be  erected  to  his  memory  had  he  died  in 
any  other  cause  than  mine.  Let  this  suffice.  {He  wipes  the 
tears  from  his  eyes.)  How  many,  did  you  say,  of  the  enemy 
were  left  on  the  field  ? 
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Schweitzer.  A  hundred  and  sixty  hussars,  ninety-three 
dragoons,  some  forty  chasseurs — in  all  about  three  hundred. 

Charles.  Three  hundred  for  one  !  Every  one  of  you  has 
a  claim  upon  thi^  head.  {He  hares  his  head.)  By  this  uplifted 
dagger !  As  my  soul  liveth,  I  will  never  forsake  you  ! 

Schweitzer.  Swear  not !  You  do  not  know  but  you  may 
yet  be  happy,  and  repent  your  oath. 

Charles.  By  the  ashes  of  my  Roller  !  I  will  never 
forsake  you. 

Enter  Kosinsky. 

KosiNSKY  {aside).  Hereabouts,  they  say,  I  shall  find  him. 
— Ha !  What  faces  are  these  ?  Should  they  be — if  these 
— they  must  be  the  men!  Yes,  'tis  they,  'tis  they! — I 
will  accost  them. 

ScHWARz.     Take  heed !  Who  goes  there  ? 

KosiNSKY.  Pardon,  sirs. — 1  know  not  whether  I  am  going 
right  or  wrong  ? 

Charles.     Suppose  right,  whom  do  you  take  us  to  be  ? 

KosiNSKY.     Men ! 

Schweitzer.  I  wonder,  captain,  whether  we  have  given 
any  proof  of  that  ? 

KosiNSKY.  I  am  in  search  of  men  who  can  look  death  in 
the  face,  and  let  danger  play  around  them  like  a  tamed 
snake ;  who  prize  liberty  above  life  or  honour ;  whose  very 
names,  hailed  by  the  poor  and  the  oppressed,  appal  the 
boldest,  and  make  tyrants  tremble. 

Schweitzer  {to  the  Captain).  I  like  that  fellow. — Hark  ye, 
friend  !     You  have  found  your  men. 

KosiNSKY.  So  I  should  think,  and  I  hope  soon  to  find 
them  brothers. — ^You  can  direct  me  to  the  man  I  am  looking 
for. — 'Tis  your  captain,  the  great  Count  von  Moor. 

Schweitzer  {taking  him  warmly  by  the  hand).  There's  a 
good  lad. — You  and  I  must  be  chums. 

Charles  {coming  nearer).     Do  you  know  the  captain  ? 

KosiNSKY.  Thou  art  he! — in  those  features — that  air — 
who  can  look  at  thee,  and  doubt  it?  {Looks  earnestly  at 
him  for  some  time.)  I  have  always  wished  to  see  the  man 
with  the  annihilating  look,  as  he  sat  on  the  ruins  of  Car- 
thage*.    That  wish  is  realised. 

•  Alluding  to  Caius  Mariiis.     See  Plutarch's  Lives. 
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Schweitzer.     A  mettlesome  fellow ! 

Charles.     And  what  brings  you  to  me  ? 

KosiNSKY.  Oh,  captain !  my  more  than  cruel  fate. — I  hsivo 
suffered  shipwreck  on  the  stormy  ocean  of  the  world; — I  have 
seen  all  my  fondest  hopes  perish ;  and  nought  remains  to  me 
but  a  remembrance  of  the  bitter  past,  which  would  drive 
me  to  madness,  were  I  not  to  drown  it  by  directing  my  ener- 
gies to  new  objects. 

Charles.  Another  arraignment  of  the  ways  of  Provi- 
dence ! — Proceed. 

KosiKSKY.  I  became  a  soldier.  Misfortune  still  followed 
me  in  the  army. — I  made  a  venture  to  the  Indies,  and  my  ship 
was  shivered  on  the  rocks — nothing  but  frustrated  hopes  I 
At  last,  I  heard  tell  far  and  wide  of  your  valiant  deeds, 
INCENDIARISMS,  as  they  called  them,  and  I  came  straightway 
hither,  a  distance  of  thirty  leagues,  firmly  resolved  to  serve 
under  you,  if  you  will  deign  to  accept  my  services. — I  entreat 
thee,  noble  captain,  refuse  me  not ! 

Schweitzer  [ivith  a  leap  into  the  air).  Hurrah !  Hurrah ! 
Our  Eoller  replaced  ten  hundred  fold !  An  out-and-out  bro- 
ther cut- throat  for  our  troop. 

Charles.     What  is  your  name  ? 

KosiNSKT.     Kosinsky. 

Charles.  What?  Kosinsky!  And  do  you  know  that 
you  are  but  a  thoughtless  boy,  and  are  embarking  on  the 
most  weighty  passage  of  your  life  as  heedlessly  as  a  giddy 
girl  ? — You  will  find  no  playing  at  bowls  or  ninepins  here,  as 
you  probably  imagine. 

Kosinsky.  I  understand  you,  sir. — I  am,  'tis  true,  but  four- 
and-twenty  years  old,  but  I  have  seen  swords  glittering,  and 
have  heard  balls  whistling  around  me. 

Charles.  Indeed,  young  gentleman? — And  was  it  for 
this  that  you  took  fencing  lessons,  to  run  poor  travellers 
through  the  body  for  the  sake  of  a  dollar,  or  stab  women  in  the 
back  ?  Go !  go  !  You  have  played  truant  to  your  nurse  be- 
cause she  shook  the  rod  at  you. 

Schweitzer.  Why,  what  the  devil,  captain !  what  are 
you  about? — Do  you  mean  to  turn  away  such  a  Hercules? — 
Does  he  not  look  as  if  he  could  baste  Marechal  Saxe  across 
the  Ganges  with  a  ladle  ? 

Charles.     Because  your  silly  schemes  miscarry,  you  como 
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here  to  turn  rogue  and  assassin !— Murder,  boy,  do  you 
know  the  meaning  of  that  word? — You  may  have  slum- 
bered in  peace  after  cropping  a  few  poppy-heads,  but  to  have 
a  murder  on  your  soul 

KosiNSKY.  All  the  murders  you  bid  me  commit  be  upon 
my  head ! 

Charles.  What!  Are  you  so  nimble-witted ?  Do  you- 
take  measure  of  a  man  to  catch  him  by  flattery?  How 
do  you  know  that  I  am  not  haunted  by  terrific  dreams,  or 
that  I  shall  not  tremble  on  my  death-bed  ?  How  much  have 
you  already  done  of  which  you  have  considered  the  re- 
sponsibility ? 

KosiNSKY.  Very  little,  I  must  confess ;  excepting  this  long 
journey  to  you,  noble  count 

Charles.  Has  your  tutor  let  the  story  of  Eobin  Hood 
get  into  your  hands? — Such  careless  rascals  ought  to  be 
sent  to  the  galleys. — And  has  it  heated  your  childish  fancy, 
and  infected  you  with  the  mania  of  becoming  a  hero  ?  Are 
you  thirsting  for  honour  and  fame?  Would  you  buy  immor- 
tality by  deeds  of  incendiarism? — Mark  me,  ambitious  youth ! 
No  laurel  blooms  for  the  incendiary.  No  triumph  awaits  the 
victories  of  the  bandit — nothing  but  curses,  danger,  death, 
disgrace  ! — Do  you  see  the  gibbet  yonder  on  the  hill  ? 

Spiegel,  {going  up  and  down  indignantly).  Oh,  how 
stupid !  How  abominably,  unpardonably  stupid  !  That 's  not 
the  way  I    I  went  to  work  in  a  very  different  manner. 

KosiNSKY.     What  should  he  fear,  who  fears  not  death  ? 

Charles.  Bravo !  Capital !  You  have  made  good  use 
of  your  time  at  school;  you  have  got  your  Seneca  cleverly 
by  heart. — But,  my  good  friend,  you  will  not  be  able,  with 
these  fine  phrases,  to  cajole  nature  in  the  hour  of  suffering;, 
they  will  never  blunt  the  biting  tooth  of  remorse. — Pon- 
der on  it  well,  my  son  !  {Takes  him  hy  the  hand.)  I  advise 
you  as  a  father. — First  learn  the  depth  of  the  abyss  before 
you  plunge  headlong  into  it.  If  in  this  world  you  can  catch 
a  single  glimpse  of  happiness — moments  may  come  when 
you — awake, — and  then — it  may  be  too  late.  Here  you  step 
out  as  it  were  beyond  the  pale  of  humanity — ^you  must  either 
be  more  than  human  or  a  demon. — Once  more,  my  son  !  if  but 
a  single  spark  of  hope  glimmer  for  you  elsewhere,  fly  this 
fearful  compact,  where  nought  but  despair  enters, — unless  % 
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niglier  wisdom  has  so  ordained  it. — You  may  deceive  yourself 
— believe  me,  it  is  possible  to  mistake  that  for  strength  of 
mind  which  in  reality  is  nothing  more  than  despair. — Take  my 
council !  MINE  !  and  depart  quickly. 

KosTNSKY.  No !  I  will  not  stir.  If  my  entreaties  fail  to 
move  you,  hear  but  the  story  of  my  misfortunes. — And  then, 
you  will  force  the  dagger  into  my  hand  as  eagerly  as  you 
now  seek  to  withhold  it. — Seat  yourselves  awhile  on  the 
grass,  and  listen. 

Charles.     I  will  hear  your  story. 

KosiNSKY.  Know,  then,  that  I  am  a  Bohemian  nobleman. 
By  the  early  death  of  my  father  I  became  master  of  large 
possessions.  The  scene  of  my  domain  was  a  paradise — for  it 
contained  an  angel — a  maid  adorned  with  all  the  charms  of 
blooming  youth,  and  chaste  as  the  light  of  heaven. — But  to 
whom  do  T  talk  of  this  ?  It  falls  unheeded  on  your  ears — ye 
never  loved,  ye  were  never  beloved 

ScawEiTZER.  Gently,  gently!  The  captain  grows  red 
as  fire. 

Charles.  No  more!  I'll  hear  you  some  other  time — 
to  morrow, — or  by  and  by,  or — after  I  have  seen  blood. 

KosiNSKY.  Blood,  blood ! — Only  hear  on !  Blood  will  j&U 
your  whole  soul.  She  was  of  citizen  birth,  a  German — but 
her  look  dissolved  all  the  prejudices  of  aristocracy.  With 
blushing  modesty  she  received  the  bridal  ring  from  my  hand, 
and  on  the  morrow  I  was  to  have  led  my  Amelia  to  the  altar. 
(Charles  rises  suddenly.)  In  the  midst  of  my  intoxicating 
dream  of  happiness,  and  while  our  nuptials  were  preparing, 
an  express  summoned  me  to  court.  I  obeyed  the  summons. 
Letters  were  shown  me,  which  I  was  said  to  have  written,  full 
of  treasonable  matter.  I  grew  scarlet  with  indignation  at  such 
malice ; — they  deprived  me  of  my  sword,  thrust  me  into  prison, 
and  all  my  senses  forsook  me. 

Schweitzer.  And  in  the  mean  time — go  on  !  I  already 
scent  the  game. 

KosiNSKY.  There  I  lay  a  whole  month,  and  knew  not  what 
was  taking  place.  I  was  full  of  anxiety  for  my  Amelia,  who 
I  was  sure  would  suffer  the  pangs  of  death  every  moment  in 
apprehension  of  my  fate.  At  last  the  prime  minister  makes 
his  appearance, — -congratulates  me  in  most  honey-sweet  words 
on  the  establishment  of  my  innocence, — reads  to  me  a  warrant 
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of  discharge, — and  returns  me  my  sword.  I  flev/  in  triumph  to 
mj  castle,  to  the  arras  of  my  iVmelia, — but  she  had  dis- 
appeared! She  had  been  carried  off,  it  was  said,  at  mid 
night,  no  one  knew  whither,  and  no  eye  had  beheld  her  since 
— A  suspicion  instantly  flashed  across  my  mind.  I  rushed  to 
the  capital — I  made  inquiries  at  court — all  eyes  were  upon 
me, — no  one  would  give  me  information. — At  last  1  dis- 
covered her  through  a  grated  window  of  the  palace — she 
threw  me  a  small  billet. 

ScHWEiTZEK.     Did  I  not  say  so  ? 

KosiNSKY.  Death  and  destruction !  The  contents  were 
these!  They  had  given  her  the  choice  between  seeing  me 
put  to  death,  and  becoming  the  mistress  of  the  prince.  In 
the  struggle  between  honour  and  love  she  chose  the  latter, 
and  [with  a  bitter  smile)  I  was  saved. 

Schweitzer.     And  what  did  you  do,  then  ? 

KosiNSKY.  Then  I  stood  like  one  transfixed  by  a  thunder- 
bolt ! — Blood  was  my  first  thought,  blood  my  last ! —Foaming 
at  the  mouth  I  ran  to  my  quarters,  armed  myself  with  a  two- 
edged  sword,  and,  with  all  haste,  rushed  to  the  minister's  house, 
for  he — he  alone — had  been  the  fiendish  pander.  They  must 
have  observed  me  in  the  street,  for,  as  I  w'ent  up,  I  found  all  the 
doors  fastened. — I  searched,  I  inquired. — He  was  gone,  they 
said,  to  the  prince. — I  went  straight  thither,  but  nobody  there 
would  know  any  thing  about  him. — I  return,  force  the  doors, 

find  the  base  wretch,  and  was  on  the  point when  five  or  six 

servants  suddenly  rushed  on  me  from  behind,  and  wrenched 
the  weapon  from  my  hands. 

Schweitzer  (stamping  the  ground).  And  so  the  fellow  got 
off  clear,  and  you  lost  your  labour  ? 

KosiNSKY.  I  was  arrested,  accused,  criminally  prosecuted, 
degraded,  and — mark  this! — transported  beyond  the  frontier, 
as  a  special  favour.  My  estates  were  confiscated  to  the 
minister,  and  Amelia  remained  in  the  clutches  of  the  tiger, 
where  she  weeps  and  mourns  away  her  life,  while  my  ven- 
geance must  keep  a  fast,  and  crouch  submissively  to  the  yoke 
of  despotism. 

Schweitzer  [rising  and  whetting  his  sword).     That  is  grist 
to  our  mill,  captain! — There  is  something  here  for  the  in 
cendiaries ! 

Charles   {xvho  has  been  walking  up  and  down   in  violeitfi. 
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agitation,  with  a  sudden  start  to  the  Robbers.)  I  must 
see  her. — Up !  collect  your  baggage— you'll  stay  with  us, 
Kosinsky ! — Quick,  pack  up  ! 

The  Robbers.     Where  to  ?     What  ? 

Charles.  Where  to?  Who  asks  that  question?  [Fiercely 
to  Schweitzer.)  Traitor,  wouldst  thou  keep  me  back? — 
But,  by  the  hope  for  heaven ! 

Schweitzer.  I,  a  traitor?— Lead  on  to  hell,  and  I  will 
follow  you ! 

Charles  (falling  on  his  neck).  Dear  brother !  thou  shalt 
follow  me. — She  weeps,  she  weeps,  she  mourns  away  her 
life.  Up !  quickly  !  all  of  you !  to  Franconia  !  In  a  week 
we  must  be  there.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  IV. 


Scene  I. — JRural  scenery  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Charles 

VON  Moor  s  castle. 

Charles  von  Moor,  Kosinsky,  at  a  distance. 

Charles.  Go  forward,  and  announce  me.  You  remember 
what  you  have  to  say  ? 

KosiNsiCY.  You  are  Count  Brand,  you  come  from  Mecklen- 
burg. I  am  your  groom. — Do  not  fear,  I  shall  take  care  to 
play  my  part.     Farewell !  [Exit, 

Charles.  Hail  to  thee,  Earth  of  my  Fatherland ! — [Kisses 
the  earth.) — Heaven  of  my  Fatherland! — Sun  of  my  Father- 
land ! — Ye  meadows  and  hills,  ye  streams  and  woods  ! — Hail, 
hail  to  ye  all ! — How  deliciously  the  breezes  are  wafted  from 
my  native  hills  ! — What  streams  of  balmy  perfume  greet  the 
poor  fugitive  ! — Elysium ! — Realms  of  poetry !  —  Stay,  Moor ! 
thy  foot  has  strayed  into  a  holy  temple.    [Comes  nearer.) 

See  there !  the  old  swallow-nests  in  the  castle  yard ! — and 
the  little  garden  gate  ! — and  this  comer  of  the  fence,  where  I 
so  often  watched  in  ambuscade  to  teaze  old  Towzer ! — and  down 
there,  in  the  green  valley,  where,  as  the  great  Alexander,  I  led 
my  I^Jacedonians  to  the  battle  of  Arbela — and  the  grassy 
hillock  yonder,  from  which  I  hurled  the  Persian  satrap — and 
then  waved  on  high  my  victorious  banner !  [He  smiles.)  The 
golden  age  of  l>oyhood  lives  again  in  the  soul  of  the  out-^ast. — 
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I  was  then  so  happy,  so  wholly,  so  cloudlessly  happy — and 
now — behold  all  my  prospects  a  wreck !  Here  should  I  have 
presided,  a  great,  a  noble,  an  honoured  man — here  have  lived 
over  again  the  years  of  boyhood  in  the  blooming  children  of  my 
Amelia — here ! — here  have  been  the  idol  of  my  people — but; 
the  foul  fiend  opposed  it !  (Starting.)  Why  am  I  here  ?  To 
feel  like  the  captive  when  the  clanking  of  his  chains  awakes 
him  from  his  dream  of  liberty. — No,  let  me  return  to  my 
wretchedness ! — The  captive  had  forgotten  the  light  of  day, 
but  the  dream  of  liberty  flashes  past  his  eyes  like  a  blaze  of 
lightning  in  the  night,  which  leaves  it  darker  than  before. — 
Farewell,  ye  native  vales !  once  ye  saw  Charles  as  a  boy,  and 
then  Charles  was  happy. — Now  ye  have  seen  the  man,  his 
happiness  turned  to  despair !  {He  moves  rapidly  towards  the 
7nost  distant  point  of  the  landscape,  ivhere  he  suddenly  stops  and 
casts  a  melancholy  look  across  to  the  castle.)  Not  to  behold 
lier !  not  even  one  look  ? — and  only  a  wall  between  me  and 
Amelia! — No  I  see  her  I  must! — and  him  too! — though  it 
crush  me !  [He  turns  back.)  Father !  father !  thy  son  ap- 
proaches.— Away  with  thee,  black,  reeking  gore !  Away  with 
that  grim,  ghastly  look  of  death !  Oh,  give  me  but  this  one 
hour  free  ! — Amelia !  Father !  thy  Charles  approaches  !  {He 
goes  quickly  towards  the  castle.) — Torment  me  when  the  morning 
dawns — give  me  no  rest  with  the  coming  night — beset  me  in 
frightful  dreams  !  But,  oh  !  poison  not  this  my  only  hour  of 
bliss  !     {He  is  standing  at  the  gate.) — What  is  it  I  feel  ?   What 

means  this,  Moor?     Be  a  man  ! These  death-like  shudders 

— foreboding  terrors [Enters, 

Scene  II ''^. — Gallery  in  the  Castle. 
Enter  Charles  von  Moor,  Amelia. 

Amelia.  And  are  you  sure  that  you  should  know  his 
portrait  among  these  pictures  ? 

Charles.  Oh,  most  certainly !  his  image  has  always  been 
fresh  in  my  memory.  {Passing  along  the  p)ictures.)  This  is 
not  it. 

Amelia.  You  are  right !  —  He  was  the  first  count,  and 
received  his  patent  of  nobility  from  Frederic  Barbarossa,  to 
whom  he  rendered  some  service  against  the  corsairs. 

*  In  some  editions  this  is  the  third  scene,  and  there  is  no  second. 
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Charles  {still  reviewing  the  pictures).  Neither  is  it  this — • 
nor  THIS — nor  that — it  is  not  among  these  at  all. 

Amelia.  Nay !  look  more  attentively !  I  thought  you  knew 
him. 

Charles.  As  well  as  my  own  father !  This  picture  w^ants 
the  sweet  expression  around  the  mouth,  which  distinguished 
him  from  among  a  thousand. — It  is  not  he. 

Amelia.  You  surprise  me.  What !  not  seen  him  for 
eighteen  years,  and  still 

Charles  [quickly,  with  a  hectic  blush).  Yes,  this  is  he !  {He 
stands  as  if  struck  by  lightning,) 

Amelia.     An  excellent  man ! 

Charles  [absorbed  in  the  contemplation  of  the  2yicture). 
Father!  father!  forgive  me  ! — Yes,  an  excellent  man! — [He 
wipes  his  eyes.) — A  godlike  man ! 

Amelia.     You  seem  to  take  a  deep  interest  in  him. 

Charles.  Ch,  an  excellent  man ! — And  he  is  gone,  you 
say? 

Amelia.  Gone !  as  our  best  joys  perish. — (Gently  taking 
him  by  the  hand.)  Dear  sir,  no  happiness  ripens  in  this 
world. 

Charles.  Most  true,  most  true  ! — And  have  you  already 
proved  this  truth  by  sad  experience  ?  You,  who  can  scarcely 
yet  have  seen  your  twenty-third  year  ? 

Amelia.  Yes,  alas,  I  have  proved  it.  Whatever  lives, 
lives  to  die  in  sorrow.  We  engage  our  hearts,  and  grasp 
after  the  things  of  this  world,  only  to  undergo  the  pang  of 
losing  them. 

Charles.     What  can  you  have  lost,  and  yet  so  young  ? 

Amelia.  Nothing — everything — nothing.  —  Shall  we  go 
on, count  *  ? 

Charles.  In  such  haste  ?  Whose  portrait  is  that  on  the 
right?  There  is  an  unhappy  look  about  that  countenance, 
methinks. 

Amelia.  That  portrait  on  the  left  is  the  son  of  the  count, 
the  present  count. — Come,  let  us  pass  on ! 

*  In  the  acting  edition  is  added — 

"Moor.  And  would  you  learn  forgetfulness  in  that  holy  garb 
there  ?     {Pointing  to  a  nun's  habit.) 

"  Amelia.  To-morrow  I  hope  to  do  so. — Shall  we  continue  our  walk^ 
6iv1" 
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Charles.     But  this  portrait  on  the  right? 

Amelia.     Will  you  not  continue  your  walk,  sir  ? 

Charles.  But  this  portrait  on  the  right  hand? — You 
are  in  tears,  Amelia?  [Exit  Amelia,  in  precipitation, 

Charles.  She  loves  me,  she  loves  me ! — Her  whole  being 
began  to  rebel,  and  the  traitor  tears  rolled  down  her  cheeks. — 
She  loves  me  ! — Wretch,  hast  thou  deserved  this  at  her  hands  ? 
Stand  I  not  here  like  a  condemned  criminal  before  the  fatal 
block?  Is  this  the  couch  on  which  we  so  often  sat — where 
I  have  hung  in  rapture  on  her  neck  ?  Are  these  my  ancestral 
halls  ?  ( Overcome  by  the  sight  of  his  father  s  piortrait. )  Thou — 
thou — Flames  of  fire  darting  from  thine  eyes — His  curse — 
His  curse — He  disowns  me — Where  am  I  ? — My  sight  grows 
dim--Horrors  of  the  living  God — 'Twas  I,  'twas  I  that  killed 
my  father !  [He  rushes  off. 

Filter  Francis  von  Moor,  in  deep  thought. 

Francis.  Away  with  that  image  !  Away  with  it !  Craven 
heart!  Why  dost  thou  tremble,  and  before  whom?  Have  I 
not  felt,  during  the  few  hours  that  the  count  has  been  within 
these  walls,  as  if  a  spy  from  hell  were  gliding  at  my  heels. — Me- 
thinks  I  should  know  him !  There  is  something  so  lofty,  so 
familiar,  in  his  wild,  sun-burnt  features,  which  makes  me 
tremble. — Amelia,  too,  is  not  indifferent  towards  him  !  Does 
she  not  dart  eager,  languishing  looks  at  the  fellow — looks  of 
which  she  is  so  chary  to  all  the  world  beside  ? — Did  I  not  see 
her  drop  those  stealthy  tears  into  the  wine,  which,  behind  my 
back,  he  quaffed  so  eagerly  that  he  seemed  to  swallow  the  very 
glass  ?  Yes,  I  saw  it — I  saw  it  in  the  mirror  with  my  own  eyes. 
Take  care,  Francis!  Look  about  you!  Some  destruction- 
brooding  monster  is  lurking  beneath  all  this  !  (He  stops,  with 
a  searching  look,  before  the  portrait  of  Charlies.) 

His  long,  crane-like  neck — his  black,  fire-sparkling  eyes — 
hem !  hem  ! — his  dark,  over-hanging,  bushy  eye-brows.  {Sud- 
denly starting  back.) — Malicious  hell!  dost  thou  send  me 
this  suspicion?  It  is  Charles! — Yes,  all  his  features  are 
reviving  before  me. — It  is  he  ! — despite  his  mask ! — it  is  he ! 
— Death  and  damnation !  (Goes  up  arid  down  with  agitated 
steps.)  Is  it  for  this  that  I  have  sacrificed  my  nights — that 
I  have  mowed  down  mountains  and  filled  up  chasms? — For 
this  that  I  have  turned  rebel  against   all  the  instincts  oi 
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humanity? — To  have  this  vagabond  outcast  blunder  in  at 
last,  and  destroy  all  my  cunningly  devised  fabric.  But 
gently!  gently!  What  .remains  to  be  done  is  but  child's 
play.^Have  I  not  already  waded  up  to  my  very  ears  in 
mortal  sin?  Seeing  how  far  the  shore  lies  behind  me,  it 
would  be  madness  to  attempt  to  swim  back. — To  return  is 
now  out  of  the  question. — Grace  itself  would  be  beggared,  and 
INFINITE  MERCY  bccomo  bankrupt,  were  they  to  be  responsible 
for  all  my  liabilities. — Then  onward  like  a  man  ! — (He  rings 
the  hell.)  Let  him  be  gathered  to  the  spirit  of  his  father,  and 
now  come  on ! — For  the  dead  I  care  not ! — Daniel !  Ho  ! 
Daniel ! — I  'd  wager  a  trifle  they  have  already  inveigled  him 
too  into  the  plot  against  me  !     He  looks  so  full  of  mystery ! 

Enter  Daniel. 

Daniel.     What  is  your  pleasure,  my  master? 

Francis.  Nothing.  Go,  fill  this  goblet  with  wine,  and 
quickly !  {Exit  Daniel.)  Wait  a  little,  old  man  !  I  shall 
find  you  out !  I  will  fix  my  eye  upon  you  so  keenly  that  your 
stricken  conscience  shall  betray  itself  through  your  mask ! 
He  shall  die ! — He  is  but  a  sorry  bungler  who  leaves  his  work 
half  finished,  and  then  looks  on  idly,  trusting  to  chance  for 
what  may  come  of  it. 

Enter  Daniel,  with  the  wine. 

Bring  it  here  !  Look  me  steadfastly  in  the  face  !  How  your 
knees  knock  together !  How  you  tremble !  Confess,  old  man ! 
what  have  you  been  doing  ? 

Daniel.  Nothing,  my  honoured  master,  by  heaven  and  my 
poor  soul ! 

Francis.  Drink  this  wine! — What?  you  hesitate?— 
Out  with  it  quickly !     What  have  you  put  into  the  wine  ? 

Daniel.     Heaven  help  me !  What !  I  in  the  wine  ? 

Francis.  You  have  poisoned  it !  Are  you  not  as  white  as 
snow?  Confess,  confess!  Who  gave  it  you?  The  count? 
Is  it  not  so  ?     The  count  gave  it  you  ? 

Daniel.  The  count?  Jesu  Maria!  The  count  has  not 
given  me  any  thing. 

Francis  [grasping  him  tight).  I  will  throttle  you  till  you 
are  black  in  the  face,  you  hoary-headed  liar !  Nothing  ?  Why, 
then,  are  you  so  often  closeted  together?    He,  and  you,  and 
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Amelia  ?  And  what  are  you  always  whispering  about  ?  Out  with 
it !     "What  secrets,  eh?  what  secrets  has  he  confided  to  you? 

Daniel.  I  call  the  Almighty  to  witness  that  he  has  not 
confided  any  secrets  to  me. 

Francis.  Do  you  mean  to  deny  it  ?  What  schemes  have 
you  been  hatching  to  get  rid  of  me  ?  Am  I  to  be  smothered 
in  my  sleep  ?  or  is  my  throat  to  be  cut  in  shaving  ?  or  am  I 
to  be  poisoned  in  wine  or  chocolate?  Eh?  Out  with  it,  out 
with  it ! — Or  am  I  to  have  my  quietus  administered  in  my 
soup  ? — Out  with  it !  I  know  it  all ! 

Daniel.  May  Heaven  so  help  me  in  the  hour  of  need  as  I 
now  tell  you  the  truth,  and  nothing  but  the  pure,  unvarnished 
truth ! 

Francis.  Well,  this  time  I  will  forgive  you.  But  the 
money!  he  most  certainly  put  money  into  your  purse? 
And  he  pressed  your  hand  more  warmly  than  is  customary? — 
something  in  the  manner  of  an  old  acquaintance  ? 

Daniel.     Never,  indeed,  sir. 

Francis.  He  told  you,  for  instance,  that  he  had  known 
you  before  ? — that  you  ought  to  know  him  ? — that  the  scales* 
would  some  day  fall  from  your  eyes  ?- — that — what  ?  Do  you 
mean  to  say  that  he  never  spoke  thus  to  you  ? 

Daniel.     Not  a  word  of  the  kind. 

Francis.  That  certain  circumstances  restrain'd  him — that 
one  must  sometimes  wear  a  mask  in  order  to  get  at  one's 
enemies — that  he  would  be  revenged,  most  terribly  revenged? 

Daniel.     Not  a  syllable  of  all  this. 

Francis.  What?  nothing  at  all?  Recollect  yourself. — 
That  he  knew  the  old  count  well — most  intimately — that  he 
loved  him — loved  him  exceedingly — loved  him  like  a  son. 

Daniel.  Something  of  that  sort  I  remember  to  have  heard 
him  say. 

Francis  {turning  pale).  Did  he  say  so?  did  he  really? 
How?  let  me  hear?     He  said  he  was  my  brother? 

Daniel  (astonished).  What,  my  master? — He  did  not 
say  that.  But  as  lady  Amelia  was  conducting  him  through 
the  gallery — I  was  just  dusting  the  picture-frames — he  sud- 
denly stood  still  before  the  portrait  of  my  late  master,  and 

*  Used  in  the  sense  of  film.  So  in  Scripture,  Acts  ix.  ver.  18,  ^^  there 
fell  from  hia  eyes  as  it  had  been  scales." 

G  3 
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seemed  thunderstruck.  Lady  Amelia  pointed  it  out,  and 
said,  "  An  excellent  man  ! "  ''  Yes,  a  most  excellent  man ! " 
he  replied,  wiping  a  tear  from  his  eye. 

Francis.  Hark,  Daniel !  You  know  I  have  ever  been  a 
kind  master  to  you ;  I  have  given  you  food  and  raiment,  and 
have  spared  your  labour  in  consideration  of  your  advanced 
age. 

Daniel.  For  which  may  Heaven  reward  you !  and  I,  on 
my  part,  have  always  served  you  faithfully. 

Francis.  That  is  just  what  I  was  going  to  say.  You  have 
never  in  all  your  life  contradicted  me ;  for  you  know"  much 
too  well  that  you  owe  me  obedience  in  all  things,  whatever  I 
may  require  of  you. 

Daniel.  In  all  things  with  all  my  heart,  so  it  be  not 
against  God  and  my  conscience. 

Francis.  Stuff!  nonsense!  Are  you  not  ashamed  of  your- 
self? An  old  man,  and  believe  that  Christmas  tale!  Go, 
Daniel !  that  was  a  stupid  remark.  You  know  that  I  am  your 
master.  It  is  on  me  that  God  and  conscience  will  be  avenged, 
if,  indeed,  there  be  a  God  and  a  conscience. 

Daniel  {clasping  his  hands  together).     Merciful  Heaven ! 

Francis.  By  your  obedience  !  Do  you  understand  that 
word?  By  your  obedience,  I  command  you. — With  to-mor- 
row's dawn  the  count  must  no  longer  be  found  among  the 
living. 

Daniel.     Merciful  Heaven !  and  wherefore  ? 

Francis.  By  your  blind  obedience! — I  shall  rely  upon 
you  implicitly. 

Daniel.  On  me  ?  May  the  blessed  Virgin  have  mercy  on 
me  !     On  me  ?    What  evil,  then,  have  I,  an  old  man,  done  ! 

Francis.  There  is  no  time  now  for  reflection;  your 
fate  is  in  my  hands.  Would  you  rather  pine  away  the  re- 
mainder of  your  days  in  the  deepest  of  my  dungeons,  where 
hunger  shall  compel  you  to  gnaw  your  own  bones,  and  burn- 
ing thirst  make  you  suck  your  own  blood? — Or  would  you 
rather  eat  your  bread  in  peace,  and  have  rest  in  your  old  age? 

Daniel.  What,  my  lord  ?  Peace  and  rest  in  my  old  ago  ? 
And  I  a  murderer  ? 

Francis.     Answer  my  question ! 

Daniel.     My  gray  hairs  !  my  gray  hairs  t 

Francis.     Yes  or  no ! 
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Daniel.     No  !- — God  have  mercy  upon  me ! 

FiiAi^cis  {m  the  act  of  going).  Very  well!  you  shall  have  need 
of  it.     (Daniel  detains  him,  and  falls  on  his  knees  before  him.) 

Daniel.     Mercy,  master !  mercy ! 

Francis.     Yes  or  no ! 

Daniel.  Most  gracious  master!  I  am  this  day  seventy- 
one  years  of  age !  and  have  honoured  my  father  and  my 
mother,  and,  to  the  best  of  my  knowledge,  have  never 
in  the  whole  course  of  my  life  defrauded  any  one  to  the 
value  of  a  farthing, — and  I  have  adhered  to  my  creed  truly 
and  honestly,  and  have  served  in  your  house  four-and-forty 
years,  and  am  now  calmly  awaiting  a  quiet  happy  end. — Oh, 
master !  master !  [violently  clasping  his  knees)  and  would  you 
deprive  me  of  my  only  solace  in  death,  that  the  gnawing 
worm  of  an  evil  conscience  may  cheat  me  of  my  last  prayer  ? 
that  I  may  go  to  my  long  home  an  abomination  in  the  sight  of 
God  and  man  ?  No,  no !  my  dearest,  best,  most  excellent, 
most  gracious  master !  you  do  not  ask  that,  you  cannot  ask 
that,  of  an  old  man  turned  three  score  and  ten ! 

Francis.    Yes  or  no  !    What  is  the  use  of  all  this  palaver? 

Daniel.  I  will  serve  you  from  this  day  forward  more  dili- 
gently than  ever ;  I  will  wear  out  my  old  bones  in  your  service 
like  a  common  day-labourer ;  I  will  rise  earlier,  and  lie  down 
later. — Oh !  and  I  will  remember  you  in  my  prayers  night  and 
morning  ;  and  God  will  not  reject  the  prayer  of  an  old  man. 

Francis.  Obedience  is  better  than  sacrifice.  Did  you 
ever  hear  of  the  hangman  standing  upon  ceremony  when  he 
was  told  to  execute  a  sentence  ? 

Daniel.  That  is  very  true !  but  to  murder  an  innocent 
man — one 

Francis.     Am  I  responsible  to  you  ?     Is  the  axe  to  ques 
tion  the  hangman  why  he  strikes  this  way,  and  not  that  ? — 
But  see  how  forbearing  I  am. — I  offer  you  a  reward  for  per- 
forming what  you  owe  me  in  virtue  of  your  allegiance. 

Daniel.  But,  when  I  sw^ore  allegiance  to  you,  I  at  least 
hoped  that  I  should  be  allowed  to  remain  a  Christian. 

Francis.  No  contradiction  !  Look  you  !  I  give  you  the 
whole  day  to  think  about  it!  Ponder  well  on  it.  Hap- 
piness or  misery. — Do  you  hear — do  you  understand?  The 
extreme  of  happiness,  or  the  extreme  of  misery!  I  can  do 
wonders  in  the  way  of  torture. 
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Daniel  [after  some  reflection).  I  '11  do  it ;  I  will  do  it  to- 
morrow. [Exit, 
Francis.  The  temptation  is  strong,  and  I  should  think  he 
was  not  born  to  die  a  martyr  to  his  faith. — Have  with  you, 
sir  count!  According  to  all  ordinary  calculations,  you  will 
sup  to-morrow  with  old  Beelzebub. — In  these  matters  all  de- 
pends upon  one's  view  of  a  thing ;  and  he  is  a  fool  who  takes 
any  view  that  is  contrary  to  his  own  interest. — A  father  quaffs 
perhaps  a  bottle  of  wine  more  than  ordinary — he  is  in  a  cer  • 
tain  mood — the  result  is  a  human  being,  the  last  thing  that 
was  thought  of  in  the  affair. — Well,  I  too  am  in  a  certain 
mood, — and  the  result  is  that  a  human  being  perishes ;  and 
surely  there  is  more  of  reason  and  purpose  in  this  than  there 
was  in  his  production. —  If  the  birth  of  a  man  is  the  result 
of  an  animal  paroxysm,  who  should  take  it  into  his  head  to 
attach  any  importance  to  the  negation  of  his  birth? — A 
curse  upon  the  folly  of  our  nurses  and  teachers,  who  fill  our 
imaginations  with  frightful  tales,  and  impress  fearful  images 
of  punishment  upon  the  plastic  brain  of  childhood,  so  that 
involuntary  shudders  shake  the  limbs  of  the  man  with  icy 
fear,  arrest  his  boldest  resolutions,  and  chain  his  awaking 
reason  in  the  fetters  of  superstitious  darkness. — Murder! 
What  a  hell  full  of  furies  hovers  around  that  word. — Yet  'tis 
no  more  than  if  Nature  forgets  to  bring  forth  one  man  more 
— or  the  doctor  makes  a  mistake — and  thus  the  whole  phan- 
tasmagoria vanishes.  It  was  something,  and  it  is  nothing. 
— Does  not  this  amount  to  exactly  the  same  thing  as  though 
it  had  been  nothing,  and  came  to  nothing  ;  and  about  nothing 
it  is  hardly  worth  while  to  waste  a  word. — Man  is  made  of 
filth,  and  for  a  time  wades  in  filth,  and  produces  filth,  and 
^  sinks  back  into  filth,  till  at  last  he  fouls  the  boots  of  his 
(^  own  posterity*.  That  is  the  burthen  of  the  song — the  filthy 
M-  cycle  of  human  fate  ;  and  with  that — a  pleasant  journey  to 
you,  sir  brother ! — Conscience,  that  splenetic,  gouty  moralist, 
may  drive  shrivelled  old  drones  out  of  brothels,  and  torture 
usurers  on  their  death-beds — with  me  it  shall  never  more 
have  audience.                                                                   [Eodt, 


*  *'  To  what  base  uses  we  may  return,  Horatio  !  Why  may  not  imagination 
trace  the  noble  dust  of  Alexander,  till  he  find  it  stopping  a  bung- hole  1 " 

Hamlet,  Act  v.  sc.  "l» 
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Scene  III. — Another  Room  in  the  Castle. 

Charles  von  Moor  enters  from  one  side,  Daniel  from  the 

other. 

Charles  (hastily).     Where  is  Lady  Amelia  ? 

Daniel.  Honoured  sir!  permit  an  old  man  to  ask  you 
a  favour. 

Charles.     It  is  granted.     What  is  it  you  ask  ? 

Daniel.  Not  much,  and  yet  all — but  little,  and  yet  a  great 
deal. — Suffer  me  to  kiss  your  hand ! 

Charles.  That  I  cannot  permit,  good  old  man  {embraces 
him),  from  one  whom  I  should  like  to  call  my  father. 

Daniel.     Your  hand,  your  hand !  I  beseech  you. 

Charles.     That  must  not  be. 

Daniel.  It  must !  {He  takes  hold  of  it,  surveys  it  quickly^ 
and  falls  down  before  him.)    Dear,  dearest  Charles  ! 

Charles  {startled;  he  composes  himself,  and  says  in  a  distant 
tone).  What  mean  you,  my  friend  ?     I  don't  understand  you. 

Daniel.  Yes,  you  may  deny  it,  you  may  dissemble  as 
much  as  you  please ! — 'Tis  very  well !  very  well. — For  all 
that  you  are  my  dearest,  my  excellent  young  master. — Good 
Heaven !  that  I,  poor  old  man,  should  live  to  have  the  joy — 
what  a  stupid  blockhead  was  I  that  I  did  not  at  a  glance — oh, 
gracious  powers !  And  you  are  really  come  back,  and  the 
dear  old  master  is  underground,  and  here  you  are  again ! — 
What  a  purblind  dolt  I  was  to  be  sure !  {striking  his  forehead) 
that  I  did  not  on  the  instant — Oh,  dear  me  ! — who  could  have 
dreamt  it ! — What  I  have  so  often  prayed  for  with  tears — Oh, 
mercy  me ! — There  he  stands  again,  as  large  as  life,  in  the  old 
room! 

Charles.  What's  all  this  oration  about  ?  Are  you  in  a 
fit  of  delirium,  and  have  escaped  from  your  keepers ;  or  are 
you  rehearsing  a  stage  player's  part  with  me  ? 

Daniel.  Oh,  fie !  fie ! — It  is  not  pretty  of  you  to  make 
game  of  an  old  servant. — That  scar ! — Eh  I  do  you  remember 
it  ? — Good  Heaven !  what  a  fright  you  put  me  into — I  always 
loved  you  so  dearly ;  and  what  misery  you  might  have  brought 
upon  me — ^You  were  sitting  in  my  lap — do  you  remember  ? — 
there,  in  the  round  chamber. — Has  all  that  quite  vanished 
from  your  memory — and  the  cuckoo  too,  that  you  were  so  fond 
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of  listening  to  ? — Only  think !  tlie  cuckoo  is  broken,  broken  all 
to  shivers — old  Susan  smashed  it  in  sweeping  the  room — yes, 
indeed,  and  there  you  sat  in  my  lap,  and  cried,  "Cockhorse  ! " 
and  I  ran  off  to  fetch  your  wooden  horse — Mercy  on  me! 
what  business  had  I,  thoughtless  old  fool,  to  leave  you  alone  ? 
— and  how  I  felt  as  if  I  were  in  a  boiling  caldron  when  I 
heard  you  screaming  in  the  passage ;  and,  when  I  rushed  in, 
there  was  your  red  blood  gushing  forth,  and  you  lying  on 
the  ground. — Oh,  by  the  Blessed  Virgin !  did  I  not  feel  as  if 
a  bucket  of  icy  cold  water  was  emptied  all  over  me?— but  so 
it  happens,  unless  one  keeps  all  one's  eyes  upon  children. — 
Good  Heaven !  if  it  had  gone  into  your  eye ! — Unfortunately 
it  happened  to  be  the  right  hand — "As  long  as  I  live," 
said  I,  "  never  again  shall  any  child  in  my  charge  get  hold 
of  a  knife  or  scissors,  or  any  other  edge  tool." — 'Twas  lucky 
for  me  that  both  my  master  and  mistress  were  gone  on  a 
journey — "  Yes,  yes !  this  shall  be  a  warning  to  me  for  the 
rest  of  my  life,"  said  I — Gemini,  Gemini !  I  might  have  lost 
my  place,  I  might — God  forgive  jon,  you  naughty  boy — but, 
thank  Heaven !  it  healed  fairly,  all  but  that  ugly  scar. 

Charles.  I  do  not  comprehend  one  word  of  all  that  you 
are  talking  about. 

Daniel.  Eh?  eh?  that  was  the  time!  was  it  not?  How 
many  a  ginger  cake,  and  biscuit,  and  macaroon,  have  I  slipped 
into  your  hands — I  was  always  so  fond  of  you.  And  do  you 
recollect  what  you  said  to  me  down  in  the  stable,  when  I  put 
you  upon  old  master's  hunter,  and  let  you  scamper  round  the 
great  meadow?  "Daniel!"  said  you,  "  only  wait  till  I  am 
grown  a  big  man,  and  you  shall  be  my  steward,  and  ride  in 
the  coach  with  me." — "  Yes,"  said  I,  laughing,  "  if  Heaven 
grants  me  life  and  health,  and  you  are  not  ashamed  of  the  old 
man,"  I  said,  "  I  shall  ask  you  to  let  me  have  the  little 
house  down  in  the  village,  that  has  stood  empty  so  long;  and 
then  I  will  lay  in  a  few  butts  of  good  wine,  and  turn  publican 
in  my  old  age." — Yes,  you  may  laugh,  you  may  laugh ! — Eh, 
young  gentleman,  have  you  quite  forgotten  all  that? — You  do 
not  want  to  remember  the  old  man,  so  you  carry  yourself 
strange  and  loftily ; — but,  you  are  my  jewel  of  a  young  master, 
for  all  that. — You  have,  it  is  true,  been  a  little  bit  wild — 
don't  be  angry  ! — as  young  blood  is  apt  to  be  I — All  may  be 
well  yet  in  the  end. 
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Chakles  {falls  on  his  neck).  Yes !  Daniel '  I  will  no 
longer  hide  it  from  you !  I  am  your  Charles,  your  lost 
Charles !     And  now  tell  me,  how  does  my  Amelia  ? 

Daniel  {begins  to  cry).  That  I,  old  sinner,  should  live  to 
have  this  happiness — and  my  late  blessed  master  wept  so 
long  in  vain  ! — Begone,  begone,  hoary  old  head !  Ye  weary 
bones,  descend  into  the  grave  with  joy !  My  lord  and  master 
lives  ! — my  own  eyes  have  beheld  him ! 

Charles.  And  he  mil  keep  his  promise  to  you — Take 
that,  honest  greybeard,  for  the  old  hunter  {forces  a  heavy 
purse  upon  him).     I  have  not  forgotten  the  old  man. 

Daniel.  How  ?  What  are  you  doing  ?  Too  much !  You 
have  made  a  mistake. 

Charles.  No  mistake,  Daniel !  (Daniel  is  about  to  throw 
himself  on  his  knees  before  him.)  Rise !  Tell  me,  how  does 
my  Amelia  ? 

Daniel.  Heaven  reward  you  !  Heaven  reward  you  !  Oh 
gracious  me! — Your  Amelia  will  never  survive  it,  she  will 
die  for  joy ! 

Charles  {eagerly).     She  has  not  forgotten  me  then  ? 

Daniel.  Forgotten  you  ?  How  can  you  talk  thus  ?  For- 
gotten you,  indeed! — You  should  have  been  there,  you  should 
have  seen  how  she  took  on,  when  the  news  came  of  your 
death,  which  his  honour  caused  to  be  spread  abroad 

Charles.     What  do  you  say  ?  my  brother 

Daniel.  Yes,  your  brother ;  his  honour,  your  brother — 
another  day  I  will  tell  you  more  about  it,  when  we  have  time 
— and  how  cleverly  she  sent  him  about  his  business  when  he 
came  a  wooing  every  blessed  day,  and  offered  to  make  her  his 
countess.  Oh,  I  must  go ;  I  must  go  and  tell  her ;  carry  her 
the  news  {is  about  to  run  off). 

Charles.  Stay !  stay !  she  must  not  know — nobody  must 
know,  not  even  my  brother 

Daniel.  Your  brother?  No,  on  no  account;  he  must  not 
know  it !  Certainly  not ! — If  he  know  not  already  more  than 
he  ought  to  know. — Oh,  I  can  tell  you,  there  are  wicked  men, 
wicked  brothers,  wicked  masters ; — but  I  would  not  for  all  my 
master  s  gold  be  a  wicked  servant. — His  honour  thought  you 
were  dead. 

Charles.     Humph !     What  are  you  muttering  about  ? 

Daniel  {in  a  half-suppressed  voice).     And  to  be  sure  when 
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a  man  rises  from  the  dead  thus  uninvited — your  brother  was 
the  sole  heir  of  our  late  master 

Charles.  Old  man ! — what  is  it  you  are  muttering  be- 
tween your  teeth,  as  if  some  dreadful  secret  were  hovering 
on  your  tongue  which  you  fear  to  utter,  and  yet  ought?  Out 
with  it ! 

Daniel.  But  I  would  rather  gnaw  my  old  bones  with 
hunger,  and  suck  my  own  blood  for  thirst,  than  gain  a  life 
of  luxury  by  murder.  [Exit  hastily. 

Charles  [starting  up,  after  a  terrible  pause).  Betrayed! 
Betrayed!      It  flashes   upon   my   soul   like  lightning! — A 

FIENDISH  TRICK  ! A  MURDERER  AND  A  ROBBER  through  ficud- 

like  machinations  ! — Calumniated  by  him ! — My  letters  falsi- 
fied, suppressed! — his  heart  full  of  love! — Oh,  what  a  mon- 
strous fool  was  T! — His  fatherly  heart  full  of  love! — oh, 
villainy,  villainy  ! — It  would  have  cost  me  but  once  kneeling 
at  his  feet — a  tear  would  have  done  it — oh  blind,  blind  fool 
that  I  was! — [running  up  against  the  wall).  I  might  have 
been  happy — oh  villainy,  villainy ! — Knavishly,  yes,  knavishly 
cheated  out  of  all  happiness  in  this  life !  (He  runs  up  and 
doivn  in  a  rage)  A  murderer,  a  robber,  all  through  a  knavish 
trick ! — He  w^as  not  even  angry ! — Not  a  thought  of  cursing 
ever  entered  his  heart. — Oh,  miscreant !  inconceivable,  hypo- 
critical, abominable  miscreant ! 

Enter  Kosinsky. 

KosiNSKY.  Well,  captain,  where  are  you  loitering  ?  What 
is  the  matter  ?  You  are  for  staying  here  some  time  longer,  I 
perceive  ? 

Charles.  Up !  Saddle  the  horses !  Before  sunset  wo 
must  be  over  the  frontier ! 

Kosinsky.     You  are  joking. 

Charles  {in  a  commanding  tone).  Quick !  quick !  delay 
not !  leave  every  thing  behind  !  and  let  no  eye  see  you ! 

{Exit  Kosinsky.) 
I  fly  from  these  walls.  The  least  delay  might  drive  me 
raving  mad ;  and  he  my  father's  son  !  — Brother !  brother ! 
thou  hast  made  me  the  most  miserable  wretch  op  earth;  I 
never  injured  thee;  this  was  not  brotherly.— Eeap  the  fruits 
of  thy  crime  in  quiet,  my  presence  shall  no  longer  embitter 
thy  enjoyment — but,  surely,  this  was  not  acting  like  a  brother. 

\ 
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May  oblivion  shroud  thy  misdeed  for  ever,  and  death  not  bring 
*t  back  to  light. 

Enter  Kosinsky. 

KosiNSKY.  The  horses  are  ready  saddled,  you  can  mount 
as  soon  as  you  please. 

Charles.  Why  in  such  haste  ?  Why  so  urgent  ?  Shall 
I  see  her  no  more  ? 

KosiNSKY.  I  will  take  off  the  bridles  again,  if  you  wish 
it ;  you  bade  me  hasten  head  over  heels. 

Charles.  One  more  farewell !  one  more  !  I  must  drain 
this  poisoned  cup  of  happiness  to  the  dregs,  and  then — Stay, 
Kosinsky !  Ten  minutes  more — behind,  in  the  castle  yard — 
and  we  gallop  off. 

Scene  IV. — In  the  Garden. 

Amelia.  "You  are  in  tears,  Amelia?" — These  were  his 
very  words — and  spoken  with  such  expression — such  a  voice ! 
— ohjit  summoned  up  a  thousand  dear  remembrances ! — scenes 
of  past  delight,  as  in  my  youthful  days  of  happiness,  my  golden 
spring-tide  of  love. — The  nightingale  sung  again  with  the 
same  sweetness,  the  flowers  breathed  the  same  delicious 
fragrance,  as  when  I  used  to  hang  enraptured  on  his  neck-^ — 
Ha !  false,  perfidious  heart !  And  dost  thou  seek  thus  art- 
fully to  veil  thy  perjury  ? — No,  no !  begone  for  ever  from- 
my  soul,  thou  sinful  image  !■: — I  have  not  broken  my  oath,  thou 
only  one!  Avaunt,  from  my  soul,  ye  treacherous,  impious 
wishes !  In  the  heart  where  Charles  reigns,  no  son  of  earth 
may  dwell. — But  why,  my  soul,  dost  thou  thus  constantly,  thus 
obstinately  turn  towards  this  stranger  ?  Does  he  not  cling 
to  my  heart  in  the  very  image  of  my  only  one  ?  Is  he  not  his 
inseparable  companion  in  my  thoughts  ? — '*  You  are  in  tears, 
Amelia?" — Ha!  let  me  fly  from  him! — fly! — never  more 
shall  my  eyes  behold  this  stranger ! 

[Charles  opens  the  garden  gate, 

Amelia  [starting).  Hark!  hark!  did  I  not  hear  the 
gate  creak?  [She  perceives  Charles,  and  starts  up.)  He? — 
whither? — what? — I  am  rooted  to  the  spot, — I  cannot  fly! — ► 

*  Here,  in  the  acting  edition,  is  added,  "Assuredly,  if  the  spirits  of  the 
departed  wander  among  the  living,  then  must  this  stranger  be  Charles'a 
•ngel." 
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Forsake  me  not,  good  Heaven ! — No !  thou  shalt  not  tear  me 
from  my  Charles ! — My  soul  has  no  room  for  two  deities,  I  am 
but  a  mortal  maid !  [She  draws  the  picture  of  CbabJuES  from 
her  bosom.)  Thou,  my  Charles !  be  thou  my  guardian  angel 
against  this  stranger,  this  invader  of  our  loves  !  At  thee  will  I 
look,  at  thee,  nor  turn  away  my  eyes — nor  cast  one  sinful  look 
towards  him !     (She  sits  silent,  her  eyes  fixed  upon  the  picture,) 

Chakles.  You  here.  Lady  Amelia? — and  so  sad?  and  a 
tear  upon  that  picture? — (Amelia  gives  him  no  answer,) — 
And  who  is  the  happy  man,  for  whom  these  silver  drops  fall 

from  an  angels  eyes?    May  I  be  permitted  to  look  at 

(He  endeavours  to  look  at  the  picture.) 

Amelia.     No — yes — no ! 

Chakles  (starting  hack).  Ha! — and  does  he  deserve  to 
be  so  idolized  ?     Does  he  deserve  it  ? 

Amelia.     Had  jou  but  known  him ! 

Charles.     I  should  have  envied  him. 

Amelia.     Adored,  you  mean. 

Charles.     Ha! 

Amelia.  Oh,  you  would  so  have  loved  him ! — there  was  so 
much,  so  much  in  his  face — in  his  eyes — in  the  tone  of  his 
voice, — which  was  so  like  yours — that  I  love  so  dearly  ! — 
(Charles  casts  his  eyes  down  to  the  ground.) — Here,  where  you 
are  standing,  he  has  stood  a  thousand  times — and  by  his  side 
one  who,  by  his  side,  forgot  heaven  and  earth.  Here  his 
eyes  feasted  on  nature's  most  glorious  panorama, — which, 
as  if  conscious  of  his  approving  glance,  seemed  to  increase  in 
beauty  under  the  approbation  of  her  masterpiece. — Here  he 
held  the  audience  of  the  air  captive  with  his  heavenly  music. 
— Here,  from  this  bush,  he  plucked  roses,  and  plucked  those 
roses  for  me. — Here,  here,  he  lay  on  my  neck ;  here  he  im- 
printed burning  kisses  on  my  lips,  and  the  flowers  hung  their 
heads  with  pleasure  beneath  the  foot-tread  of  the  lovers  *. — 

*  In  the  acting  edition,  the  scene  changes  materially  at  this  point,  and 
the  most  sentimental  part  of  the  whole  drama  is  transformed  into  the 
most  voluptuous.  The  stage  direction  here  is, — '*  (They  give  way  to  their  trains- 
^orts  without  controul,  and  mingle  their  kisses.  Moor  hangs  in  ecstasy  on 
her  lips,  while  she  sinks  half  delirious  on  the  couch.)  0  Charles  I  now 
avenge  thyself;  my  vow  is  broken. 

Moor  (tearing  himself  away  from  her,  as  if  in  frenzy).  Can  this  be  hell 
that  still  pursues  me  !     (Gazing  on  her.)     I  felt  so  happy  ! 

Amelia  (perceiving  the  Hng  upon  her  finger,  starts  ttp  from  the  couch)^ 
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Charles.     He  is  no  more  ? 

Amelia.  He  sails  on  troubled  seas — Ailielia's  love  sails 
with  him. — He  wanders  through  pathless,  sandy  deserts — 
Amelia  s  love  clothes  the  burning  sand  with  verdure,  and  the 
barren  shrubs  with  flowers. — Southern  suns  scorch  his  bare 
head,  northern  snows  pinch  his  feet,  tempestuous  hail  beats 
down  on  his  temples,  but  Amelia's  love  lulls  him  to  sleep  in 
the  midst  of  the  storm. — Seas,  and  mountains,  and  skies, 
divide  the  lovers — but  their  souls  rise  above  this  prison- 
house  of  clay,  and  meet  in  the  paradise  of  love. — You  appear 
sad,  count  ? 

Charles.     These  words  of  love  rekindle  my  love. 

What !  Art  thou  still  there — on  that  guilty  hand  1 — Witness  of  my  perjury. 
— Away  with  thee  !  (She  pulls  the  ring  from  her  finger,  and  gives  it  to 
Charles.)  Take  it — take  it,  beloved  seducer!  and  with  it  what  I  hold 
MOST  SACRED — take  MY  ALL — my  Charles  !     {She  falls  hack  upon  the  couch.) 

Moor  (changes  colour).  0  thou  Most  High !  Was  this  thy  Almighty 
will  1  It  is  the  very  ring  I  gave  her  in  pledge  of  our  mutual  faith. — Hell 
be  the  grave  of  love  !  She  has  returned  my  ring  ! 

Amelia  (terrified).  Heavens !  What  is  the  matter  ? — Your  eyes  roll 
wildly,  and  your  lips  are  pale  as  death  ! — Ah !  woe  is  me.  And  are  the 
pleasures  of  thy  crime  so  soon  forgotten  1 

Moor  (suppressing  his  emotion).  'Tis  nothing!  —  Nothing  I  (Raising 
his  eyes  to  heaven.)  I  am  still  a  man  !  (He  takes  off  his  07vn  ring,  and  puts 
it  on  Amelia's  finger.)  In  return  take  this  !  sweet  fury  of  my  heart  !— 
And  with  it  what  I  hold  most  sacred — take  my  all — my  Amelia ! 

Amelia  (starting  up).     Your  Amelia  ! 

Moor  (mournfully).  Oh,  she  was  such  a  lovely  maiden,  and  faithful  as 
an  angel. — When  we  parted,  we  exchanged  rings,  and  vowed  eternal  con- 
stancy.— She  heard  that  I  was  dead — believed  it — yet  remained  constant  to 
the  dead. — She  heard  again  that  I  was  living — yet  became  faithless  to  the 
living.  I  flew  into  her  arms — was  happy  as  the  blest  in  Paradise. — Think 
what  my  heart  was  doomed  to  feel,  Amelia ! — She  gave  me  back  my  ring — 
she  took  her  own. 

Amelia  (her  eyes  fixed  on  the  earth  in  amazement).  'Tis  strange,  most 
strange  ! — ^'Tis  horrible ! 

Moor.  Ay,  strange  and  horrible ! — My  child,  there  is  much — ay,  much 
for  man  to  learn,  ere  his  poor  intellect  can  fathom  the  decrees  of  Him  who 
smiles  at  human  vows  and  weeps  at  human  projects.  My  Amelia  is  an  un- 
fortunate maiden ! 

Amelia.     Unfortunate  !  Because  she  rejected  you  1 

Moor.     Unfortunate. — Because  she  embraced  the  man  she  betrayed, 

Amelia  (with  melancholy  tenderness).  Oh,  then,  she  is  indeed  unfortunate  ! 
From  my  soul  I  pity  her ! — She  shall  be  my  sister.  But  there  is  anotbcar 
and  a  better  world." 
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Amelia  (^afe).  What?  You  love  another?  Alas!  what 
have  I  said  ? 

Charles.  She  believed  me  dead,  and  in  my  supposed 
death  she  remained  faithful  to  me — she  heard  again  that 
I  was  alive,  and  she  sacrificed  for  me  the  crown  of  a  saint. 
— She  knows  that  I  am  wandering  in  deserts,  and  roaming 
about  in  misery,  yet  her  love  follows  me  on  wings  through 
deserts  and  through  misery.  Her  name,  too,  like  yours,  is 
Amelia. 

Amelia.     How  I  envy  your  Amelia ! 

Charles.  Oh,  she  is  an  unhappy  maid.  Her  love  is  fixed 
upon  one  who  is  lost — and  it  can  never — never  be  rewarded. 

Amelia.  Say  not  so  !  It  will  be  rewarded  in  heaven.  Is 
it  not  agreed  that  there  is  a  better  world,  where  mourners 
rejoice,  and  where  lovers  meet  again  ? 

Charles.  Yes,  a  world  where  the  veil  is  lifted — ^where 
the  phantom  love  will  make  terrible  discoveries  — Eternity 
is  its  name. — My  Amelia  is  an  unhappy  maid. 

Amelia.     Unhappy,  and  loves  you  ^^-  ? 

Charles.  Unhappy,  because  she  loves  me !  What  if  I 
were  a  murderer?  How,  lady  Amelia,  if  your  lover  could 
reckon  you  up  a  murder  for  every  one  of  your  kisses  ?  Woe 
to  my  Amelia !     She  is  an  unhappy  maid. 

Amelia  {gaily  rising).  Ha !  what  a  happy  maid  am  I ! 
My  only  one  is  a  reflection  of  Deity,  and  Deity  is  mercy  and 
compassion !  He  could  not  bear  to  see  a  fly  suffer. — His  soul 
is  as  far  from  every  thought  of  blood  as  the  sun  is  from  the 
moon.  (Charles  suddenly  turns  away  into  a  thicket,  and 
looks  wildly  out  into  the  landscape,  Amelia  sings,  playing  the 
guitar.) 

*  In  the  acting  edition  the  scene  closes  with  a  different  denouement. 
Amelia  here  says,  "  Are  all  unhappy  who  love  you,  and  bear  the  name  of 
Amelia  1 

"  Charles.  Yes,  all — when  they  think  they  embrace  an  angel,  and  find 
in  their  arms — A  murderer. — Alas,  for  my  Amelia!  She  is  indeed  unfor- 
tunate. 

'^  Amelia  {with  an  expression  of  deep  affliction).     Oh,  I  must  weep  for  her. 

"  Charles  (grasping  Jier  handy  and  j^ointing  to  the  ring).     Weep  for 

THYSELF. 

"Amblia  {recognizing  the  ring).  Charles!  Charles!  0  heaven  and 
earth !     {She  sinks  fainting ;  the  scene  closes.)" 
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Oh !  Hector,  wilt  thou  go  for  evermore, 

Where  fierce  Achilles,  on  the  blood-stained  shore, 

Heaps  countless  victims  o'er  Patroclus'  grave  ? 
Who  then  thy  hapless  orphan  boy  will  rear. 
Teach  him  to  praise  the  gods  and  hurl  the  spear. 

When  thou  art  swallowed  up  in  Xanthus'  wave  ? 

Charles  {silently  tunes  the  guitar,  and  plays). 
Beloved  wife ! — stern  duty  calls  to  arms — 
Go,  fetch  my  lance  !  and  cease  those  vain  alarms ! 

[He  flings  the  guitar  away,  and  rushes  off. 

Scene  V. — A  neighbouring  forest. — Night, — An  old  ruined 
.  castle  in  the  centre  oj  the  scene. 

The  hand  of  Robbers  encamjoed  on  the  ground. 
The  Robbers  singing. 

To  rob,  to  kill,  to  wench,  to  fight, 

Our  pastime  is,  and  daily  sport; 
The  gibbet  claims  us  morn  and  night, 

So  let 's  be  jolly,  time  is  short. 
A  merry  life  we  lead,  and  free, 

A  life  of  endless  fun ; 
Our  couch  is  'neath  the  greenwood  tree, 
Through  wind  and  storm  we  gain  our  fee. 

The  moon  we  make  our  sun. 
Old  Mercury  is  our  patron  true, 
And  a  capital  chap  for  helping  us  through. 
To-day  we  make  the  abbot  our  host, 

The  farmer  rich  to-morrow ; 
And  where  we  shall  get  our  next  day's  roast, 

Gives  us  nor  care  nor  sorrow. 

And,  when  with  Rhenish  and  rare  Moselle 

Our  throats  we  have  been  oiling, 
Our  courage  burns  with  a  fiercer  swell. 
And  we  're  hand  and  glove  with  the  Lord  of  Hell, 

Who  down  in  his  flames  is  broiling. 
For  fathers  slain  the  orphans'  cries, 

The  widowed  mothers'  moan  and  wail, 
Of  brides  bereaved  the  whimpering  sighs. 

Bike  music  sweet,  our  ears  regale. 
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Beneath  the  axe  to  see  them  writhe, 
Bellow  Uke  calves,  fall  dead  like  flies ; 

Such  bonny  sights,  and  sounds  so  blithe, 
With  rapture  fill  our  ears  and  eyes. 

And  when  at  last  our  death-knell  rings — 

The  devil  take  that  hour ! 
Payment  in  full  the  hangman  brings, 

And  off  the  stage  we  scour. 
On  the  road  a  glass  of  good  liquor  or  so, 
Then  hip  !  hip  !  hip !  and  away  we  go ! 

Schweitzer.  The  night  is  far  advanced,  and  the  captain 
has  not  yet  returned. 

Raz.  And  yet  he  promised  to  be  back  before  the  clock 
struck  eight. 

Schweitzer.  Should  any  harm  have  befallen  him,  com- 
rades, wouldn't  we  kindle  fires!  ay,  and  murder  sucking 
babes  ? 

Spiegel,  {takes  Eazmann  aside),  A  word  in  your  ear, 
Razmann ! 

ScHWARZ  {to  Grimm).     Should  we  not  send  out  scouts  ? 

Grimm.  Let  him  alone  !  He  no  doubt  has  some  feat  in 
hand  that  will  put  us  to  shame. 

Schweitzer.  Then  you  are  out,  by  old  Harry !  He  did 
not  part  from  us  like  one  that  had  any  masterpiece  of  roguery 
in  view. — Have  you  forgotten  what  he  said  as  he  marched  us 
across  the  heath? — ''  The  fellow  that  takes  so  much  as  a  tur- 
nip out  of  a  field,  if  I  know  it,  leaves  his  head  behind  him,  as 
true  as  my  name  is  Moor." — We  dare  not  plunder. 

Raz.  [aside  to  Spiegelberg).  What  are  you  driving  at? — 
Speak  plainer. 

Spiegel.  Hush  !  hush  ! — I  know  not  what  sort  of  a  notion 
you  and  I  have  of  liberty,  that  we  should  toil  under  the  yoke 
like  bullocks  while  we  are  marking  such  wonderful  fine  speeches 
about  independence. — I  like  it  not. 

Schweitzer  {to  Grimm).  What  crotchet  has  that  swag- 
gering booby  got  in  his  numskull,  I  wonder? 

Raz.  {aside  to  Spiegelberg).  Is  it  the  captain  you 
mean  ? 

Spiegel.  Hush !  I  tell  you  ;  hush ! — He  has  got  his 
eaves-droppers  all  around  us. — Captain,  did  you  say  ?    Who 
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made  him  captain  over  us  ?— Has  he  not,  in  fact,  usurped  that 
title,  which  by  right  belongs  to  me? — ^What?  Is  it  for  this 
that  we  stake  our  lives — that  we  endure  all  the  splenetic 
caprices  of  fortune — that  we  may  in  the  end  congratulate  our- 
selves upon  being  the  serfs  of  a  slave  1 — Serfs  !  When  we 
might  be  princes  ?— By  heaven  !  Eazmann, — I  could  never 
brook  it, 

Schweitzer  {overhearing  him — to  the  others).  Yes — there  's 
a  hero  for  you !  He  is  just  the  man  to  do  mighty  execution 
upon  frogs  with  stones. — The  very  breath  of  his  nostrils,  when 
he  sneezes,  would  blow  you  through  the  eye  of  a  needle. 

Spiegel,  {to  Eazmann).  Yes — and  for  years  I  have  been 
intent  upon  it  There  must  be  an  alteration,  Eazmann. — If 
you  are  the  man  I  always  took  you  for — Eazmann ! — He  is 
missing — he  is  almost  given  up — Eazmann — methinks  his 
hour  is  come. — What  ?  does  not  the  colour  so  much  as  mount 
to  your  cheek  when  you  hear  the  chimes  of  liberty  ringing 
in  your  ears? — Have  you  not  courage  enough  to  take  the 
hint? 

Eaz.  Ha !  Satan !  What  bait  art  thou  spreading  for  my 
soul? 

Spiegel.  Does  it  take  ? — Good !  then  follow  me  !  I  have 
marked  in  what  direction  he  slunk  off. — Come  along !  a  brace 
of  pistols  seldom  fail;  and  then — we  shall  be  the  first  to 
strangle  sucking  babes.     {He  endeavours  to  draiv  him  off.) 

Schweitzer  {enraged,  draws  his  sword).  Ha  !  caitiff !  I 
have  overheard  you ! — You  remind  me,  at  the  right  moment, 
of  the  Bohemian  forest ! — Were  not  you  the  coward  that  began 
to  quail  when  the  cry  arose,  "  The  enemy  is  coming  ! "  I  then 
swore  by  my  soul — {They  fight,  Spiegelberg  is  killed.)  To 
the  devil  with  thee,  assassin ! 

EoBBERs  {in  agitation).  Murder !  murder ! — Schweitzer ! 
—Spiegelberg ! — Part  them ! 

Schweitzer  {throwing  the  sword  on  the  body).  There  let  him 
rot !  Be  still,  my  comrades  ! — Don't  let  such  a  trifle  disturb 
you. — The  brute  has  always  been  inveterate  against  the  captain, 
and  has  not  a  single  scar  on  his  whole  body. — Once  more,  be 
still. — Ha,  the  scoundrel  ! — He  would  stab  a  man  behind  his 
back — sculk  and  murder !  Is  it  for  this  that  the  hot  sweat 
has  poured  down  us  in  streams  ?  that  w^e  may  sneak  out  of  tho 
world  at  last  like  contemptible  wretches  !     The  brute !     Is  it 

H 
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for  this  that  we  have  lived  in  fire  and  brimstone  ?  To  perish  at 
last  like  rats  ? 

Grimm.  But  what  the  devil,  comrade,  were  you  after  ? — 
What  were  you  quarrelling  about? — The  captain  will  be  furious. 

Schweitzer.  Be  that  on  my  head. — And  you,  wretch! 
[to  Kazmann)  you  were  his  accomplice,  you ! — Get  out  of  my 
sight ! — Schufterle  was  another  of  your  kidney,  but  he  has  met 
his  deserts  in  Switzerland — has  been  hanged,  as  the  captain 
prophesied. (A  shot  is  heard.) 

ScHWARz  {jumping  up).  Hark!  a  pistol  shot!  [Another 
shot  is  heard.)     Another ! — Hallo  !  the  captain ! 

Grimm.  Patience !  If  it  be  he,  there  will  be  a  third. 
[The  third  shot  is  heard.) 

ScHWARz.  'Tis  he !  'Tis  the  captain  ! — Absent  yourself 
awhile,  Schweitzer — till  we  explain  to  him  !     (They  fire.) 

Enter  Charles  von  Moor  and  Kosinsky. 

Schweitzer  [running  to  meet  them).  Welcome,  captain. — I 
have  been  somewhat  choleric  in  your  absence.  [He  conducts 
him  to  the  corpse.)  Be  you  judge  between  him  and  me. — He 
meant  to  waylay  and  assassinate  you. 

Robbers  [in  consternation).     What  ?  the  captain  ? 

Charles  {after  fixing  his  eyes  for  some  time  upon  the 
corpse,  with  a  sudden  hurst  of  feeling).  Oh,  incomprehensible 
finger  of  the  avenging  Nemesis ! — Was  it  not  he  whose  siren 
song  seduced  me  to  be  what  I  am  ? — Let  this  sword  be  conse- 
crated to  the  dark  goddess  of  retribution ! — That  was  not  thy 
deed,  Schweitzer. 

Schweitzer.  By  Heaven,  it  was  mine,  though  !  and,  as  the 
devil  lives,  it  is  not  the  worst  deed  I  have  done  in  my  time. 
(Turns  away  moodily.) 

Charles  {absorbed  in  thought).  I  comprehend  —  Great 
Ruler  in  heaven — I  comprehend. — The  leaves  fall  from  the 
trees,  and  my  autumn  is  come. — Remove  this  object  from  my 
sight !     (The  corpse  of  Spiegelberg  is  carried  out.) 

Grimm.  Give  us  your  orders,  captain !  What  shall  we  do 
next? 

Charles.  Soon— very  soon — all  will  be  accomplished. — 
Hand  me  my  lute — I  have  lost  myself  since  I  have  been 
there. — My  lute,  I  say — I  must  nurse  up  my  strength 
again. — Leave,  me  ! 
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Robbers.     Tis  midnight,  captain. 

Charles.  They  were  only  stage  tears  after  all. — Let  mo 
bring  to  memory  the  song  of  the  old,  Roman,  that  my  slum- 
bering genius  may  wake  up  again. — Hand  me  my  lute. — Mid- 
night, say  you  ? 

ScHWARz.  Yes,  and  past  too !  Our  eyes  are  as  heavy  as 
lead.     For  three  days  we  have  not  slept  a  wink. 

Charles.  What?  does  balmy  sleep  visit  the  eyes  of  mur- 
derers ?  Why  doth  it  flee  mine  ?  I  never  was  a  coward,  nor 
a  villain. — Lay  yourselves  to  rest. — At  day-break  we  march. 

Robbers.  Good  night,  captain.  {They  stretch  themselves 
on  the  ground  and  fall  asleep.) 

Profound  silence.     Charles  von  Moor  takes  up  his  guitar^ 

and  plays, 

Brutus. 

Oh,  be  ye  welcome,  realms  of  peace  and  rest ! 

Receive  the  last  of  all  the  sons  of  Rome  ! 
From  dread  Philippics  field,  where  all  the  best 

Fell  bleeding  in  her  cause,  I  wearied  come. — 
Cassius,  no  more ! — And  Rome  now  prostrate  laid  i 

My  brethren  all  lie  weltering  in  their  gore ! 
No  refuge  left  but  Hades'  gloomy  shade ; 

No  hope  remains  ! — No  world  for  Brutus  more ! 

C^SAR. 

Who 's  he  that,  with  a  hero's  lofty  bearing. 

Comes  striding  o'er  yon  mountain's  rocky  bed? 
Unless  my  eyes  deceive,  that  noble  daring 

Bespeaks  the  Roman  warrior's  fearless  tread. — 
Whence,  son  of  Tiber,  do  thy  footsteps  bend  ^ 

Say,  stands  the  seven-hill'd  city  firmly  yet  ? 
No  Caesar  there,  to  be  the  soldier's  friend ! 

Full  oft  has  he  that  orphan'd  city  wept, 

Brutus. 

Ha !  thou  of  three-and-twenty  wounds !   Avaunt ! 

Thou  unblest  shade,  what  calls  thee  back  to  light! 
Down  with  thee,  down,  to  Pluto's  deepest  haunt, 

And  shroud  thy  form  in  black,  eternal  night. 
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Proud  mourner !  triumph  not  to  learn  our  tall ! 

Philippi's  altars  reek  with  freedom's  blood ! 
The  bier  of  Brutus  is  Rome's  funeral  pall ; 

He  Minos  seeks. — Hence  to  thy  Stygian  Flood ! 

C^SAK. 

That  death-Stroke,  Brutus,  which  thy  weapon  hurl'd  ! — 

Thou,  too,  Brutus  ? — that  thou  shouldst  be  my  foe  !— 
Oh,  son  ! — It  was  thy  father ! — Son  ! — The  world 

Was  thine  by  heritage ! — Now  proudly  go, 
Well  mayst  thou  claim  to  be  the  chief  in  glory, 

'Twas  thy  fell  sword  that  pierced  thy  father's  heart  \ 
Now  go —and  at  yon  gates  relate  thy  story — 
Say  Brutus  claims  to  be  the  chief  in  glory, 

'Twas  his  fell  sword  that  pierced  his  father's  heart ! 
Go — Now  thou  'rt  told  what  staid  me  on  this  shore, — 
Grim  ferryman,  push  off,  and  swiftly  ply  thine  oar. 

Brutus. 

Stay,  father,  stay ! — Within  the  whole  bright  round 

Of  Sol's  diurnal  course  I  knew  but  one 
Who  to  compare  with  Caesar  could  be  found ; 

And  that  one,  Caesar,  thou  didst  call  thy  son ! 
'Twas  only  Caesar  could  destroy  a  Rome — 

Brutus  alone  that  Caesar  could  withstand — 
Where  Brutus  lives,  must  Caesar  die  ! — Thy  home 

Be  far  from  mine. — I  '11  seek  another  land. 

[He  lays  down  his  guitar,  and  walks  to  and  fro 
in  deep  meditation. 

Who  will  give  me  certainty  ? — All  is  so  dark — a.  confused 
labyrinth — no  outlet — no  guiding  star. — Were  but  all  to  end 
with  this  last  gasp  of  breath. — To  end,  like  an  empty  puppet- 
show. — But  why  then  this  burning  thiest  after  happiness? 
Wherefore  this  ideal  of  unattained  perfection?  This 
LOOKING  TO  AN  HEREAFTER  for  the  fulfilment  of  our  hopes  ? — 
If  the  paltry  pressure  of  this  paltry  thing  [putting  a  pistol 
to  his  head)  makes  the  wise  man  and  the  fool — the  coward 
and  the  brave — the  noble  and  the  villain,  equal?— the  har- 
mony which  pervades  the  inanimate  world  is  so  divinely  per- 
fect— why,  then,  should  there  be  such  discord  in  the  Intel- 
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lectual  ? — No !  no  !  there  must  be  something  beyond,  for  I 
have  not  yet  attained  to  happiness. 

Think  ye  that  I  will  tremble,  Spirits  of  my  slaughtered 
victims? — No,  I  will  not  tremble.  {Trembling  violently.) — 
The  shrieks  of  your  dying  agonies — your  black,  convulsive 
features — your  ghastly  bleeding  wounds — what  are  they  all 
but  links  of  one  indissoluble  chain  of  destiny,  which  hung 
upon  the  temperament  of  my  father,  the  life's  blood  of  my 
mother,  the  humours  of  my  nurses  and  tutors,  and  even  upon 
the  holiday  pastimes  of  my  childhood  ! — {Shaking  with  horror.) 
Why  has  my  Perillus  made  of  me  a  brazen  bull,  whose  burn- 
ing entrails  yearn  after  human  flesh?  {He  lifts  the  pistol 
again  to  his  head?) 

Ttmf.  a>-b  eternity  I^linked  together  by  a  single  instant ! 
— Fearful  key,  which  locks  behind  me  the  prison-house  of  life, 
and  opens  before  me  the  habitations  of  eternal  night — tell 
me — oh,  tell  me — whither — whither  wilt  thou  lead  me  ? — 
Strange,  unexplored  land! — Humanity  is  unnerved  at  the 
fearful  thought,  the  elasticity  of  our  finite  nature  is  para- 
lyzed, and  fancy,  that  wanton  ape  of  the  senses,  juggles  our 
credulity  with  appalling  phantoms. — No  !  no  !  a  man  must  be 
firm. — %Q  what  thou  wilt,  thou  undefined  futurity,  so  I 
remain  but  true  to  myself. — Be  what  thou  wilt,  so'  I  but  take 
this  inward  self  hence  with  me. — External  forms  are  but  the 
trappings  of  the  man. — My  heaven  or  my  hell  is  within. 
~  What  if  Thou  shouldst  doom  me  to  be  sole  inhabitant  of 
some  burnt-out  world,  which  Thou  hast  banished  from  thy 
sight,  where  darkness  and  never-ending  desolation  were  all 
my  prospect — then  would  my  creative  brain  people  the  silent 
waste  with  its  own  images,  and  I  should  have  Eternity  for 
leisure  to  unravel  the  complicated  picture  of  universal  wretch- 
edness.— Or  wilt  Thou  make  me  pass  through  ever-repeated 
births,  and  ever-changing  scenes  of  misery,  stage  by  stage  * — 
to  annihilation?  Can  I  not  burst  asunder  the  life-threads 
woven  for  me  in  another  world,  as  easily  as  I  do  these  ? — Thou 
mayest  reduce  me  into  Nothing — But  Thou  canst  not  taka 
from  me  this  power.     {He  loads  the  'pistol,  and  then  suddenly 

*  This  and  other  passages  will  remind  the  reader  of  Cato's  soliloquy, 
*'  It  must  be  so,  Plato ;  thou  reasonest  well."  But  the  whole  bears  a  strong 
ffesemblance  to  Hamlet's  "  To  be  or  not  to  be ;" — and  some  passages  iw 
Mea<surefor  Measure,  Act  iii.  sc  \ 
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pauses.) — And  shall  I  then  rush  into  death  from  a  coward  fear 
of  the  ills  of  life  ? — Shall  I  yield  to  misery  the  palm  of  victory- 
over  myself? — No!  I  will  endure  it!  (He  flings  the  'pistol 
away.)  Misery  shall  blunt  its  edge  against  my  pride!— Be 
my  destiny  fulfilled !     (It  grows  darker  and  darker.) 

Hermann  (coming  through  the  forest).  Hark !  hark !  the 
owl  screeches  horribly — the  village  clock  strikes  twelve — 
Well,  well — villainy  is  asleep — no  listeners  in  these  wilds. 
(JSe  goes  to  the  castle  and  knocks.)  Come  forth,  thou  man 
of  sorrow!  tenant  of  this  miserable  dungeon! — thy  meal 
awaits  thee. 

Charles  {stepping  gently  hack,  unperceived).  What  means 
this? 

Voice  (from  within  the  castle).  Who  knocks  ?  Is  it  you> 
Hermann,  my  raven  ? 

Hermann.  Yes,  'tis  Hermann,  your  raven. — Come  to  the 
grating  and  eat.  {Owls  are  screeching,) — Your  night  com 
panions  make  a  horrid  noise,  old  man  ! — Do  you  relish  your 
repast  ? 

Voice.  Yes — I  was  very  hungry.  Thanks  ta  Thee,  thou 
merciful  sender  of  ravens,  for  this  thy  bread  in  the  wilder- 
ness ! — And  how  is  my  dear  child,  Hermann  ? 

Hermann.  Hush ! — hark ! — A  noise  like  snoring ! — Don't 
you  hear  'something  ? 

Voice.     What?     Do  you  hear  any  thing? 

Hermann.  'Tis  the  whistling  of  the  wind  through  the 
crannies  of  the  tower — a  serenading  which  makes  one's  teeth 
chatter,  and  one's  nails  turn  blue.  Hark  I  'tis  there  again — I 
still  fancy  I  hear  snoring. — You  have  company,  old  man. 
— Ugh !  ugh  !  ugh  ! 

Voice.     Do  you  see  any  thing  ? 

Hermann.  Farewell, — farewell; — this  is  a  fearful  place. 
Go  down  into  your  hole — thy  deliverer,  thy  avenger  is  above 
— Oh!  accursed  son!     {Is  about  to  fly.) 

Charles  {stepping  forth  with  horror).     Stand  ! 

Hermann  [screaming).     Oh,  me  *  ! 

*  In  the  acting  edition,  Hermann,  instead  of  this,  says,— 

'Tis  one  of  his  spies,  for  certain. — I  have  lost  all  fear  {draws  his  sword). 

Villain,  defend  yourself  I  You  have  a  man  hefore  you. 

Moor.     I  '11  have  an  answer  {strikes  the  sword  out  of  his  hand).     What 

boots  this   childish  sword-ilayl     Didst  thou  not  speak  of  vengeance?— 
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Charles.     Stand !  I  say. 

Hebmann.     Woe!  woe!  woe!  now  all  is  discovered! 

Charles.  Speak!  Who  art  thou?  W^hat  brought  thee 
here  ?    Speak ! 

Hermann.  Mercy,  mercy!  gracious  sir! — Hear  but  one 
word  before  you  kill  me. 

Charles  {drawing  his  sword).     What  am  I  to  hear? 

Hermann.  'Tis  true,  he  forbade  me  at  the  peril  of  my 
life — but  I  could  not  help  it — I  dare  not  do  otherwise — ^a 
God  in  heaven — ^your  own  venerable  father  there — ^pity  for 
him  overcame  me. — Kill  me,  if  you  will ! 

Charles  There  's  some  mystery  here — Out  with  it ! — 
Speak!  I  must  know  all. 

Voice  (from  the  castle).  Woe  !  woe  !  Is  it  you,  Hermann, 
that  are  speaking  ?     To  whom  are  you  speaking,  Hermann  ? 

Charles.  Some  one  else  down  there? — What  is  the 
meaning  of  all  this  ?  (Runs  towards  the  castle. )  Is  it  some 
prisoner  w^hom  mankind  have  cast  off?— I  will  loosen  his 
chains. — Voice !    Speak !    Where  is  the  door  ? 

Vengeance  belongs  especially  to  me — of  all  men  on  earth. — Who  dares  inter- 
fere with  my  vocation  ] 

Hermann  {starts  lack  in  affright).  By  Heaven  !  That  man  was  not 
bom  of  woman. — His  touch  withers  like  the  stroke  of  death. 

Voice.     Alas,  Hermann  !  to  whom  are  you  speaking  % 

Moor.  What !  still  those  sounds'? — What  is  going  on  there ?  {Runs  to- 
ivards  the  toiver.)  Some  horrible  mystery,  no  doubt,  lies  concealed  in  that 
tower.     This  sword  shall  brmg  it  to  light. 

Hermann  {comes  forward  trembling).  Terrible  stranger !  art  thou  the 
demon  of  this  fearful  desert — or  perhaps  one  of  the  ministers  of  that  un- 
fathomable retribution  who  make  their  circuit  in  this  lower  world,  and  take 
account  of  all  the  deeds  of  darkness  ] — Oh  !  if  thou  art,  be  welcome  to  this 
tower  of  horrors ! 

Moor.  Well  guessed,  wanderer  of  the  night !  You  have  divined  my 
function — Exterminating  Angel  is  my  name — but  I  am  flesh  and  blood  like 
thee. — Is  this  some  miserable  wretch,  cast  out  of  men,  and  buried  in  this 
dungeon  1  I  will  loosen  his  chains. — Once  more,  speak  !  thou  voice  of  terror  I 
Where  is  the  door  ] 

Hermann.  As  soon  could  Satan  force  the  gates  of  heaven  as  thou  that 
door. — Retire,  thou  man  of  might !  The  genius  of  the  wicked  is  beyond 
the  ordinary  powers  of  man. 

Moor.  But  not  the  craft  of  robbers.  (Re  takes  some  pass-keys  from  his 
pocket.)  For  once  I  thank  Heaven  I've  learnt  that  craft!  These  keys 
would  mock  hell's  foresight.  {He  takes  a  key,  and  opens  the  gate  of  the  tower. 
An  old  man  comes  from  below,  emaciated  like  a  skeleton.  Moor  springs  hack 
with  affrighi.)     Horrible  spectre  !  my  father  I 
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Hermann.  Oh,  have  mercy,  sir — seek  no  farther,  I  entreat 
— for  mercy's  sake  desist !     {He  stops  his  way.) 

Charles.     Locks,  bolts,  and  bars,  away ! — It  must  come 

out. Now,  FOR  THE  FIRST  TIME,  COmO  tO  my  aid,  THIEFCRAFT ! 

{He  opens  the  grated  iron  door  rvith  housebreaking  tools, — An 
Old  Man,  reduced  to  a  skeleton^  comes  up  from  below.) 

The  Old  Man.     Mercy  on  a  poor  wretch !  Mercy ! 

Charles  {starts  hack  in  terror).  That  is  my  father's 
voice  ! 

Old  Moor.  I  thank  thee,  merciful  Heaven !  The  hour 
of  deliverance  has  arrived. 

Charles.  Shade  of  the  aged  Moor !  what  has  disturbed 
thee  in  thy  grave  ?  Has  thy  soul  left  this  earth  charged  with 
some  foul  crime  that  bars  the  gates  of  paradise  against  thee  ? 
— Say? — I  will  have  masses  read,  to  send  thy  wandering 
spirit  to  its  home. — Hast  thou  buried  in  the  earth  the  gold 
of  widows  and  orphans,  that  thou  art  driven  to  wander  howl- 
ing through  the  midnight  hour^?  I  will  snatch  the  hidden 
treasure  from  the  clutches  of  the  infernal  dragon,  though  he 
should  vomit  a  thousand  red-hot  flames  upon  me,  and  gnash 
his  sharp  teeth  against  my  sword.  Or  comest  thou,  at  my 
request,  to  reveal  to  me  the  mysteries  of  eternity? — Speak, 
thou !  speak !  I  am  not  the  man  to  blanch  with  fear ! 

Old  Moor.  I  am  not  a  spirit. — Touch  me — I  live — but 
oh !  a  life  indeed  of  misery ! 

Charles.     What !  hast  thou  not  been  buried  ? 

Old  Moor.  I  was  buried — that  is  to  say,  a  dead  dog  lies  in 
the  vault  of  my  ancestors,  and  I  have  been  pining  for  three 
long  moons  in  this  dark  and  loathsome  dungeon,  where  no  sun 
beam  shines,  no  warm  breeze  penetrates,  where  no  friend 
is  seen,  where  the  hoarse  raven  croaks  and  owls  screech  their 
midnight  concert 

Charles.     Heaven  and  earth!     Who  has  done  this? 

Old  Moor.  Curse  him  not ! — 'Tis  my  son,  Francis,  who 
did  this 

Charles.     Francis  ?  Francis  ? — Oh,  eternal  chaos  ! 

Ol]>  Moor.    Jf  thou  art  a  man,  and  hast  a  human  heart — 


*'  Or,  if  thou  hast  ujmoaided  in  thy  life 
Extorted'  treasure  in  the  womb  of  earth, 
For  wliich,  they  say,  you  spirits  oft  walk  in  death.''' 

Hamlet,  Act  i.  sc.  1. 
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oil!  my  unknovvn  deliverer — then  listen  to  a  fathers  miseries 
which  his  own  sons  have  heaped  upon  him. — For  three  long 
moons  I  have  moaned  my  pitiful  tale  to  these  flinty  walls — 
but  all  my  answer  was  an  empty  echo,  which  seemed  to  mock 
my  w^ailings. — Therefore,  if  thou  art  a  man,  and  hast  a 
human  heart 

Charles.  That  appeal  might  move  even  wild  beasts  to 
pity. 

Old  Moor.  I  lay  upon  a  sick  bed,  and  had  scarcely  begun 
to  recover  a  little  strength,  after  a  dangerous  illness,  w^hen 
a  man  w^as  brought  to  me,  who  pretended  that  my  first-born 
had  fallen  in  battle.  He  brought  a  sword  stained  with  his  blood, 
and  his  last  farewell — and  said  that  my  curse  had  driven  him 
into  battle,  and  death,  and  despair. 

Charles  (turning  away  in  violent  agitation).  The  light 
breaks  in  upon  me  ! 

Old  Moor.  Hear  me  on  !  I  fainted  at  the  dreadful  news. 
— They  must  have  thought  me  dead ;  for,  when  I  recovered 
my  senses,  I  was  already  in  my  coffin,  shrouded  like  a 
corpse. — I  scratched  against  the  lid. — It  was  opened — 
'twas  in  the  dead  of  night — my  son  Francis  stood  before  me — 
**  What !  "  said  he,  with  a  tremendous  voice,  "  wilt  thou  then 
live  for  ever  ?  " — and  with  this  he  slammed  to  the  lid  of  the 
coffin.  The  thunder  of  these  words  bereft  me  of  my  senses ; 
when  I  awoke  again,  I  felt  that  the  coffin  was  in  motion, 
and  being  borne  on  wheels. — At  last  it  was  opened — I  found 
myself  at  the  entrance  of  this  dungeon — my  son  stood  before 
me,  and  the  man,  too,  who  had  brought  me  the  bloody  sword 
from  Charles. — I  fell  at  my  son's  feet,  and  ten  times  I  embraced 
his  knees,  and  wept,  and  conjured,  and  supplicated, — but 
the  supplications  of  a  father  reached  not  his  flinty  heart. 

**  Down  with  the  old  carcase!"  said  he,  with  a  voice  of 
thunder,  "  he  has  lived  too  long ;" — and  I  was  thrust  down 
without  mercy,  and  my  son  Francis  closed  the  door  upon  me. 

Charles.  Impossible  ! — impossible  !  Your  memory  or 
your  senses  deceive  you. 

Old  Moor. — Oh,  that  it  were  so  ! — But  hear  me  on,  and 
restrain  your  rage !  There  I  lay  for  twenty  hours,  and  not 
a  soul  cared  for  my  misery.  No  human  footstep  treads  this 
solitary  wild,  for  'tis  commonly  believed  that  the  ghosts  of 
my  ancestors  drag  clanking  chains  through  these  ruins,  and 
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chant  their  funeral  dirge  at  the  hour  of  midnight. — At  last 
1  heard  the  door  creak  again  on  its  hinges :  this  man  opened 
it,  and  brought  me  bread  and  water.  He  told  me  that  I  had 
been  condemned  to  die  of  hunger,  and  that  his  life  was  in 
danger  should  it  be  discovered  that  he  fed  me. — Thus  has 
mj  miserable  existence  been  till  now  sustained — ^but  the  un- 
ceasing cold — the  foul  air  of  my  filthy  dungeon — my  incurable 
grief — have  exhausted  my  strength,  and  reduced  my  body  to  a 
skeleton. — ^A  thousand  times  have  I  implored  Heaven,  with 
tears,  to  put  an  end  to  my  sufferings — but  doubtless  the  mea- 
sure of  my  punishment  is  not  fulfilled, — or  some  happiness 
must  be  yet  in  store  for  me,  for  which  he  deigns  thus  mi- 
raculously to  preserve  me. — But  I  suffer  justly — my  Charles! 
my  Charles !  — and  before  there  was  even  a  gray  hair  on  his 
head ! 

Charles.  Enough !  Eise  !  ye  stocks,  ye  lumps  of  ice ! 
ye  lazy  unfeeling  sleepers !  Up !  will  none  of  you  awake  ? 
[He  fires  a  pistol  over  their  heads.) 

The  Bobbers  [starting  up).  Ho  !  hallo !  hallo !  what  is 
the  matter? 

Charles.  Has  not  that  tale  shaken  you  out  of  your  sleep? 
'Tis  enough  to  break  the  sleep  eternal !  See  here,  see  here ! 
The  laws  of  the  world  have  become  mere  dice-play;  the 
bonds  of  nature  are  burst  asunder;  the  Demon  of  Discord 
has  broken  loose,  and  stalks  abroad  triumphant ;  the  Son  has 
slain  his  Father! 

The  Robbers.     What  does  the  captain  say  ? 

Charles.  Slain  1  did  I  say? — No,  that  is  too  mild  a  term ! 
A  son  has  a  thousandfold  broken  his  own  father  on  the  wheel, — 
impaled,  racked,  flayed  him  alive! — but  all  these  words  are  too 
feeble  to  express  what  would  make  sin  itself  blush,  and  canni- 
bals shudder.  For  ages,  no  devil  ever  conceived  a  deed  so 
horrible. — His  own  father ! — but  see,  see  him  !  he  has  fainted 
away! — His  own  father — the  son — into  this  dungeon — cold 
— naked — hungry — athirst — Oh !  see,  I  pray  you,  see  ! — 'tis 
my  own  father,  in  very  truth  it  is. 

The  Robbers  [come  runninrj  and  surround  the  old  man). 
Your  father?     Yours? 

Schweitzer  [approaches  him  reverently,  and  falls  on  hii 
knees  before  him).  Father  of  my  captain !  let  me  Idss  thy 
feet !     My  dagger  is  at  thy  command. 
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Charles.  Revenge,  revenge,  revenge  !  thou  horribly  in- 
jured, profaned  old  man  !  Thus,  from  this  moment,  and  for 
ever,  I  rend  in  twain  all  ties  of  fraternity.  {He  rends  his 
garment  from  top  to  bottom.)  Here,  in  the  face  of  heaven 
I  curse  him — curse  every  drop  of  blood  which  flows  in  his 
veins  !  Hear  me,  O  moon  and  stars  !  and  thou  black  canopy 
of  night,  that  lookest  down  upon  this  horror! — Hear  me, 
thrice  terrible  avenger!  Thou  who  reignest  above  yon  pallid 
orb,  who  sittest  an  avenger  and  a  judge  above  the  stars,  and 
dartest  thy  fiery  bolts  through  darkness  on  the  head  of  guilt ! 
Behold  me  on  my  knees — behold  me  raise  this  hand  aloft  in 
the  gloom  of  night — and  hear  my  oath — and  may  nature  vomit 
me  forth  as  some  horrible  abortion  from  out  the  circle  of  her 
works,  if  I  break  that  oath ! — Here  I  swear  that  I  will 
never  more  greet  the  light  of  day,  till  the  blood  of  that  foul 
parricide,  spilt  upon  this  stone,  reeks  in  misty  vapour  towards 
heaven.     [He  rises,) 

Robbers.  'Tis  a  deed  of  hell !  After  this,  who  shall 
call  us  villains  ? — No  !  by  all  the  dragons  of  darkness  ^  we 
never  have  done  any  thing  half  so  horrible. 

Charles.  True !  and  by  all  the  fearful  groans  of  those 
whom  your  daggers  have  despatched — of  those  who  on  that 
terrible  day  were  consumed  by  fire,  or  crushed  by  the  falling 
tower — no  thought  of  murder  or  rapine  shall  be  harboured  in 
your  breast,  till  every  man  among  you  has  dyed  his  garments 
scarlet  in  this  monster's  blood. — It  never,  I  should  think,  en- 
tered your  dreams,  that  it  would  fall  to  your  lot  to  execute 
the  great  decrees  of  Heaven  ?  The  tangled  web  of  our  destiny 
is  unravelled !  To-day,  to-day,  an  invisible  power  has  ennobled 
our  craft !  Worship  Him  who  has  called  you  to  this  high 
destiny,  who  has  conducted  you  hither,  and  deemed  ye  worthy 
to  be  the  terrible  angels  of  his  inscrutable  judgments !  Un- 
cover your  heads  !  Bow  down  and  kiss  the  dust,  and  rise  up 
sanctified.     (They  kneel.) 

Schweitzer.  Now,  captain,  issue  your  commands !  What 
shall  we  do? 

Charles.  Rise,  Schweitzer !  and  touch  these  sacred  locks ! 
(Leading  him  to  his  father,  and  putting  a  lock  of  hair  in  his 
hand.)  Do  you  remember  still,  how  you  cleft  the  skull  of 
that  Bohemian  trooper,  at  the  moment  his  sabre  was  descend- 
ing on  my  head,  and  I  had  sunk  down  on  my  knees,  brea^hlese 
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and  exhausted? — 'Twas  then  I  promised  thee  a  reward  that 
should  be  right  royal.  But  to  this  hour  I  have  never  been 
able  to  discharge  that  debt. — 

Schweitzer.  You  swore  that  much  to  me,  't  is  true ;  but 
let  me  call  you  my  debtor  for  ever ! 

Charles.  No  ;  now  will  I  repay  thee.  Schweitzer !  No 
mortal  has  yet  been  honoured  as  thou  shalt  be. — I  appoint 
thee  avenger  of  my  father's  wrongs  !     (Schweitzer  rises.) 

Schweitzer.  Mighty  captain  !  this  day  you  have,  for  the 
first  time,  made  me  truly  proud ! — Say,  when,  where,  how 
shall  I  smite  him  ? 

Charles.  The  minutes  are  sacred — You  must  hasten  to 
the  work. — Choose  the  best  of  the  band,  and  lead  them 
straight  to  the  count's  castle!  Drag  him  from  his  bed, 
though  he  sleep,  or  lie  folded  in  the  arms  of  pleasure! — 
Drag  him  from  the  table,  though  he  be  drunk! — Tear  him  from 
the  crucifix,  though  he  lie  on  his  knees  before  it !  But 
mark  my  words — I  charge  thee,  deliver  him  into  my  hands 
alive! — I  will  hew  that  man  to  pieces,  and  feed  the  hungry 
vultures  with  his  flesh,  who  dares  but  graze  his  skin,  or 
injure  a  single  hair  of  his  head !  I  must  have  him  whole. 
Bring  him  to  me  whoie  and  alive,  and  a  million  shall  be  thy 
reward.  I'll  plunder  kings  at  the  risk  of  my  life,  but  thou 
shalt  have  it,  and  go  free  as  ^r. — Thou  hast  my  purpose — 
see  it  done  ! 

Schweitzer.  Enough,  captain  ! — here  is  my  hand  upon 
it.  You  shall  see  both  of  us,  or  neither. — Come,  Schweitzer's 
destroying  angels,  follow  me !     [Exit  with  a  troop.) 

Charles.  The  rest  of  you  disperse  in  the  forest— I 
remain  here. 


ACT  V. 

Scene  I. — A  vista  of  rooms. — Dark  night 

Enter  Daniel,  with  a  lantern  and  a  bundle. 

Daniel.  Farewell,  dear  home! — How  many  happy  days 
have  I  enjoyed  within  these  walls,  while  my  old  master  lived. — 
Tears  to  thy  memory,  thou  whom  the  grave  has  long 
eince  devoured! — He  deserves  this  tribute  from  an  old  ser 
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vant. — His  roof  was  the  asylum  of  orphans,  the  refuge  of 
the  destitute,  but  this  son  has  made  it  a  den  of  murderers. — 
Farewell,  thou  dear  floor !  How  often  has  old  Daniel  scrubbed 
thee ! — Farewell,  dear  stove,  old  Daniel  takes  a  heavy  leave 
of  thee. — All  things  had  grown  so  familiar  to  thee, — thou  wilt 
feel  it  sorely,  old  Eleazar. — But  Heaven  preserve  me  through 
grace  from  the  wiles  and  assaults  of  the  Tempter. — Empty  I 
came  hither — empty  I  will  depart, — but  my  soul  is  saved !  [Se 
is  in  the  act  of  going  out,  when  he  is  met  by  Francis,  rushing 
in,  in  his  dressing- goivn.)  Heaven  help  me! — Master!  {He 
puts  out  his  lantern.) 

Francis.  Betrayed !  betrayed  !  The  spirits  of  the  dead 
are  vomited  from  their  graves — The  realm  of  death,  shaken^ 
out  of  its  eternal  slumber,  roars  at  me,  "Murderer!  mur*- 
DERER !  " — Who  moves  there  ? 

Daniel  {frightened).  Help,  holy  Virgin!  help!  Is  it 
you,  my  gracious  master,  whose  shrieks  echo  so  terribly 
through  the  castle  that  every  one  is  aroused  out  of  his  sleep  ? 

Francis.  Sleep  !  And  who  gave  thee  leave  to  sleep  ?  Go, 
get  lights !  {Exit  Daniel. — Enter  another  servant.)  No  one 
shall  sleep  at  this  hour. — Do  you  hear? — All  shall  be  awake 
— in  arms — let  the  guns  be  loaded ! — Did  you  not  see  them 
rushing  through  yon  vaulted  passages? 

Servant.     See  whom,  my  lord? 

Francis.  Whom?  you  dolt,  slave! — And  do  you,  witb 
a  cold  and  vacant  stare,  ask  me  whom?  Have  they  not 
beset  me  almost  to  madness? — Whom?  blockhead!  whom? 
— Ghosts  and  demons  ! — How  far  is  the  night  advanced  ? 

Servant.     The  watch  has  just  called  two. 

Francis.  What!  will  this  eternal  night  last  till  dooms- 
day?— Did  you  hear  no  tumult  near? — no  shout  of  victory?' 
— no  trampling  of  horses? — Where  is  Char — ^the  Count,  I 
would  say? 

Servant.     I  know  not,  my  lord. 

Francis.  You  know  not?  x\nd  are  you  too  one  of  his 
gang? — 111  tread  your  villain's  heart  out  through  your  ribs, 
for  that  infernal  '  I  know  not ! ' — Begone,  fetch  the  minister  t 

Servant.     My  lord ! 

Francis.     What!     Do   you   grumble?     Do   you   demur? 
Exit  servant  hastily.)    Do  my  very  slaves  conspire  against 
mo^     Heaven,  earth,  and  hell— all  conspire  against  me! 
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DiNiEL  {returns  ivith  a  lighted  candle).     My  lord! 

Francis.  Who  said  I  trembled  ?  No !  —  't  was  but  a 
dream. — The  dead  still  rest  in  their  graves! — Tremble!  or 
pale  ? — No,  no  !     I  am  calm — quite  tranquil. 

Daniel.  You  are  as  pale  as  death,  my  lord ;  your  voice 
is  weak  and  faltering. 

Francis.  I  am  somewhat  feverish.  When  the  minister 
comes,  be  sure  you  say  I  am  in  a  fever.  Say  that  I  intend 
to  be  bled  in  the  morning. 

Daniel.  Shall  I  give  you  some  drops  of  the  balsam  of 
life  on  sugar? 

Francis.  Yes,  balsam  of  life  on  sugar !  The  minister  will 
not  be  here  just  yet.  My  voice  is  weak  and  faltering.  Give 
me  of  the  balsam  of  life  on  sugar ! 

Daniel.  Let  me  have  the  keys,  I  will  go  down  to  the 
closet  and  get  it 

Francis.  No!  no!  no! — Stay! — or  I  will  go  with  you. — 
You  see  I  must  not  be  left  alone ! — How  easily  I  might,  you 
see — faint — if  I  should  be  left  alone.  Never  mind,  never 
mind !     It  will  pass  off — you  must  not  leave  me. 

Daniel.     Indeed,  sir,  you  are  ill,  very  ill. 

Francis.  Yes,  just  so,  just  so,  nothing  more. — And  illness, 
you  know,  bewilders  the  brain,  and  breeds  strange  and  madden- 
ing dreams. — What  signify  dreams? — Dreams  come  from  the 
stomach,  and  cannot  signify  anything. — Is  it  not  so,  Daniel  ?  I 
had  a  very  comical  dream  just  now.     {He  sinks  down  fainting.) 

Daniel.  Oh,  merciful  Heaven !  what  is  this? — George ! — 
Conrad! — Sebastian!  — Martin ! — Give  but  some  sign  of  life  ! 
(Shaking  him,) — Oh,  the  blessed  Virgin ! — Oh,  Joseph ! — Keep 
but  your  reason! — They  will  say  I  have  murdered  him! — 
Lord  have  mercy  upon  me ! 

Francis  {confused),  Avaunt! — avaunt! — why  dost  thou 
glare  upon  me  thus,  thou  horrible  spectres'-? — The  time  for 
the  resurrection  of  the  dead  is  not  yet  come. 

Daniel.     Merciful  Heavens !  he  has  lost  his  senses. 

Francis  {recovering  himself  gradually).  Where  am  I? — 
You  here,  Daniel?  What  have  I  said?  Heed  it  not.  I 
have  told  a  lie,  whatever  I  said. — Come!   help  me  up! — 


*  The  reader  will  remember  something  similar  to  this  in  the  banquet 
scene,  Macbeth,  Act  iv.  sc.  3. 
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T  was  only  a  fit  of  delirium — because — because — I  have  not 
finished  my  night's  rest. 

Daniel.  If  John  were  but  here! — I  '11  call  for  help — I II 
send  for  the  physician. 

Fbancis.  Stay !  Seat  yourself  by  my  side  on  this  sofa ! 
— There. — ^You  are  a  sensible  man,  a  good  man.  Listen  to 
my  dream ! 

Daniel.  Not  now ;  another  time !  Let  me  lead  you  tx> 
bed ; — you  have  great  need  of  rest. 

Francis.  No,  no — I  prythee,  listen,  Daniel,  and  have  a 
good  laugh  at  me ! — You  must  know,  I  fancied  that  I  held  a 
princely  banquet,  my  heart  was  merry,  and  I  lay  stretched 
on  the  turf  in  the  castle  garden, — and  all  on  a  sudden — it  was 
at  midday — and  all  on  a  sudden — ^but  mind  you  have  a  good 
laugh  at  me! 

Daniel.     All  on  a  sudden  ? 

Francis.  All  on  a  sudden  a  tremendous  peal  of  thunder 
struck  upon  my  slumbering  ear ;  I  started  up  staggering  and 
trembling;  and  lo,  it  seemed  as  if  the  whole  hemisphere 
had  burst  forth  in  one  flaming  sheet  of  fire,  and  mountains, 
and  cities,  and  forests  melted  away  like  wax  in  the  furnace ; — 
and  then  arose  a  howling  whirlwind,  which  swept  before  it  the 
earth,  and  the  sea,  and  heaven — then  came  a  sound,  as  from 
brazen  trumpets,  "  Earth,  give  up  thy  dead :  Sea,  give  up  thy 
dead  !  " — and  the  open  plains  began  to  heave,  and  to  cast  up 
skulls,  and  ribs,  and  jawbones,  and  legs,  which  drew  together 
into  human  bodies,  and  then  came  sweeping  along  in  dense,  in- 
terminable masses — a  living  deluge  *. — Then  I  looked  up,  and 
lo  !  I  stood  at  the  foot  of  the  thundering  Sinai,  and  above  me 
was  a  multitude,  and  below  me  a  multitude ;  and  on  the  sum- 
mit of  the  mountain,  on  three  smoking  thrones,  sat  three  men, 
before  whose  gaze  all  creation  trembled. — 

Daniel.  Why,  this  is  a  living  picture  of  the  day  of  judgment. 

Francis.  Did  I  not  tell  you  ?  Is  it  rot  ridiculous  stuff? — 
And  one  stepped  forth  who,  to  look  upon,  w^as  like  a  starlight 
night ;  he  had  in  his  hand  a^ignet  ring  of  iron,  which  he  held 
up  between  the  east  and  the  west,  and  said,  *'  Eternal,  holy, 
just,  immutable !     There  is  but  one  truth ;  there  is  but  ona 

*  Sctiller  has  here  evidently  had  in  mind  Ezekiel,  chap,  xxxvii.  Vi  1— li 
Other  passages  bear  considerable  resemblance  to  the  Eevelations, 
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virtue  !  Woe,  woe,  woe  !  to  the  doubting  sinner  ! " — Then 
stepped  forth  a  second,  who  had  in  his  hand  a  flasMngjuirror, 
which  he  held  up  between  the  east  and  the  west,  and  said, 
"  This  is  the  mirror  of  truth ;  hypocrisy  and  deceit  cannot 
look  on  it." — Then  was  I  terrified,  and  so  were  all,  for  we  saw 
the  forms  of  snakes,  and  tigers,  and  leopards,  reflected  from 
that  fearful  mirror. — Then  stepped  forth  a  third,  who  had  in 
his  hand  a  brazen  balance,  which  he  held  up  between  the  east 
and  the  west,  and  said,  *'  Approach,  ye  sons  of  Adam ! — I 
weigh  your  thoughts  in  the  balance  of  my  wrath !  and  your 
deeds  with  the  weight  of  my  fury ! " — 

Daniel.     The  Lord  have  mercy  upon  me  ! 

Francis.  They  all  stood  pale  and  trembling,  and  every 
heart  was  panting  with  fearful  expectation.  Then  it  seemed 
to  me  as  if  I  heard  my  name  called  the  first  from  out  the 
thunders  of  the  mountain,  and  the  innermost  marrow  froze 
within  my  bones,  and  my  teeth  chattered  loudly.  Presently 
the  clang  of  the  balance  was  heard,  the  rocks  sent  forth 
ihunders,  and  the  hours  glided  by,  one  after  the  other,  towards 
the  left  scale,  and  each  threw  into  it  a  mortal  sin. — 

Daniel.     Oh,  may  God  forgive  you ! 

Francis.  He  forgave  me  not!  The  left  scale  grew  moun- 
tains high,  but  the  other,  filled  with  the  blood  of  atonement,, 
still  outweighed  it. — At  last  came  an  old  man,  heavily  bowed 
down  with  grief,  his  arm  gnawed  through  with  raging  hunger. 
Every  eye  turned  away  in  horror  from  the  sight.  I  knew  the 
man — he  cut  off  a  lock  of  his  silver  hair,  and  cast  it  into  the 
scale  of  my  sins,  when,  lo  i  in  an  instant,  it  sank  down  to  the 
abyss,  and  the  scale  of  atonement  flew  up  on  high.  Then 
heard  I  a  voice,  issuing  like  thunder  from  the  bowels  *  of  the 
mountain,  "  Pardon,  pardon  to  every  sinner  of  the  earth  and 
of  the  deep  !  Thou  alone  art  rejected !  "  [A  prof ound pause.) 
— Well,  why  don't  you  laugh  ? 

Daniel.  Can  I  laugh  while  my  flesh  creeps? — Dreams 
come  from  above. 

Francis.  Pshaw !  Pshaw !  Say  not  so  !  Call  me  a  fool, 
an  idiot,  an  absurd  fool !  Do,  there's  a  good  Daniel,  I 
entreat  of  you ;  have  a  hearty  laugh  at  me  ! 


*  Some  editions  of  the  original  read  Ranch  (smoke),  some  Bauch,  a* 
translated. 
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Daniel.     Dreams  come  from  God.     I  will  pray  for  you. 

Francis.  Thou  liest,  I  tell  thee. — Go,  this  instant,  run ! 
be  quick !  see  where  the  minister  tarries  all  this  time ;  tell 
him  to  come  quickly,  instantly ! — But,  I  tell  thee,  thou  liest ! 

Daniel.     Heaven  have  mercy  upon  you !  [Eajit. 

Francis  Vulgar  prejudice!  mere  superstition! — It  has 
not  yet  been  proved  that  the  past  is  not  past  and  forgotten, 
or  that  there  is  an  eye  above  this  earth  to  take  account  of 
what  passes  on  it. — Humph !  humph  !  But  whence,  then,  this 
fearful  whisper  to  my  soul?  Is  there  really  an  avenging 
judge  above  the  stars  ? — No,  no  ! — Yes,  yes  !  A  fearful  moni- 
tor within  bears  witness  that  there  is  One  above  the  stars  who 
judgeth!— What!  meet  the  avenger  above  the  stars  this  very 
night? — No,  no!  I  say. — All  is  empty,  lonely,  desolate,  beyond 
the  stars. — Miserable  subterfuge,  beneath  which  thy  cowardice 
seeks  to  hide  itself. — And  if  there  should  be  something  in  it 
after  all  ?  No !  no !  it  cannot  be.  I  insist  that  it  cannot  be  ! 
But  yet,  if  there  should  be  ! — Woe  to  thee,  if  thy  sins  should 
all  have  been  registered  above ! — if  they  should  be  counted 
over  to  thee  this  very  night ! — Why  creeps  this  shudder 
through  my  frame  ? — To  die  ! — Why  does  that  word  fright  me 
thus  ? — To  give  an  account  to  the  Avenger,  there,  above  the 
stars ! — and  if  he  should  be  just — the  wail  of  orphans  and 
widow^s,  of  the  oppressed,  the  tormented,  ascending  to  his  ears, 
and  he  be  just? — Why  have  they  been  afflicted?  And  why 
have  I  been  permitted  to  trampl  e  upon  them  ? — 

Enter  Pastor  Moser. 

MosER.  Your  lordship  sent  for  me!  I  am  surprised! 
The  first  time  in  my  life  !  Is  it  to  scoff  at  religion,  or  does  it 
begin  to  make  you  tremble  ? 

Francis.  I  may  scoff,  or  I  may  tremble,  according  as  you 
shall  answer  me. — ^Listen  to  me,  Moser;  I  will  prove  that 
you  are  a  fool,  or  wish  to  make  fools  of  others,  and  you  shall 
answer  me. — Do  you  hear?  At  the  peril  of  your  life  you 
shall  answer  me. 

MosER.  'Tis  a  higher  Being  whom  you  summon  before 
your  tribunal.     He  will  answer  you  hereafter. 

Francis.  I  will  be  answered  now,  this  instant,  that  I  may 
not  commit  the  contemptible  folly  of  calling  upon  the  idol  of 
the  vulgar  under  the  pressure  of  suffering.     I  have  often,  iu 
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bumpers  of  burgundy,  tauntingly  pledged  you  in  the  toast, 
"  There  is  no  God ! " — Now  I  address  myself  to  you  in  earnest, 
and  I  tell  you,  there  is  none  ! — You  shall  oppose  me  with  all 
the  weapons  in  your  power ;  but  with  the  breath  of  my  lips  I 
will  blow  them  away. 

MosER.  'Twere  well  if  you  could  also  blow  away  the 
thunder  which  will  alight  upon  your  proud  soul  with  ten 
thousand  times  ten  thousand  tons'  weight !  That  omniscient 
God,  whom  you — fool  and  miscreant — are  denying  in  the 
midst  of  His  creation,  needeth  not  to  justify  himself  by  the 
mouth  of  dust.  He  is  as  great  in  your  tyrannies,  as  in  the 
sweetest  smile  of  triumphant  virtue. 

Feancis.  Uncommonly  well  said,  parson  !  Thus  I  like 
you. 

MosER.  I  stand  here  as  steward  of  a  greater  Master,  and 
am  addressing  one  who,  like  myself,  is  a  sinner — one  whom  I 
care  not  to  please.  I  must  indeed  be  able  to  work  miracles,  to 
extort  the  acknowledgment  from  your  obdurate  wickedness — 
but,  if  your  conviction  is  so  firm,  why  did  you  send  for  me  ? 
Pray  tell  me,  why  have  you  sent  for  me  in  the  middle  of  the 
night? 

Francis.  Because  time  hangs  heavy  on  my  hands,  and  the 
chess-board  has  ceased  to  have  any  attraction.  I  wish  to  amuse 
myself  in  a  tilt  with  the  parson.  Your  empty  terrors  will  not 
unman  my  courage.  I  am  well  aware  that  those  who  have 
jome  off  short  in  this  world  look  forward  to  eternity ;  but  they 
will  be  sadly  disappointed.  I  have  always  read  that  our  whole 
being  is  nothing  more  than  a  blood-spring,  and  that,  with  its 
last  drop,  mind  and  thought  dissolve  into  nothing.  They 
share  all  the  infirmities  of  the  body ;  why,  then,  should  they 
not  cease  with  its  dissolution?  Why  not  evaporate  in  its 
decomposition  ?  Let  a  drop  of  water  stray  into  your  brain, 
and  life  makes  a  sudden  pause,  which  borders  on  non-ex- 
istence, and  this  pause  continued  is  death.  Sensation  is  the 
vibration  of  a  few  chords,  which,  when  the  instrument  is 
broken,  cease  to  sound.  If  I  raze  my  seven  castles — if  I  dash 
this  Venus  to  pieces — there  is  an  end  of  their  symmetry  and 
beauty.     Behold !  thus  it  is  with  your  immortal  soul ! 

MosER.  So  says  the  philosophy  of  your  despair.  But  your 
own  heart,  which  knocks  against  your  ribs  with  terror  even 
while  you  thus  argue,  gives  your  tongue  the  lie.   These  cobwebsf 
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of  systems  are  swept  away  by  the  single  word — **  Thou  must 
ME  ! " — I  challenge  you,  and  be  this  the  test : — If  you  main- 
tain your  firmness  in  the  hour  of  death ;  if  your  principles  do 
not  then  miserably  desert  you,  you  shall  be  admitted  to  have 
the  best  of  the  argument.  But  if,  in  that  dread  hour,  the  least 
shudder  creeps  over  you,  then  woe  be  to  you !  you  have  de- 
ceived yourself. 

Francis  (disturbed).  If  in  the  hour  of  death  a  shudder 
creeps  over  me  ? 

Moser.  I  have  seen  many  such  wretches  before  now,  who 
set  truth  at  defiance  up  to  that  point ;  but  at  the  approach  of 
death  the  illusion  vanished.  I  will  stand  at  your  bedside 
when  you  are  dying — I  should  much  like  to  see  a  tyrant  die. — 
I  will  stand  by,  and  look  you  steadfastly  in  the  face  when  the 
physician  takes  your  cold,  clammy  hand,  and  is  scarcely  able 
to  detect  your  expiring  pulse ;  and  when  he  looks  up,  and,  with 
a  fearful  shake  of  the  head,  says  to  you,  "  All  human  aid  is  in 
vain !  "  Beware,  at  that  moment,  beware,  lest  you  look  like 
Kichard  and  Nero*! 

Francis.     No  !  no ! 

MosER.  Even  that  very  "No"  will  then  be  turned  to  a 
howling  "  Yea ! " — An  inward  tribunal,  which  you  can  no 
longer  cheat  with  sceptical  delusions,  will  then  wake  up  and 
pass  judgment  upon  you.  But  the  waking  up  will  be  like 
that  of  one  buried  alive  in  the  bowels  of  the  churchyard ; — 
there  will  come  remorse  like  that  of  the  suicide  who  has  com- 
mitted the  fatal  act  and  repents  it ; — 'twill  be  a  flash  of  light- 
ning suddenly  breaking  in  upon  the  midnight  darkness  of 
your  life  ! — There  will  be  one  look,  and,  if  you  can  sustain  that, 
I  will  admit  that  you  have  won ! 

Francis  [walking  up  and  down  restlessly).  Cant !  Priestly  cant ! 

MosER.  Then,  for  the  first  time,  will  the  sword  of  eter- 
nity pass  through  your  soul ; — and  then,  for  the  first  time,  too 
late,  the  thought  of  God  will  wake  up  a  terrible  monitor,  whose 
name  is  Judge.  Mark  this.  Moor;  a  thousand  lives  hang 
upon  your  beck ;  and,  of  those  thousand,  every  nine  hundred 
and  ninety-nine  have  been  rendered  miserable  by  you.  You 
wanted  but  the  Eoman  Empire  to  be  a  Nero,  the  kingdom  of 

*  Schiller  no  doubt  alludes  to  the  tent  scene  in  Shakespear's  Richard  III.* 
BR  there  is  no  historical  fact  that  woul<^  warrant  the  allusion. 
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Peru  to  be  a  Pizarro.  Now  do  you  really  think  that  the 
Almighty  will  suffer  a  worm  like  you  to  play  the  tyrant  iu 
His  world,  and  to  reverse  all  his  ordinances?  Do  you  think 
the  nine  hundred  and  ninety-nine  were  created  only  to  be  de- 
stroyed, only  to  serve  as  puppets  in  your  diabolical  game? 
Think  it  not !  He  will  call  you  to  account  for  every  minute 
of  which  you  have  robbed  them,  every  joy  that  you  have 
poisoned,  every  perfection  that  you  have  intercepted. — Then, 
if  you  can  answer  Him — then,  Moor,  I  will  admit  that  you  have 
won. 

Francis.  No  more,  not  another  word!  Am  I  to  be  at 
the  mercy  of  thy  drivelling  fancies  ? 

MosER.  Beware  !  The  different  destinies  of  mankind  are 
balanced  with  terrible  nicety.  The  scale  of  life  W'hich  sinks 
here  will  rise  there,  and  that  which  rises  here  will  sink  there. 
What  was  here  temporary  affliction  will  there  be  eternal  tri- 
umph ;  and  what  here  was  temporary  triumph  will  there  be 
eternal  despair. 

Francis  (rushing  savagely  upon  him).  May  the  thunder 
of  heaven  strike  thee  dumb,  thou  lying  spirit !  I  will  tear 
thy  venomed  tongue  out  of  thy  mouth ! 

MosER.  Do  you  so  soon  feel  the  weight  of  truth  ?  Before 
I  have  brought  forward  one  single  word  of  evidence  ?  Let  me 
first  proceed  to  the  proofs 

Francis.  Silence  !  To  hell  with  thee  and  thy  proofs  !  The 
soul  is  annihilated,  I  tell  thee,  and  I  will  not  be  gainsaid ! 

MosER.  That  is  what  the  spirits  of  the  bottomless  pit 
are  hourly  moaning  for ;  but  Heaven  denies  the  boon.  Do 
you  hope  to  escape  from  the  Avenger's  arm  even  in  the  solitary 
waste  of  nothingness  ?  If  you  climb  up  into  heaven,  he  is 
there  !  if  you,  make  your  bed  in  hell,  behold  he  is  there  also ! 
If  you  say  to  the  night,  *' Hide  me!"  and  to  the  darkness, 
''  Cover  me !  '*  even  the  night  shall  be  light  about  you-^,  and 
darkness  blaze  upon  your  damned  soul  like  a  noonday  sun. 

Francis.  But  I  do  not  wish  to  be  immortal — let  them 
be  so  that  like;  I  have  no  desire  to  hinder  them.  I  will 
force  him  to  annihilate  me ;  I  will  so  provoke  his  fury,  that 
he  may  utterly  destroy  me.  Tell  me  which  are  the  greatest 
sins — which  excite  him  to  the  most  terrible  wrath  ? 

*  See  Psalm  139,  v.  7—12, 
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MosER.  I  know  but  two.  But  men  do  not  commit  these, 
nor  do  men  even  dream  of  them. 

Francis.     What  are  they  ? — 

MosER  [very  significantly).  Parricide  is  the  name  of  the 
one ;  fratricide  of  the  other. — Why  do  you  turn  so  sud- 
denly pale  ? 

Francis.  What,  old  man  ?  Art  thou  in  league  with  heaven 
or  with  hell  ?     Who  told  thee  that  ? 

MosER.  Woe  to  him  that  hath  them  both  upon  his  soul ! 
It  were  better  for  that  man  that  he  had  never  been  born  !  But 
be  at  peace ;  you  have  no  longer  either  a  father  or  a  brother ! 

Francis.  Ha ! — what !  Do  you  know  no  greater  sin  ? — 
Think  again! — Death,  heaven,  eternity,  damnation,  hang 
upon  thy  lips. — Not  one  greater? 

MosER.     No,  not  one  ! 

Francis  {falling  hack  in  a  chair).  Annihilation !  anni 
hilation  ! 

MosER.  Eejoice,  then ;  rejoice  !  Congratulate  yourself ! — ■ 
With  all  your  abominations,  you  are  yet  a  saint  in  comparison 
with  a  parricide.  The  curse  that  falls  upon  you  is  a  love 
ditty  in  comparison  with  the  curse  that  lies  upon  him. — Eetri- 
bution 

Francis  (starting  up).  Away  with  thee !  May  the  graves 
open  and  swallow  thee  ten  thousand  fathoms  deep,  thou  bird 
of  ill  omen !  Who  bade  thee  come  here?  Away,  I  tell  thee, 
or  I  will  run  thee  through  and  through  ! 

MosER.  Can  mere  "  priestly  cant "  excite  a  philosopher  to 
such  a  pitch  of  frenzy  ?  Why  not  blow  it  away  with  a  breath 
of  your  lips  ?     {Exit,) 

[Francis  throws  himself  about  in  his  chair  in  terrible 
agitation.     Profound  stillness. 

Enter  a  Servant,  hastily. 

Servant.  The  Lady  Amelia  has  fled.  The  count  has 
suddenly  disappeared. 

Enter  Daniel,  m  great  alarm, 

Daniel.  My  Lord,  a  troop  of  furious  horsemen  are  gal- 
loping down  the  hill,  shouting  "murder!  murder!" — The 
whole  village  is  in  alarm. 

Francis.     Quick  I   let  all  the  bells  be  tolled — summon 
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every  one  to  the  chapel — ^let  all  fall  on  their  knees — pray  for 
me. — All  prisoners  shall  be  released  and  forgiven — I  will 
make  two  and  three-fold  restitution  to  the  poor — I  will — why 
don't  you  run  ? — Do  call  in  the  father  confessor,  that  he  may 
give  me  absolution  for  my  sins. — ^What ! — are  you  not  gone 
yet?     [The  uproar  becomes  more  audible.) 

Paniel.  Heaven  have  mercy  upon  me,  poor  sinner !  Can 
I  believe  vou  in  earnest,  sir?  You,  who  always  made  a  jest 
of  religion  ?  How  many  a  Bible  and  prayer  book  have  you 
flung  at  my  head  when  by  chance  you  caught  me  at  my 
devotions ! 

Francis.  No  more  of  this. — To  die  ! — think  of  it ! — to  die  ! 
— It  will  be  too  late  ! — [The  voice  of  Schweitzer  is  heard,  loud 
and  furious.)     Pray  for  me,  Daniel! — Pray,  I  entreat  you! 

Daniel.  I  always  told  you, — *' you  hold  prayer  in  such 
contempt ;" — but  take  heed !  take  heed !  when  the  fatal  hour 
comes,  when  the  waters  are  flowing  in  upon  your  soul,  you 
will  be  ready  to  give  all  the  treasures  of  the  world  for  one 
little  Christian  prayer." — Do  you  see  it  now? — What  abuse 
you  used  to  heap  on  me  !     Now  you  feel  it !     Is  it  not  so  ? 

Francis  [embracing  him  violently).  Forgive  me  !  my  dear 
precious  jewel  of  a  Daniel,  forgive  me ! — I  will  clothe  you  from 
head  to  foot — do  but  pray.  I  will  make  quite  a  bridegroom  of 
you — I  will — only  do  pray — I  entreat  you — on  my  knees,  I 
conjure  you. — In  the  devil's  name,  pray! — why  don't  you 
pray?     (Tumult  in  the  streets,  shouts  and  noises.) 

ScHWEiT.  (in  the  street).  Storm  the  place  ! — Kill  all  before 
you ! — E'orce  the  gates  ! — I  see  lights ! — He  must  be  there ! 

Francis  (on  his  knees).  Listen  to  my  prayer,  oh  God  in 
heaven ! — It  is  the  first  time — it  shall  never  happen  again. — 
Hear  me,  God  in  heaven! 

Daniel.  Mercy  on  me !  What  are  you  saying  ?  What  a 
wicked  prayer ! 

Uproar  of  the  People,  rushing  in. 

People.  Robbers!  murderers!  Who  makes  such  a  dreadful 
noise  at  this  midnight  hour  ? 

ScHWEiT.  (still  in  the  street).  Beat  them  back,  comrades ! — 
Tis  the  devil,  come  to  fetch  your  master. — Where  is  Schwarz* 

*  Schwarz  is  the  German  for  Black,  or  Blacky. 
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with  his  tioop? — Surround  the  castle,  Grimm! — Scale  the 
walls ! 

Getmm.  Bring  the  firebrands. — Either  we  must  up  or  ho 
must  down. — I  will  throw  fire  into  his  halls. 

Francis  {praying).  Oh  Lord!  I  have  heen  no  common 
murderer — I  have  been  guilty  of  no  petty  crimes,  gracious 
Lord 

Daniel.  Heaven  be  merciful  to  us !  His  very  prayers  are 
turned  to  sins.  [Stones  and  firebrands  are  hurled  up  from 
below ;  the  windows  fall  in  with  a  crash;  the  castle  takes  fire.) 

Francis.  I  cannot  pray. — Here !  and  here  !  {striking  his 
breast  and  his  forehead.)  All  is  so  void — so  barren!  {Rises 
from  his  knees.)  No,  I  will  not  pray. — Heaven  shall  not 
have  that  triumph,  nor  hell  that  pastime. 

Daniel.  Oh  holy  Virgin  !  Help  ! — save  ! — The  whole 
castle  is  in  flames ! 

Francis.  There,  take  this  sword !  Quick !  Eun  it  right 
through  my  body,  that  these  fiends  may  not  be  in  time  to 
make  holiday  sport  of  me.     {The  fire  increases.) 

Daniel.  Heaven  forbid !  Heaven  forbid !  I  would  send  no 
one  before  his  time  to  heaven,  much  less  to {He  runs  away). 

Francis  [following  him  with  a  ghastly  stare,  after  a  pause). 
To  hell,  thou  wouldst  say. — Indeed!  I  scent  something  of 
the  kind. — {In  delirium.)  Are  these  their  triumphant  yells  ? 
Do  I  hear  you  hissing,  ye  serpents  of  the  abyss  ? — They  force 
their  way  up — they  besiege  the  door! — Why  do  I  shrink  from 
this  biting  steel? — The  door  cracks — it  yields — there  is  no 
escape ! — Ha !  then  do  thou  have  mercy  upon  me  !  (He 
tears  away  the  golden  cord  from  his  hat,  and  strangles  himself.)  * 

*  In  the  acting  edition,  Francis  attempts  to  throw  himself  into  the  flames, 
but  is  prevented  by  the  robbers,  and  taken  alive.  He  is  then  brought  before 
his  brother,  in  chains,  for  sentence.  Schweitzer  says,  "  I  have  fulfilled  my 
word,  and  brought  him  alive."  GtRimm.  *'  We  tore  him  out  of  the  flames, 
and  the  castle  is  in  ashes." — After  confronting  Francis  with  his  father,  and  a 
reproachful  interview  between  the  brothers,  Charles  delegates  the  judgment 
on  Francis  to  Schweitzer  and  Kosinski,  but  for  himself  forgives  him  in  these 
words  : — "  Thou  hast  robbed  me  of  Heaven's  bliss  !  Be  that  sin  blotted  out ! 
Thy  doom  is  sealed — perdition  is  thy  lot !  But  I  forgive  thee,  brother." 
Ujoon  this  Charles  embraces  and  leaves  him;  the  Robbers,  however,  thrust 
Francis  into  the  dungeon  where  he  had  immured  his  father,  laughing  in  a 
savage  manner. 

Beyond  this  the  fate  of  Francis  is  left  undetermined.  Schweitzer,  instead 
of  killing  himself,  is  made  partaker,  with  Kosinsky,  of  Moor's  estate. 
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Enter  Schweitzer  and  his  band, 

Schweitzer.  Murderous  wretch,  where  art  thou? — Lii 
you  see  how  they  fled  ? — Has  he  so  few  friends  ? — Where  has 
the  beast  crawled  to  r 

Grimm  [stumbles  over  the  corpse).  Stay !  what  is  this  lying 
in  the  way  ?     Lights  here. — 

ScHWARz.  He  has  been  beforehand  with  us.  Put  up  your 
swords.     There  he  lies  sprawling  like  a  dead  dog. 

Schweitzer.     Dead  !     What !  dead  ?     Dead  without  me  ? 
— 'Tis  a  lie,  I  say. — Mark  how  quickly  he  will  spring  upon 
his  feet !     [Shakes  him).     Hollo  !  up  with  you !     There  is  a 
father  to  be  murdered. 
^  Grimm.     Spare  your  pains.     He  is  as  dead  as  a  log. 

Schweitzer  [steps  aside  from  him).  Yes,  his  game  is  uj\ 
He  is  dead  !  dead ! — Go  back,  and  tell  my  captain  he  is  as 
dead  as  a  log. — He  will  not  see  me  again.  [Blows  his  brains 
out.) 

Scene  II. — The  scene  the  same  as  the  last  scene  of  the  preceding 

Act. 

Old  Moor  seated  on  a  stone ;  Charles  von  Mooh  ojjposite ; 
Robbers  scattered  through  the  wood. 

Charles.  He  does  not  come !  [Strikes  his  dagger  against 
a  stone  till  the  sparks  fly.) 

Old  Moor.  Let  pardon  be  his  punishment — redoubled 
love  my  vengeance. 

Charles.  No  !  by  my  enraged  soul,  that  shall  not  be !  I 
will  not  permit  it.  He  shall  bear  that  enormous  load  of 
crime  with  him  into  eternity  ! — What  else  should  I  kill  him 
for? 

Old  Moor  [bursting  into  tears).     Oh  my  child  ! 

Charles.  What!  you  weep  for  him?  In  sight  of  this 
dungeon  ? 

Old  Moor.  Mercy !  oh  mercy !  [Wringing  his  hands  vio- 
lently.)    Now — now  my  son  is  brought  to  judgment ! 

Charles  [starting).     Which  son  ? 

Old  Moor.     Ha!  what  means  that  question? 

Charles.     Nothing!  nothing! 

Old  Moor.  Art  thou  come  to  make  a  mockery  of  ra^ 
griefs 
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Charles.  Treacherous  conscience ! — Take  no  lieed  of  my 
words ! 

Old  Moor.  Yes,  I  persecuted  a  son,  and  a  son  persecutes 
me  in  return.  It  is  the  finger  of  God. — Oh  my  Charles !  my 
Charles!  If  thou  dost  hover  around  me  in  the  realms  of 
peace,  forgive  me !  oh  forgive  me ! 

Charles  (liastily).  He  forgives  you! — (Checking  himself.) 
£f  he  is  worthy  to  be  called  your  son,  he  must  forgive  you ! 

Old  Moor.  Ha !  he  was  too  noble  a  son  for  me — But  I 
will  go  to  him  with  my  tears,  my  sleepless  nights,  my  racking 
dreams.  I  will  embrace  his  knees,  and  cry — cry  aloud — 
*'I  have  sinned  against  heaven  and  before  thee;  I  am  no 
more  worthy  to  be  called  thy  father ! " 

Charles  (in  deep  emotion).  Was  he  very  dear  to  you-^ 
that  other  son  ? 

Old  Moor.  Heaven  is  my  witness,  how  much  I  loved  him. 
— Oh,  why  did  I  suffer  myself  to  be  beguiled  by  the  arts  of  a 
wicked  son  ? — I  was  an  envied  father  among  the  fathers  of  the 
world — my  children  full  of  promise,  blooming  by  my  side ! — 
But — oh  that  fatal  hour ! — the  demon  of  envy  entered  into  the 
heart  of  my  younger  son — I  listened  to  the  serpent — and — 
lost  both  my  children !     (Hides  his  countenance.) 

Charles  (removes  to  a  distance  from  him).     Lost  for  ever! 

Old  Moor.  Oh,  deeply  do  I  feel  the  words  of  Amelia. — 
The  spirit  of  vengeance  spoke  from  her  lips.  '*  In  vain 
wilt  thou  stretch  forth  thy  dying  hands  after  a  son,  in  vain 
fancy  thou  art  grasping  the  warm  hand  of  thy  Charles, — he 
will  never  more  stand  by  thy  bedside." 

(Charles  stretches  out  his  hand  to  him  with  averted  face.) 
Oh,  that  this  were  the  hand  of  my  Charles ! — But  he  is  laid 
far  away  in  the  narrow  house — he  is  sleeping  the  iron  sleep 
— he  hears  not  the  voice  of  my  lamentation. — Woe  is  me !  tO' 
die  in  the  arms  of  a  stranger ! — No  son  left  -  no  son  left  to 
close  my  eyes! — 

Charles  (in  violent  emotion).  It  must  be  so — the  moment 
has  arrived — Leave  me — (to  the  Robbers.)  And  yet — can  I 
restore  his  son  to  him  ? — Alas  !  No !  I  cannot  restore  him- 
that  son ! — No  !  I  will  not  think  of  it. 

Old  Moor.     Friend  !  what  is  that  you  were  muttering  ? 

Charles.  Your  son — ^yes,  old  man — (faltering)  your  son 
— is — lost  for  ever ! 
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Old  Moor.     Forever? 

Charles  [looking  up  to  heaven  in  bitter  anguish).  Oh  this 
once — keep  my  soul  from  sinking ! — Sustain  me  but  this  once ! 

Old  Moor.     For  ever,  did  you  say  ? 

Charles.     Ask  no  more !     I  said  for  ever ! 

Old  Moor.  Stranger,  stranger !  why  didst  thou  drag  me 
forth  from  the  dungeon  to  remind  me  of  my  sorrows  ? 

Charles.  And  what?  —  if  I  were  now  to  snatch  his 
blessing? — snatch  it  like  a  thief,  and  steal  away  with  the 
precious  prize  ? — A  father's  blessing,  they  say,  is  never  lost. 

Old  Moor.     And  is  my  Francis  too  lost  ? 

Charles  (falling  on  his  knees  before  him).  'Twas  I  who 
burst  the  bars  of  your  dungeon. — I  crave  thy  blessing  ! 

Old  Moor  (sorrowfully).  Oh  that  thou  shouldst  destroy 
the  son! — thou,  the  father's  deliverer! — Behold!  Heaven's 
mercy  is  untiring,  and  we  pitiful  worms  let  the  sun  go  down 
upon  our  wrath.  (Lays  his  hand  upon  the  head  of  Charles.) 
Be  thou  happy,  even  as  thou  shalt  be  merciful ! 

Charles  (rising  much  affected).  Oh ! — where  is  my  manhood  ? 
My  sinews  are  unstrung — the  sword  drops  from  my  hand. 

Old  Moor.  How  lovely  a  thing  it  is  when  brethren  dwell 
together  in  unity ;  as  the  dew  drops  of  heaven  that  fall  upon 
the  mountains  of  Zion*. — Learn  to  deserve  that  happiness, 
young  man,  and  the  angels  of  heaven  will  sun  themselves  in 
thy  glory.  Let  thy  wisdom  be  the  wisdom  of  gray  hairs,  but  let 
thy  heart  be  the  heart  of  innocent  childhood. 

Charles.  Oh,  for  a  foretaste  of  that  happiness! — Kiss 
me,  divine  old  man ! 

Old  Moor  (kissing  him).  Think  it  thy  father's  kiss;  and 
I  will  think  that  I  am  kissing  my  son.  —  Canst  thou  too  weep  ? 

Charles.  I  felt  as  if  it  were  my  father's  kiss  ! — Woe  unto 
me,  were  they  to  bring  him  now ! 

(The  companions  of  Scb.wf,itzbr  enter  iji  a  silent  and  mournful 
procession,  hanging  down  their  heads,  and  hiding  their  faces.) 

Charles.  Good  heaven  I  (Retreats  horror-struck,  and  seeks 
to  hide  himself.  They  pass  by  him.  His  face  is  averted. 
Profound  silence.     They  halt.) 

Grimm  {in  a  subdued  tone).     My  captain ! 

[Charles  does  not  answer,  and  steps  farther  back, 
^  ■ 

*  Paalm  133. 
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ScHWARZ.     Dear  captain !      [Charles  retreats  still  farther 

Grimm.     Tis  not  our  fault,  captain ! 

Charles  {without  looking  at  them).    Who  are  ye? 

Grimm.     You  do  not  look  at  us !    Your  faithful  followers. 

Charles.     Woe  to  ye,  if  ye  are  faithful  to  me  ! 

Grimm.  The  last  farewell  from  your  servant  Schweitzer ! — 
iie  never  will  return,  thy  faithful  Schweitzer ! 

Charles  {starting).  Then  ye  have  not  found  him? 

ScHWARZ.     Found  him  dead. 

Charles  {leaping  up  with  joy).  Thanks,  0  Sovereign 
Euler  of  all  things  ! — Embrace  me,  my  children ! — Mercy 
be  henceforward  our  watchword ! — Now,  were  that  too  sur- 
mounted,— all  would  be  surmounted*. 

Enter  Eobbers  with  Amelia. 

KoBBERS.     Hurrah !  hurrah !     A  prize,  a  splendid  prize ! 

Amelia  {with  hair  dishevelled).  The  dead,  they  cry,  have 
arisen  at  his  voice — My  uncle  alive — in  this  wood — Where  is 
he?  Charles?  Uncle! — Ha?  [She  rushes  into  the  arms  of 
Old  Moor.) 

Old  Moor.  Amelia  !  my  daughter !  Amelia !  {holds  her 
tightly  grasped  in  his  arms.) 

Charles  {starting  hack).  Who  brings  this  image  before 
my  eyes  ? 

Amelia  {tearing  herself  from  the  old  many  rushes  upon 
Charles,  and  embraces  him  in  an  ecstasy  of  delight).  I 
have  him,  0,  ye  stars  !     I  have  him! 

Charles  {tearing  himself  away,  to  the  Robbers).  Let  us 
^e  gone,  comrades !     The  arch  fiend  has  betrayed  me ! 

Amelia.  My  bridegroom,  my  bridegroom !  thou  art  raving! 
Ha  !  'Tis  with  delight !  Why,  then,  am  I  so  cold,  so  unfeeling, 
in  the  midst  of  this  tumult  of  happiness  ? 

Old  Moor  {rousing  himself).  Bridegroom  ?  Daughter  ! 
my  daughter!     Thy  bridegroom f? 

Amelia.     His  for  ever !     He  for  ever,  ever,  mine !    Oh ! 


*  This  exclamation  is  in  keeping  with  that  at  page  98  : — "  Soon,  very 
«oon,  all  will  be  accomplished." 

f  Instead  of  this,  the  stage  edition  has,  "  Come,  my  children  !  Thy  hand, 
Charles — and  thine,  Amelia. — Oh  !  I  never  looked  for  such  happiness  on  this 
•fiide  the  grave.     Here  let  me  unite  you  for  ever," 
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ye  heavenly  powers !  support  me  in  this  ecstasy  of  bliss,  lest 
I  sink  beneath  its  weight ! 

Chables.  Tear  her  from  my  neck !  Kill  her !  Kill  him  I 
Kill  me — yourselves  —  everybody! — Let  the  whole  worl(i 
perish !     [About  to  rush  off.) 

Amelia.  Whither?  what?  Love  I  eternity!  happiness! 
never-ending  joys!  and  thou  wouldst  fly? 

Charles.  Away,  away!  most  unfortunate  of  brides!— 
See  with  thine  own  eyes ;  ask,  and  hear  it  with  thine  owa 
ears! — ^Most  miserable  of  fathers!  Let  me  escape  hence 
for  ever  1 

Amelia.  Support  me !  for  Heaven's  sake  support  me ! — 
It  is  growing  dark  before  my  eyes ! — He  flies  ! 

Charles.  Too  late!  In  vain!  Your  curse,  father! — Ask 
me  no  more ! — I  am — I  have — ^your  curse — your  supposed 
curse ! — Who  enticed  me  hither  ?  {Rushing  upon  the  Robbers 
with  drawn  sword,)  Which  of  you  enticed  me  hither,  ye 
demons  of  the  abyss  ?  Perish,  then,  Amelia ! — Die,  father ! 
Die,  for  the  third  time,  through  me  ! — These,  thy  deliverers, 
are  Robbers  and  Muiiderers! — Thy  Charles  is  their  Cap- 
tain !     (Old  Moor  expires.) 

[Amelia  stands  silent  and  transfixed  like  a  statue,     Tha 
whole  hand  are  mute,     A  fearful  pause, 

Charles  (rushing  against  an  oak).  The  souls  of  those  I 
have  strangled  in  the  intoxication  of  love — of  those  whom 
I  crushed  to  atoms  in  the  sacredness  of  sleep — of  those 
whom Ha !  ha !  ha !  do  your  hear  the  powder-magazine- 
bursting  over  the  heads  of  women  in  travail  ? — Do  you  see  the 
flames  creeping  round  the  cradles  of  sucklings  ? — That  is  our 
nuptial  torch  ;  those  shrieks  our  wedding  music  ! — Oh !  he 
forge tteth  none  of  these  things! — he  knoweth  how  to  connect 
the  links  in  the  chain  of  life. — Therefore  do  love's  delights 
elude  my  grasp ;  therefore  is  love  given  me  for  a  torment ! — 
This  is  retribution ! 

Amelia.  'Tis  all  true !  Thou  Ruler  in  heaven !  'Tis  all 
true! — What  have  I  done,  poor  innocent  lamb? — I  have 
loved  this  man ! 

Charles.  This  is  more  than  a  man  can  endure. — Have 
I  not  heard  death  hissing  at  me  from  more  thousands  of 
barrels,  and  never  yet  moved  a  hair's  breadth  out  of  its  way. — 
And  shall  I  now  be  taugJit  to  tremble  like  a  woman  ?  tremb  e 
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before  a  woman  ? — No !  a  woman  shall  not  conquer  my  manly 
courage ! — Blood !  blood  !  'tis  but  a  fit  of  womanish  feeling.— 
I  must  glut  myself  with  blood;  and  this  will  pass  away. 
(He  is  about  to  fly,) 

Amelia  [sinking  into  his  arms).  Murderer !  devil !  —  I 
cannot — angel — leave  thee ! 

Charles  [thrusting  her  from  him).  Away  !  insidious  ser- 
pent !  Thou  wouldst  make  a  mockery  of  my  frenzy ;  but  I  will 
bid  defiance  to  my  tyrant  destiny. — What!  art  thou  weeping? 
O  ye  relentless,  malicious  stars ! — She  pretends  to  weep,  as 
if  any  soul  could  weep  for  me! — [Amelia  falls  on  his  neck.) 
Ha!  w^hat  means  this?  She  shuns  me  not, — she  spurns 
me  not.  —  Amelia!  hast  thou  then  forgotten? — Dost  thou 
remember  whom  thou  art  embracing,  Amelia  ? 

Amelia.     My  onty  one,  mine,  mine,  for  ever  I 

Charles  [recovering  himself  in  an  ecstasy  of  joy).  She 
forgives  me,  she  loves  me  !  Then  am  I  pure  as  the  ether  of 
heaven,  for  she  loves  me ! — With  tears  I  thank  thee,  all-mer- 
ciful Father?  [He  falls  on  his  knees,  and  bursts  into  a  violent 
fit  of  weeping.)  The  peace  of  my  soul  is  restored, — my  suf- 
ferings are  at  an  end. — Hell  is  no  more! — Behold!  oh  be- 
hold !  the  child  of  light  weeps  on  the  neck  of  a  repentant 
demon ! — [Rising,  and  turning  to  the  Robbers.)  Why  are  ye 
not  weeping  also?  Weep,  weep,  ye  are  all  so  happy. — O 
Amelia  !  Amelia !  Amelia !  [He  hangs  on  her  neck,  they  re- 
main locked  in  a  silent  embrace.) 

A  Robber  (stepping  forward,  enraged).  Hold,  traitor ! — 
This  instant  come  from  her  arms ! — or  I  will  speak  a  word  that 
shall  make  thy  ears  tingle,  and  thy  teeth  chatter  with  horror ! 
{He  holds  his  sword  between  them.) 

An  aged  Robber.  Remember  the  Bohemian  forests !  Dost 
thou  hear?  dost  thou  tremble? — Remember  the  Bohemian 
Ibrests,  I  tell  thee !  Faithless  man !  where  are  thy  oaths  ? 
Are  wounds  so  soon  forgotten  ?  Who  staked  fortune,  honour, 
life  itself,  for  thee?  Who  stood  by  thee  like  walls,  and  like 
Sihields  caught  the  blows  which  were  aimed  at  thy  life? — 
Didst  not  thou  then  lift  up  thy  hand  and  swear  an  iron  oath 
never  to  forsake  us,  even  as  we  forsook  not  thee  ? — Base, 
perfidious  wretch!  and  wouldst  thou  now  desert  us,  at  the 
whining  of  a  harlot  ? 

A  THIRD  Robber.     Shame  on  thy  peijury!     The  spirit  of 
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the  immolated  Roller,  whom  thou  didst  summon  from  the 
realms  of  death  to  attest  thy  oath,  will  blush  at  thy  cowardice, 
and  rise  from  his  grave  full  armed  to  chastise  thee. 

The  Rorbers  [all  in  disorder ,  tearing  open  their  garments). 
See  here !  and  here !  Dost  thou  know  these  scars  ?  Thou  art 
ours !  With  our  heart's  blood  we  have  bought  thee,  and  thou 
art  ours  bodily,  even  though  the  Archangel  Michael  should 
seek  to  wrest  thee  out  of  the  grasp  of  the  fiery  Moloch ! — 
Now !  March  with  us ! — Sacrifice  for  sacrifice,  Amelia 

FOR  THE  BAND  ! 

Charles  (i^eleasing  her  hand).  It  is  past ! — I  would  arise, 
and  return  to  my  father;  but  Heaven  has  said  *'  It  shall  not 
be!"  (Coldly.)  Blind  fool  that  I  was  !  why  should  I  wish  it  ?  Is 
it  possible  for  a  great  sinner  to  return  ?  A  great  sinner  never 
can  return. — That  ought  I  long  since  to  have  known. — Be 
still !  I  pray  thee  be  still ! — 'Tis  all  as  it  should  be. — When 
He  sought  me,  I  would  not ;  now  that  I  seek  Him,  He  will 
nojt.  What  can  be  more  just? — Do  not  roll  about  thine 
eyes  so  wildly — He  has  no  need  of  me. — Has  He  not  crea- 
tures in  abundance? — One  He  can  easily  spare,  and  that  one 
am  I. — Come  along,  comrades! 

Amelia  (pulling  him  hack).  Stay,  I  beeseech  you !  One 
blow !  one  deadly  blow !  Again  forsaken !  Draw  thy  sword, 
and  have  mercy  on  me  ! 

Charles.  Mercy  has  taken  refuge  among  bears — I  will 
not  kill  thee ! 

Amelia  (embracing  his  knees).  Oh,  for  Heaven's  sake  !  by 
all  that  is  merciful ! — I  ask  no  longer  for  love — I  know  that 
our  stars  fly  from  each  other  in  opposition. — Death  is  all  I 
ask. — Forsaken,  forsaken! — Take  that  word  in  all  its  dreadful 
import ! — Forsaken  !  I  cannot  survive  it !  Thou  knowest  well 
that  no  woman  can  survive  that. — All  I  ask  is  death !  See,  my 
hand  trembles !  I  have  not  courage  to  strike  the  blow.  I 
shrink  from  the  gleaming  blade ! — To  thee  it  is  so  easy,  so  very 
easy ;  thou  art  a  master  in  murder — draw  thy  sword,  and  make 
me  happy ! 

Charles.  Wouldstthou  alone  be  happy?  Away  with  thee! 
I  will  kill  no  woman ! 

Amelia.  Ha !  destroyer  I  thou  canst  only  kill  tho 
happy ;  they  who  are  weary  of  existence  thou  sparest !  (She 
glides  towards  the  robbers,)     Then  do  ye  have  mercy  on  mo 
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disciples  of  murder ! — There  lurks  a  bloodthirsty  pity  in  your 
looks  that  is  consoling  to  the  wretched. — Your  master  is  a 
boaster  and  a  coward. 

Charles.  Woman,  what  dost  thou  say  ?  [The  Robbers 
turn  away.) 

Amelia.  No  friend?  No,  not  even  among  these  a  friend? 
{She  rises.)  Well,  then,  let  Dido  teach  me  how  to  die!  {She 
is  going ;  a  Robber  takes  aim  at  her.) 

Charles.  Hold!  Dare  it!— Moor's  Amelia  shall  die  by 
no  other  hand  than  Moor's !     {He  stiihes  her  dead.) 

The  Robbers.  Captain,  captain!  what  hast  thou  done? 
Art  thou  raving? 

Charles  (with  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  body).  One  more 
pang,  and  all  will  be  over. — She  is  immolated !  Now,  look 
on!  have  you  any  farther  demand?  Ye  staked  a  life  for  me,  a 
life  which  had  ceased  to  be  your  own — a  life  full  of  infamy 
and  shame! — I  have  sacrificed  an  angel  for  you.  Now!  look 
upon  her!     Are  you  content? 

Grimm.  You  have  repaid  your  debt  with  usury.  You  have 
done  all  that  man  could  do  for  his  honour,  and  more. — 
Now  let's  away! 

Charles.  What  say  you  ?  Is  not  the  life  of  a  saint  for 
the  life  of  a  felon  more  than  an  equal  exchange  ? — Oh !  I  say 
unto  you,  if  every  one  of  you  were  to  mount  the  scaffold^ 
and  to  have  his  flesh  torn  from  his  bones  piecemeal  with 
red-hot  pincers,  through  eleven  long  summer  days  of  torture, 
yet  would  it  not  counterbalance  these  tears !  [With  a  hitter 
laugh.)  The  scars!  the  Bohemian  forests!  Yes,  yes !  they 
must  be  repaid,  of  course ! 

ScHWARZ.  Compose  yourself,  captain !  Come  along  with 
us  !  this  is  no  sight  for  you.     Lead  us  elsewhere  ! 

Charles.  Stay! — one  word  more,  before  we  proceed  else- 
where.—Mark  me,  ye  malicious  executioners  of  my  barbarous 
nod! — from  this  moment  I  cease  to  be  your  captain*. — With 
shame  and  horror  I  here  lay  down  the  bloody  staff  under 

*  The  acting  edition  reads, — "Banditti!  we  are  quits. — This  bleeding- 
corpse  cancels  my  bond  to  you  for  ever. — From  your  own  I  set  you  free/* 
Robbers.  ''  We  are  again  your  slaves,  till  death  ! "  Charles.  "  !N"o,  no,  no  ! 
"We  have  done  with  each  other.  My  genius  whispers  me,  *  Go  no  further. 
Moor.  Herb  is  the  goal  of  hum^  fity — and  thine/ — Take  back  this, 
bloody  plume  {th'-ows  it  at  tlmrfeei).  Let  him  who  seeks  to  be  your  captain 
take  it  uD." 
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which  you  thought  yourselves  licensed  to  perpetrate  your 
crimes,  and  to  defile  the  fair  light  of  li?eaven  with  deeds  of 
darkness. — Depart,  to  the  right  and  to  the  left— We  shall 
never  more  have  aught  in  common. 

The  Robbers.  Ha!  coward!  where  are  thy  lofty  schemes? 
—were  they  but  soap-bubbles,  which  disperse  at  the  breath 
of  a  woman? 

Charles*.  Oh!_fnr>1  fhat  T^was.  to  fancy  that  I  could 
^mend  theworldby  misdeeds,  and  maintain  law  by  lawless- 


*  In  lieu  of  this  soliloquy  and  what  follows,  to  the  end,  the  acting  edition 
has : — 

R.  Moor.  Dare  not  to  scrutinize  the  acts  of  Moor. — That  is  my 
last  command. — Now,  draw  near — form  a  circle  around  me — and  receive  the 
last  words  of  your  dying  captain.  {He  surveys  them  attentively  for  some  time.) 
You  have  been  devotedly  faithful  to  me,  faithful  beyond  example. — Had 
virtue  bound  you  together  as  firmly  as  vice — you  would  have  been  heroes, 
and  your  names  recorded  by  mankind  with  admiration. — Gro  and  offer  your 
fiervices  to  the  state.  Dedicate  your  talents  to  the  cause  of  a  monarch  who 
is  waging  war  in  vindication  of  the  rights  of  man. — With  this  blessing  I 
disband  you.  Schweitzer  and  Kosinsky,  do  you  stay.  {The  others  disperse 
slowly,  with  signs  of  emotion.) 

Scene  VIII. 
B.  Moor,  Schweitzer,  a7id  Kosinsky. 

R.  Moor.  Give  me  thy  right  hand,  Kosinsky — Schweitzer,  thy  left. 
{He  takes  their  hands,  and  stands  hetiveen  them;  to  Kosinsky,)  Young  man, 
thou  art  still  pure — amongst  the  guilty,  thou  alone  art  guiltless !  {To 
Schweitzer,)  Deeply  have  I  imbrued  thy  hand  in  blood. — 'Tis  I  who 
have  done  this. — With  this  cordial  grasp  I  take  back  mine  own.  Schweitzer ! 
thou  art  purified  ! — {He  raises  their  hands  fervently  to  heaven.)  Father  in 
heaven  !  here  I  restore  them  to  thee. — They  will  be  more  devoted  to  thy 
ervice  than  those  who  never  fell. — Of  that  I  feel  assured.  (Schweitzer 
and  Kosinsky  fall  on  his  neck  with  fervour.)  Not  now — not  now,  dear 
comrades.  Spare  my  feelings  in  this  trying  hour. — An  earldom  has  this  day 
fallen  to  my  lot — a  rich  domain  on  which  no  malediction  rests. — Share  it  be- 
tween you,  my  children ;  become  good  citizens ;  and  if,  for  ten  human  beings 
that  I  have  destroyed,  you  make  but  one  happy,  my  soul  may  yet  be  saved. 
— Go — no  farewell ! — In  another  world  we  may  meet  again — or  perhaps  no 
«nore. — Away !  Away  !  Ere  my  fortitude  desert  me. 

\_Exeunt  hoth,  with  doioncast  countenances. 
Scene  IX. 
And  I,  too,  am  a  good  citizen. — Do  I  not  fulfil  the  extremity  of  the  law? 
Do  I  not  honour  the  law?  Do  I  not  uphold  and  defend  it? — I  remember 
speaking  to  a  poor  officer  on  my  way  hither,  who  was  toiling  as  a  day- 
labourer,  and  has  eleven  living  children. — A  thousand  ducats  have  been 
offered  to  whoever  shall  deliver  up  the  great  Robber  alive. — That  man  shall 
be  served.  [ExiU 
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ness! — I  called  it  vengeance  and  equity. — T  presumed,  O 
Providence !  upon  vhetting  out  the  notches  of  thy  sword,  and 
repairing  thy  partialities. — But — O  vain  trifling! — here  I 
stand  on  the  brink  of  a  fearful  life,  and  learn,  with  wailing 
and  gnashing  of  teeth,  that  two  men  like  myself  could 

RUIN  the  whole    edifice    OF   THE    MORAL  WORLD.       Pardon 

pardon  the  boy  who  thought  to  forestall  Thee — To  Thee 
A^^<fwp!J2Plr>r> gpitju;^^ S^I^^^^^' — Thou  needcst  not  the  hand  of 
man! — But  it  is  not  in  my  power  to  recall  the  past — That 
which  is  ruined  remains  ruined — What  I  have  thrown  down 
will  never  more  rise  up  again. — ^Yet  one  thing  is  left  me, 
whereby  I  may  atone  to  the  offenHe3'^a]esty~l)f^he~law, 
and  restore  the  order  w^hich  I  have  violated.  A  victim  is 
required — a  victim  to-4eclare  before  all  mankind  how  in- 
violable that  majesty  is — that  victim  shall  be  myself. — I  will 
be  the  death  offering ! 

EoBBERS.     Take  his  sword  from  him — he  will  kill  himself. 

Charles.  Fools  that  ye  are!  doomed  to  eternal  blind- 
ness !  Think  ye  that  one  mortal  sin  will  expiate  other 
mortal  sins?  Do  you  suppose  that  the  harmony  of  the 
world  would  be  promoted  by  such  an  impious  discord  ? 
{Throwing  his  arms  at  their  feet,)  He  shall  have  me  alive. 
— I  go,  to  deliver  myself  into  the  hands  of  justice. 

Robbers.     Put  him  in  chains  !  he  has  lost  his  senses ! 

Charles.  Not  that  I  have  any  doubt  but  that  justice 
would  find  me  speedily  enough,  if  the  powers  above  so 
ordained  it.  But  she  might  surprise  me  in  sleep,  or  overtake 
me  in  flight,  or  seize  me  with  violence  and  the  sword,  and 
then  I  should  have  lost  the  only  merit  left  me,  that  of  making 
my  death  a  freewill  atonement.  Why  should  I,  like  a  thief,  any 
longer  conceal  a  life,  which  in  the  counsels  of  the  heavenly 
ministry  has  long  been  forfeited? 

Robbers.  Let  him  go.  He  is  infected  with  the  great-man- 
mania  ;  he  means  to  offer  up  his  life  for  empty  admiration 

Charles.  I  might,  'tis  true,  be  admired  for  it.  [After  a 
moment's  reflection^  I  remember,  on  my  way  hither,  talking 
to  a  poor  creature,  a  day-labourer,  with  eleven  living  children. 
A  reward  has  been  offered  of  a  thousand  Louis-d  ors  to  any  one 
who  shall  deliver  up  the  great  robber  alive  — That  man  shall 
be  served.  [_Exit 

END. 
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AUTHOR'S  PREFACE. 

The  chief  sources  from  which  I  have  drawn  the  history  of  this  conspiracy 
are,  Cardinal  de  Retz's  Conjuration  du  Comte  Jean  Louis  de  Fiesque,  the 
Histoire  des  Genes,  and  the  third  volume  of  Robertson's  History  of  Cliarles 
Vie  Fifth. 

The  liberties  which  I  have  taken  with  the  historical  facts  v/ill  be  excused, 
if  I  have  succeeded  in  my  attempt;  and,  if  not,  it  is  better  that  my  failure 
should  appear  in  the  efftisions  of  fancy,  than  in  the  delineation  of  truth. 
Some  deviation  from  the  real  catastrophe  of  the  conspiracy  (according  to 
which  the  Count  accidentally  perished  *  when  his  schemes  were  nearly  ripe 
for  execution)  was  rendered  necessary  by  the  nature  of  the  Drama,  which 
does  not  allow  the  interposition  either  of  chance,  or  of  a  particular  pro- 
vidence. It  would  be  matter  of  surprise  to  me  that  this  subject  has  never 
been  adopted  by  any  tragic  writer,  did  not  the  circumstances  of  its  con- 
clusion, so  unfit  for  dramatic  representation,  afford  a  sufficient  reason  for 
such  neglect.  Beings  of  a  superior  nature  may  discriminate  the  finest 
links  of  that  chain  which  connects  an  individual  action  with  the  system 
of  the  universe,  and  may,  perhaps,  behold  them  extended  to  the  utmost 
limits  of  time,  past  and  future;  but  man  seldom  sees  more  than  the  simple 
facts,  divested  of  their  various  relations  of  cause  and  effect.  The  writer, 
therefore,  must  adapt  his  performance  to  the  short-sightedness  of  human 
nature,  which  he  would  enlighten;  and  not  to  the  penetration  of  Omniscience, 
from  which  all  intelligence  is  derived. 

In  my  Tragedy  of  the  Robbers  it  was  my  object  to  delineate  the  victim 
of  an  extravagant  Sensibility;  here  I  endeavour  to  paint  the  reverse;  a 
victim  of  Art  and  Intrigue.  But,  however  strongly  marked  in  the  page  of 
history  the  unfortunate  project  of  Fiesco  may  appear,  on  the  stage  it  may 
perhaps  prove  less  interesting.  If  it  be  true  that  sensibility  alone  awakens 
sensibility,  we  may  conclude  that  the  political  hero  is  the  less  calculated  for 
dramatic  representation,  in  proportion  as  it  becomes  necessary  to  lay  aside 
the  feelings  of  a  man  in  order  to  become  a  political  hero. 

It  was,  therefore,  impossible  for  me  to  breathe  into  my  fable  that  glowing 
life  which  animates  the  pure  productions  of  poetical  inspiration;  but,  in 
order  to  render  the  cold  and  sterile  actions  of  the  Politician  capable  of 
affecting  the  human  heart,  I  was  obliged  to  seek  a  clue  to  those  actions  in 
the  human  heart  itself  I  was  obliged  to  blend  together  the  Man  and  the 
Politician,  and  to  draw,  from  the  refined  intrigues  of  state,  situations  interest- 
ing to  humanity.  The  relations  which  I  bear  to  society  are  such  as  unfold 
to  me  more  of  the  heart  than  of  the  cabinet ;  and,  perhaps,  this  very  political 
defect  may  have  become  a  poetical  excellence. 

*  Fiesco,  after  havinff  succeeded  in  the  chief  objects  of  his  undertaking,  happened 
to  fall  into  the  sea,  whilst  hastening  to  quell  some  disturbances  on  board  of  a  vessel  in 
the  harbour ;  the  weight  of  his  armour  rendered  his  struggles  ineffectual,  and  he 
perished.  The  deviation  from  history  in  the  Tragedy  might  have  been  carried 
farther,  and  would  perhaps  have  rendered  it  more  suitable  to  dramatic  representa- 
tion.—Traws/. 


133 


DRAMATIS  PERSONJi:. 

ANDREAS  DORIA,  Duke  of  Genoa,  a  venerable  old  man,  eighty  years  of 
age,  retaining  the  traces  of  a  high  spirit :  the  chief  features  in  this  character 
are  dignity,  and  a  rigid  brevity  in  command. 

GIANETTINO  DORIA,  Nephew  of  the  former,  and  pretender  to  the  Ducal 
power,  twenty-six  years  of  age,  rough  and  forbidding  in  his  address,  de- 
portment, and  manners,  with  a  vulgar  pride  and  disgusting  features. 

FIESCO,  Count  of  Lavagna,  chief  of  the  conspiracy,  a  tall,  handsome  young 
man,  twenty-three  years  of  age ;  his  character  is  that  of  dignified  pride  and 
majestic  affability,  with  courtly  complaisance  and  deceitfulness. 

VERRINA,  a  determined  republican,  sixty  years  of  age;  grave,  austere,  and 
inflexible :  a  marked  character. 

BOURGOGrNINO,  a  conspirator,  a  youth  of  twenty;  frank  and  high- 
spirited;  proud,  hasty,  and  undisguised. 

CALC AGNO,  a  conspirator,  a  worn-out  debauchee  of  thirty ;  insinuating  and 
enterprising. 

SACCO,  a  conspirator,  forty-five  years  of  age,  with  no  distinguishing  trait  of 
character. 

LOMELLINO,  in  the  confidence  of  the  pretender,  a  haggard  courtier. 

ZENTURIONE,   "l 

ZIBO,  [    Malcontents. 

ASSERATO,         J 

ROMANO,  a  painter,  frank  and  simple,  with  the  pride  of  genius. 

MULEY  HASSAN,  a  Moor  of  Tunis,  an  abandoned  character,  with  « 
physiognomy  displaying  an  original  mixture  of  rascality  and  humour. 

A  GERMAN  of  the  Ducal  body  guard,  of  an  honest  simplicity,  and  steady 
bravery. 

THREE  SEDITIOUS  CITIZENS. 


LEONORA,  the  wife  of  Fiesco,  eighteen  years  of  age,  of  great  sensibility; 
her  appearance  pale  and  slender,  engaging,  but  not  dazzling;  her  counte- 
nance marked  with  melancholy;  her  dress  black. 

JULIA,  Countess  dowager  Imperiali,  sister  of  the  younger  Doria,  aged 
twenty-five;  a  proud  coquette,  in  person  tall  and  full,  her  beauty  spoiled 
by  affectation,  with  a  sarcastic  maliciousness  in  her  countsnance;  her 
dress  black. 

BERTHA,  daughter  of  Yerrina,  an  innocent  girl. 

ARABELLA,   }   Maids  of  Leonora. 

Several  Nobles,  Citizens,  Germans,  Soldiers,  Thievee. 

(Scene — Genoa, — Time,  the  Year  1547.) 
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ACT  I. 

Scene  T. — A  Saloon  in  Fiesco  s  House.     The  distant  sound  of 
dancing  and  music  is  heard. 

Leonoka,  masked,  and  attended  by  Eos  a  and  Arabella,  enters 

hastily. 

Leonora  {tears  off  her  mask).  No  more !  Not  another  word ! 
'Tis  as  clear  as  day !  {Throwing  herself  in  a  chair.)  This  quite 
m^ercomes  me 

Arabella.     My  lady ! 

Leonora  {rising).  What,  before  my  eyes !  with  a  notorious 
coquette !  In  presence  of  the  whole  nobility  of  Genoa !  (strongly 
affected) — Kosal    Arabella!  and  before  my  weeping  eyes  ! 

Rosa.  Look  upon  it  only  as  what  it  really  was — a  piece  of 
gallantry.     It  was  nothing  more. 

Leonora.  Gallantry !  What !  Their  busy  interchange 
of  glances — the  anxious  watching  of  her  every  motion — the 
long  and  eager  kiss  upon  her  naked  arm,  impressed  with  a 
fervour  that  left  in  crimson  glow  the  very  traces  of  his  lips ! 
Ha !  and  the  transport  that  enwrapped  his  soul,  when,  with 
fixed  eyes,  he  sate  like  painted  ecstasy,  as  if  the  world  around 
him  had  dissolved,  and  nought  remained  in  the  eternal 
void  but  he  and  Julia.  Gallantry  ? — Poor  thing !  Thou  hast 
never  loved.  Think  not  that  thou  canst  teach  me  to  distin- 
guish gallantry  from  love ! 

Rosa.  No  matter,  Signora !  A  husband  lost  is  as  good  as 
ten  lovers  gained. 

Leonora.  Lost? — Is  then  one  little  intermission  of  the 
heart's  pulsations  a  proof  that  I  have  lost  Fiesco  ?  Go,  ma- 
licious slanderer! — Come  no  more  into  my  presence! — 'Twas 
an  innocent  frolic — perhaps  a  mere  piece  of  gallantry. — Say, 
my  gentle  Arabella,  was  it  not  so  ? 

Arabella.     Most  certainly !     There  can  be  no  doubt  of  it ! 

Leonora  {in  a  reverie).  But  does  she  then  feel  herself 
sole  mistress  of  his  heart? — Does  her  name  lurk  in  his 
every  thought  ? — meet  him  in  every  phase  of  nature  ? — Can  it 
be?  Whither  will  these  thoughts  lead  me?  Is  this  beau- 
tiful and  majestic  world  to  him  but  as  one  precious  diamond, 
on  which  her  image — ^her  image  alone — is  engraved?    That 
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he  should  love  her? — ^love  Julia!— Oh!  Your  arm — support 
me,  Arabella!     {A  pause;  music  is  again  heard.) 

Leonoea  [starting).  Hark !  Was  not  that  Fiesco's  voice, 
which  from  the  tumult  penetrated  even  hither  ?  Can  he  laugh, 
while  his  Leonora  weeps  in  solitude?  Oh,  no,  my  child,  it 
was  the  coarse,  loud  voice  of  Gianettino. 

Aeabella.  It  was,  Signora — ^but  let  us  retire  to  another 
apartment. 

Leonora.  You  change  colour,  Arabella — you  are  false. 
In  your  looks,  in  the  looks  of  all  the  inhabitants  of  Genoa,  I 
read  a  something — a  something  which — [hiding  her  face) — oh, 
certainly  these  Genoese  know  more  than  should  reach  a 
wife's  ear. 

EosA.     Oh,  jealousy  I  thou  magnifier  of  trifles ! 

Leonora  [ivith  melancholy  enthusiasm).  When  he  was  still 
Eiesco ;  when  in  the  orange-grove,  where  w-e  damsels  walked, 
I  saw  him — a  blooming  Apollo,  blending  the  manly  beauty 
of  Antinous  ! — Such  was  his  noble  and  majestic  deportment,  as 
if  the  illustrious  state  of  Genoa  rested  alone  upon  his  youthful 
shoulders.  Our  eyes  stole  trembling  glances  at  him,  and 
shrunk  back,  as  if  with  conscious  guilt,  whene'er  they  en- 
countered the  lightning  of  his  looks.  Ah,  Arabella,  how  we 
devoured  those  looks !  with  what  anxious  envy  did  every  one 
count  those  directed  to  her  companions  !  They  fell  among 
us  like  the  golden  apple  of  discord — tender  eyes  burned 
fiercely  —  soft  bosoms  beat  tumultuously — jealousy  burst 
asunder  all  our  bonds  of  friendship 

Arabella.  I  remember  it  well.  All  Genoa's  female 
hearts  w^ere  in  rebellious  ferment  for  so  enviable  a  prize. 

Leonora  [in  rapture).  And  now  to  call  him  mine  !  Giddy, 
wondrous  fortune  ! — to  call  the  pride  of  Genoa  mine  ! — ^he  who 
from  the  chisel  of  the  exhaustless  artist.  Nature,  sprang  forth 
all-perfect,  combining  every  greatness  of  his  sex  in  the  most 
perfect  union.  Hear  me,  damsels  !  I  can  no  longer  conceal 
it — hear  me  !  I  confide  to  you  something  [mysteriously) — a 
thought ! — when  I  stood  at  the  altar  with  Fiesco, — when  his 
hand  lay  in  mine, — a  thought,  too  daring  for  woman,  rushed 
across  me.  "  This  Fiesco,  whose  hand  now  lies  in  thine — thy 
Fiesco" — but  hush  I  let  no  man  hear  us  boast  how  far  ho 
excels  all  others  of  his  sex. — "This,  thy  Fiesco" — ah,  could 
you  but  share  my  feelings! — "will  free  Genoa  from  its 
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Arabella  {astonished).  And  could  this  dream  liaunt  a 
woman's  mind  even  at  the  nuptial  shrine  ? 

Leonora.  Yes,  my  Arabella, — well  mayest  thou  be  asto- 
nished— to  the  bride  it  came,  even  in  the  joy  of  the  bridal 
hour  {more  animated).  I  am  a  woman,  but  I  feel  the  nobleness 
of  my  blood.  I  cannot  bear  to  see  these  proud  Dorias  thus 
overtop  our  family.  The  good  old  Andreas — it  is  a  pleasure 
to  esteem  him. — He  ma}'-  indeed,  unenvied,  bear  the  ducal 
dignity ;  but  Gianettino  is  his  nephew — his  heir — and  Gianet- 
tino  has  a  proud  and  wicked  heart.  Genoa  trembles  before 
him,  and  Fiesco  {much  affected) — Fiesco — weep  with  me, 
damsels ! — loves  his  sister. 

Arabella.     Alas,  my  wretched  mistress ! 

Leonora.  Go  now,  and  see  this  demi-god  of  the  Genoese 
amid  the  shameless  circles  of  debauchery  and  lust !  hear  the 
vile  jests  and  wanton  ribaldry  with  which  he  entertains  his 
base  companions  ! — That  is  Fiesco ! — Ah,  damsels,  not  only 
has  Genoa  lost  its  hero,  but  I  have  lost  my  husband ! 

EosA.    Speak  lower !  some  one  is  coming  through  the  gallery. 

Leonora  {alarmed).  Ha !  'Tis  Fiesco — let  us  hasten  away 
— ^the  sight  of  me  might  for  a  moment  interrupt  his  hap- 
piness.   {She  hastens  into  a  side  apartment;  the  maids  follow.) 

Scene  II. 

Gianettino  Doria,  masked,  in  a  green  cloak,  and  the  Moor^ 
enter  in  conversation. 

GiANET.     Thou  hast  understood  me  ? 
Moor.     Well 


GiANET.     The  white  mask 

Moor.     Well 

GiANET.     I  say,  the  ivhite  mask 

Moor.     Well— well— well 

GiANET.  Dost  thou  mark  me?  Thou  canst  only  fail 
here !  {pointing  to  his  heart,) 

Moor.     Give  yourself  no  concern. 

GiANET.     And  be  sure  to  strike  home 

Moor.     He  shall  have  enough. 

GiANET.  {maliciously).  That  the  poor  Count  may  not  hav0 
long  to  suffer. 

Moor.  With  your  leave,  sir,  a  word — at  what  weight  do 
you  estimate  his  head  ? 
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GiANET.     What  weight  ?     A  hundred  sequins- 


Moon  {blowing  through  his  fingers)  Poh !  Light  as  a 
feather ! 

GiANET.     What  art  thou  muttering  ? 

Moor.     I  was  saying — it  is  light  work. 

GiANET.  That  is  thy  concern. — He  is  the  very  loadstone 
of  sedition. — Mark  me,  sirrah ! — let  thy  blow  be  sure 

Moor.  But,  sir, — I  must  fly  to  Venice  immediately  after 
the  deed. 

GiANET.  Then  take  my  thanks  beforehand.  [He  throws 
him  a  hank  note.)  In  three  days,  at  farthest,  he  must  be 
cold.  [Exit. 

Moor  [picking  up  the  note).  Well,  this  really  is  what  I  call 
credit ! — to  trust  the  simple  word  of  such  a  rogue  as  I  am ! 

[Exit. 

Scene  III. 

Calcagno,  behind  him  Sacco,  both  in  black  cloaks, 

Galcagno.     I  perceive  thou  watchest  all  my  steps. 

Sacco.  And  I  observe  thou  wouldst  conceal  them  from 
me.  Attend,  Calcagno  !  For  some  weeks  past  I  have  re- 
marked the  workings  of  thy  countenance.  They  bespeak 
more  than  concerns  the  interests  of  our  country.  Brother,  I 
should  think  that  we  might  mutually  exchange  our  confidence, 
without  loss  on  either  side. — What  sayest  thou  ?  Wilt  thou 
be  sincere  ? 

Calcagno.  So  truly,  that  thou  shalt  not  need  to  dive  into 
the  recesses  of  my  soul :  my  heart  shall  fly  half  way  to  meet 
thee  on  my  tongue — I  love  the  Countess  of  Fiesco. 

Sacco  [starts  back  with  astonishment).  That,  at  least,  I 
should  not  have  discovered  had  I  made  all  possibilities  pass 
in  review  before  me. — My  wits  are  racked  to  comprehend  thy 
choice,  but  I  must  have  lost  them  altogether  if  thou  succeed. 

Calcagno.  They  say  she  is  a  pattern  of  the  strictest 
virtue. 

Sacco.  They  lie.  She  is  the  whole  volume  on  that  insipid 
text.  Calcagno,  thou  must  choose  one  or  the  other — either  to 
give  up  thy  heart,  or  thy  profession. 

Calcagno.  The  Count  is  faithless  to  her ;  and  of  all  the 
arts  that  may  seduce  a  woman,  the  subtlest  is  jealousy.  A 
plot  against  the  Dorias  will  at  the  same  time  occupy  the 
Count,  and  give  me  easy  access  to  his  house.     Thus,  while  the 
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snepherd  guards  against  the  wolf,  the  fox  shall  make  havoc  of 
the  poultry. 

Sac  CO.  Incomparable  brother— receive  my  thanks ! — ^A 
blush  is  now  superfluous,  and  I  can  tell  thee  openly  what  just 
now  I  was  ashamed  even  to  think. — I  am  a  beggar  if  the 
government  be  not  soon  overturned. 

Calcagno.     What,  are  thy  debts  so  great? 

Sacco.  So  immense,  that  even  one  tenth  of  them  would 
more  than  swallow  up  ten  times  my  income.  A  convulsion  of 
the  state  will  give  me  breath ;  and  if  it  do  not  cancel  all  my 
debts,  at  least  'twill  stop  the  mouths  of  bawling  creditors 

Calcagno.  I  understand  thee  ;  and  if  then,  perchance, 
Genoa  should  be  freed,  Sacco  will  be  hailed  his  country's 
saviour.  Let  no  one  trick  out  to  me  the  thread-bare  tale  of 
honesty,  if  the  fate  of  empires  hang  on  the  bankruptcy  of  a 
prodigal  and  the  lust  of  a  debauchee.  By  heaven,  Sacco,  I 
admire  the  wise  design  of  Providence,  that,  in  us,  would  heal 
the  corruptions  in  the  heart  of  the  state  by  the  vile  ulcers  on 
its  limbs.  — Is  thy  design  unfolded  to  Verrina? 

Sacco.  As  far  as  it  can  be  unfolded  to  a  patriot.  Thou 
knowest  his  iron  integrity,  which  ever  tends  to  that  one  point, 
his  country.  His  hawk-like  eye  is  now  fixed  on  Fiesco,  and 
he  has  half-conceived  a  hope  of  thee,  to  join  the  bold  con- 
spiracy. 

Calcagno.  Oh,  he  has  an  excellent  nose !  Come,  let  us 
seek  him,  and  fan  the  flame  of  liberty  in  his  breast  by  our 
accordant  spirit.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  IY. 

Julia,  agitated  with  anger,  and  Fiesco,  in  a  white  mask, 

following  her, 

Julia.     Servants! — footmen! 

Fiesco.  Countess,  whither  are  you  going  ? — What  do  you 
intend  ? 

Julia.  Nothing — ^nothing  at  all. — {To  the  servants,  wivo 
enter,  and  immediately  retire.) — Let  my  carriage  draw  up 

Fiesco.     Pardon  me,  it  must  not. — You  are  ofi'ended. 

Julia.  Oh,  by  no  means. — Away — you  tear  my  dress  to 
pieces. — Offended!  Who  is  here,  that  can  offend  me?  Go, 
pray  go 

Fiesco  (itpon  one  knee).  Not  till  you  tell  me  what  imper- 
tinent  
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Julia  {stands  still  in  a  haughty  attitude).  I'ine !  Fine ! 
— Admirable  I — Oh,  that  the  Countess  of  'Lavagna  might  be 
called  to  view  this  charming  scene !  How,  Count !  is  this 
like  a  husband?  This  posture  would  better  suit  the  chamber 
of  your  wife  when  she  turns  over  the  journal  of  your  caresses 
and  finds  a  void  in  the  account.  Rise,  sir,  and  seek  those  to 
whom  your  overtures  will  prove  more  acceptable. — Rise — un- 
less you  think  your  gallantries  will  atone  for  your  wife's  imper- 
tinence. 

FiEsco  [jumping  up).     Impertinence  !     To  jo\x  ? 

Julia.  To  break  up  ! — To  push  away  her  chair! — To  turn 
her  back  upon  the  table — that  table,  Count,  w^here  I  was 
sitting 


FiEsco.     'Tis  inexcusable. 

Julia.  And  is  that  all  ? — Out  upon  the  jade  ! — Am  I,  then, 
to  blame,  because  the  Count  makes  use  of  his  eyes  ?  [Smilingly 
admiring  herself.) 

FiEsco.  'Tis  the  fault  of  your  beauty,  madam,  that  keeps 
them  in  such  sweet  slavery. 

Julia.  Away  with  compliment,  where  honour  is  concerned. 
Count,  I  insist  on  satisfaction.  Where  shall  I  find  it,  in 
you,  or  in  my  uncle's  vengeance  ? 

FiEsco.  Find  it  in  the  arms  of  love — of  love,  that  would 
repair  the  offence  of  jealousy. 

Julia.  Jealousy !  Jealousy !  Poor  thing !  What  would 
she  wish  for?  [Adrairing  herself  in  the  glass.)  Could  she 
desire  a  higher  compliment  than  were  I  to  declare  her  taste 
my  own?  [Haughtily)  Doria,  and  Fiesco  ! — Would  not  the 
Countess  of  Lavagna  have  reason  to  feel  honoured,  if  Doria's 
niece  deigned  to  envy  her  choice  ?  [In  a  friendly  tone,  offer- 
ing  the  Count  her  hand  to  kiss.) — I  nil erely.  assume  the  possi- 
bility of  such  a  case,  Count. 

FiEsco  [with  animation).  Cruel  Countess !  Thus  to  tor- 
ment me.  I  know,  divine  Julia,  that  respect  is  all  I  ought  to 
feel  for  you.  My  reason  bids  me  bend  a  subject's  knee  before 
the  race  of  Doria ;  but  my  heart  adores  the  beauteous  Julia. — 
My  love  is  criminal,  but  'tis  also  heroic;  and  dares  o'erleap 
the  boundaries  of  rank,  and  soar  towards  the  dazzling  sun  of 
majesty. 

Juijea.  a  great  and  courtly  falsehood,  paraded  upon  stilts  f 
— While  his  tongue  deifies  me,  his  heart  beats  beneath  tho 
picture  of  another. 
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FiEsco.  Rather  say  it  beats  indignantly  against  it,  and 
would  shake  off  the  odious  burden.  (Taking  the  picture  of 
Leonoka,  ivhich  is  suspended  by  a  sky-blue  riband  from  his 
breast y  and  delivering  it  to  Julia.)  Place  your  own  image  on 
that  altar,  and  you  will  instantly  annihilate  this  idol. 

Julia  (pleased,  puts  by  the  picture  hastily).  A  great  sacri- 
fice, by  mine  honour,  and  which  deserves  my  thanks.  (Hangs 
her  own  picture  about  his  neck.)  So,  my  slave,  henceforth  bear 
your  badge  of  service.  [Exit. 

FiESCO  (with  transport).  Julia  loves  me! — ^Julia! — I  envy 
not  even  the  gods.  (Exulting.)  Let  this  night  be  a  jubilee. 
— Joy  shall  attain  its  summit.  Ho!  within  there!  {Servants 
come  running  in,)  Let  the  floors  swim  with  Cyprian  nectar, 
soft  strains  of  music  rouse  midnight  from  her  leaden  slumber, 
and  a  thousand  burning  lamps  eclipse  the  morning  sun. 
Pleasure  shall  reign  supreme,  and  the  Bacchanal  dance  so 
wildly  beat  the  ground,  that  the  dark  kingdom  of  the  shades 
below  shall  tremble  at  the  uproar ! 

[Exit  hastily,  A  noisy  allegro,  during  which  the  back 
scene  opens,  and  discovers  a  grand  illuminated  saloon, 
many  masks  dancing.  At  the  side,  drinking  and 
playing  tables,  surrounded  with  company. 

Scene  V. 

Gik^^TTmo,  almost  intoxicated,  ljOM.^iSLmo,  Zibo,  Zentueione, 
Verrina,  Calcagno,  all  masked.  Several  other  Nobles  and 
Ladies, 

GiANET.  (boisterously).  Bravo  !  Bravo  !  These  wines  glide 
down  charmingly.  The  dancers  perform  a  merveille.  Go,  one 
of  you,  and  publish  it  throughout  Genoa,  that  I  am  in  good 
humour,  and  that  every  one  may  enjoy  himself.  By  my  ruling 
star,  this  shall  be  marked  as  a  red  letter  day  in  the  calendar, 
and  underneath  be  written — This  day  was  prince  Doria  merry. 
(The  guests  lift  their  glasses  to  their  mouths.  A  general  toast 
of  ''The  Republic.''  Sound  of  trumpets,)  The  Republic? 
(Throwing  his  glass  violently  on  the  ground.)  There  lie  its 
fragments.    (Three  black  masks  suddenly  rise,  and  collect  about 

GlANETTINO.) 

Lomel.  (supporting  Gianettino  on  his  arm).  My  lord,  you 
lately  spoke  of  a  young  girl,  whom  you  saw  in  the  church  of 
St.  Lorenzo. 


fiC.  v.]  FIE3C0.  141 

G  lANET.     T  did,  my  lad !  and  I  must  make  her  acquaintance. 

LoMEL.     That  I  can  manage  for  your  grace. 

GiANET.  [with  vehemence).  Can  you?  Can  you? — Lomel- 
lino,  you  were  a  candidate  for  the  procuratorship. — ^You  shall 
have  it. 

LoMEL.  Gracious  prince,  it  is  the  second  dignity  in  the 
state,  more  than  threescore  noblemen  seek  it,  and  all  of  them 
more  wealthy  and  honourable  than  your  grace's  humble 
servant. 

GiANET.  {indignantly).  By  the  name  of  Doria !  you  shall  be 
procurator.  {The  three  masks  come  forward.)  What  talk  you 
of  nobility  in  Genoa  ?  Let  them  all  throw  their  ancestry  and 
honours  into  the  scale,  one  hair  from  the  white  beard  of  my 
old  uncle  will  make  it  kick  the  beam.  It  is  my  will  that  you 
be  procurator,  and  that  is  tantamount  to  the  votes  of  the  whole 
senate. 

LoMEL.  [in  a  loiv  voice).  The  damsel  is  the  only  daughter 
of  one  Verrina. 

GiANET.  The  girl  is  pretty,  and,  in  spite  of  all  the  devils 
in  hell,  I  must  possess  her 

LoMEL.  What,  my  lord !  the  only  child  of  the  most  ob- 
stinate of  our  republicans  ? 

GiANET.  To  hell  with  your  republicans  !  Shall  my  passion 
be  thwarted  by  the  anger  of  a  vassal  ?  'Tis  as  vain  as  to  ex- 
pect the  Tower  should  fall  when  boys  pelt  it  with  muscle- 
shells.  [The  three  black  masks  step  nearer,  with  great  emotion.) 
What !  Has  the  Duke  Andreas  gained  his  scars  in  battle  for 
their  wives  and  children,  only  that  his  nephew  should  court 
the  favour  of  these  vagabond  republicans  ?  By  the  name  of 
Doria,  they  shall  swallow  this  fancy  of  mine,  or  I  will  plant  a 
gallows  over  the  bones  of  my  uncle,  on  which  their  Genoese 
liberty  shall  kick  itself  to  death.  (The  three  masks  step  back 
in  disgust.) 

LoMEL.  The  damsel  is  at  this  moment  alone.  Her  father 
is  here,  and  one  of  those  three  masks. 

GiANET.     Excellent!     Bring  me  instantly  to  her. 

LoMEL.    But  you  will  seek  in  her  a  mistress,  and  find  a  prude. 

GiANET.  Force  is  the  best  rhetoric.  Lead  me  to  her. 
Would  I  could  see  that  republican  dog  that  durst  stand  m 
the  way  of  the  bear  Doria.  [Going,  meets  Fiesco  at  the  door.) 
Where  is  the  Countess  ? 
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Scene  VI. 
FiESCO  and  the  former. 

FiEsco.  I  have  handed  her  to  her  carriage.  (Takes 
GiANETTiNo's  hand,  and  presses  it  to  his  breast.)  Prince,  I  am 
now  doubly  your  slave.  To  you  I  bow,  as  sovereign  of  Genoa. 
— to  your  lovely  sister,  as  mistress  of  my  heart. 

LoMEL.  Fiesco  is  become  a  mere  votary  of  pleasure. 
The  great  world  has  lost  much  in  you. 

FiEsco.  But  Fiesco  has  lost  nothing  in  giving  up  the 
world.  To  live  is  to  dream,  and  to  dream  pleasantly  is  to  be 
wise.  Can  this  be  done  more  certainly  amid  the  thunders  of 
a  throne,  where  the  wheels  of  government  creak  incessantly 
upon  the  tortured  ear,  than  on  the  heaving  bosom  of  an 
enamoured  woman  ? — Le\  Gianettino  rule  over  Genoa ;  Fiesco 
shall  devote  himself  to  love. 

GiANET.  Away,  Lomellino !  It  is  near  midnight.  The 
time  draws  near — Lavagna,  we  thank  thee  for  thy  entertain- 
ment— I  have  been  satisfied. 

FiESCO.     That,  prince,  is  all  that  I  can  wish. 

GiANET.  Then  good  night !  To-morrow  we  have  a  party 
at  the  palace,  and  Fiesco  is  invited — Come  procurator ! 

Fiesco.     Ho  !     Lights  there ! — Music ! — 

GiANET.  (haughtily f  rushing  through  the  three  masks).  Make 
way  there  for  Doria ! 

One  of  the  three  Masks  (murmuring  indignantly).  Make 
way? — In  hell  I — Never  in  Genoa ! 

The  Guests  (in  motion).  The  Prince  is  going — Good 
night,  Lavagna !     {They  depart.) 

Scene  VII. 
The  three  black  Masks  and  Fiesco.     {A  pause,) 

Fiesco.  I  perceive  some  guests  here,  who  do  not  share 
the  pleasure  of  the  feast. 

Masks  (murmuring  to  each  other  with  indignation).  No 
Not  one  of  us. 

Fiesco  (courteously).  Is  it  possible,  that  my  attention 
should  have  been  wanting  to  any  one  of  my  guests  ?  Quick, 
servants !  Let  the  music  be  renewed,  and  fill  the  goblets  tc 
the  brim.  I  would  not  that  my  friends  should  find  the  time 
hang  heavy.     Will  you  permit  me  to  amuse  you  with  fire- 
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works  ?  Would  you  choose  to  see  the  frolics  of  my  harlequin? 
Perhaps  you  would  be  pleased  to  join  the  ladies.  Or  shall 
we  sit  dowm  to  faro,  and  pass  the  time  in  play  ? 

A  Mask.     We  are  accustomed  to  spend  it  in  action. 

FiEsco.     A  manly  answer — such  as  bespeaks  Verrina. 

Verrina  {immasking).  Fiesco  is  quicker  to  discover  his 
friends  beneath  their  masks,  than  they  to  discover  him 
beneath  his. 

FiEsco.  I  understand  you  not.  But  what  means  that 
crape  of  mourning  around  your  arm  ?  Can  death  have  robbed 
Verrina  of  a  friend,  and  Fiesco  not  know  the  loss  ? 

Verrina.     Mournful  tales  ill  suit  Fiesco  s  joyful  feasts. 

Fiesco.  But  if  a  friend  —  impressing  his  hand  warmly.) 
Friend  of  my  soul !     For  whom  must  w^e  both  mourn  ? 

Verrina.  Both ! — Both ! — Oh,  'tis  but  too  true  we  both 
should  mourn — yet  not  all  sons  lament  their  mother. . 

Fiesco.  'Tis  long  since  your  mother  was  mingled  with 
the  dust. 

Verrina  (with  an  earnest  look).  I  do  remember  me  that 
Fiesco  once  called  me  brother,  because  w^e  both  were  sons  of 
the  same  country ! 

Fiesco  (Jocosely).  Oh,  is  it  only  that?  You  meant  then 
but  to  jest?  The  mourning  dress  is  worn  for  Genoa !  True, 
she  lies  indeed  in  her  last  agonies.  The  thought  is  new  and 
singular.     Our  cousin  begins  to  be  a  wit. 

Verrina.     Fiesco  !     I  spoke  most  seriously. 

Fiesco.  Certainly — certainly.  A  jest  loses  its  point, 
when  he  who  makes  it  is  the  first  to  laugh.  But  you !  You 
looked  like  a  mute  at  a  funeral.  Who  could  have  thought, 
that  the  austere  Verrina  should  in  his  old  age  become  such 
a  wag ! 

Sacco.     Come,  Verrina.     He  never  will  be  ours. 

Fiesco.  Be  merry,  brother.  Let  us  act  the  part  of  the 
cunning  heir,  who  walks  in  the  funeral  procession  with  loud 
lamentations,  laughing  to  himself  the  while,  under  the  cover 
of  his  handkerchief.  'Tis  true,  we  may  be  troubled  with  a 
harsh  step-mother.  Be  it  so — we  will  let  her  scold,  and 
follow  our  own  pleasures. 

Verrina  {with  great  emotion).  Heaven,  and  earth !  Shall 
we  then  do  nothing? — What  is  become  of  you,  Fiesco  ?  Where 
am  I  to  seek  that  determined  enemy  of  tyrants?  There  was 
a  time,  when  but  to  see  a  crown  would  have  been  torture  to 
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you. — 0,  fallen  son  of  the  republic !  By  heaven,  it  timo 
could  so  debase  my  soul,  I  would  spurn  immortality. 

FiEsco.  O  rigid  censor!  Let  Doria  put  Genoa  in  his 
pocket,  or  barter  it  with  the  robbers  of  Tunis.  Why  should 
it  trouble  us  ?  We  will  drown  ourselves  in  floods  of  Cyprian 
wine,  and  revel  in  the  sweet  caresses  of  our  fair  ones. 

Veekina  [looking  at  him  ivitJi  earnestness).  Are  these  in- 
deed your  serious  thoughts  ? 

FiESCO.  Why  should  they  not  be,  my  friend  ?  Think  you 
'tis  a  pleasure  to  be  the  foot  of  that  many-legg'd  monster,  a 
republic?  No — thanks  be  to  him,  who  gives  it  wings,  and 
deprives  the  feet  of  their  functions !  Let  Gianettino  be  the 
duke,  affairs  of  state  shall  ne'er  lie  heavy  on  our  heads. 

Veerina.  Fiesco !  Is  that  truly  and  seriously  your 
meaning  ? 

Fiesco.  Andreas  adopts  his  nephew  as  a  son,  and  makes 
him  heir  to  his  estates ;  what  madman  will  dispute  with  him 
the  inheritance  of  his  power  ? 

Veeeina  (ivith  the  utmost  indignation).  Away,  then,  Ge- 
noese!     (Leaves  Fiesco  hastily,  the  restfolloiv.) 

Fiesco.  Verrina!  Verrinal  Oh,  this  republican  is  as  hard 
as  steel ! 

Scene  VIII. 

FiEsco.     A  Mask  entering. 

Mask.     Have  you  a  minute  or  two  to  spare,  Lavagna  ? 

Fiesco  [in  an  obliging  manner).     An  hour,  if  you  request  it. 

Mask.     Then  condescend  to  walk  into  the  fields  with  me. 

Fiesco.     It  wants  but  ten  minutes  of  midnight. 

Mask.     Walk  with  me,  count,  I  pray 

Fiesco.     I  will  order  my  carriage 

Mask.  That  is  useless — I  shall  send  one  horse :  we  want 
no  more,  for  only  one  of  us,  I  hope,  will  return. 

Fiesco  {ivith  suriorise).     What  say  you  ? 

Mask.  A  bloody  answer  will  be  demanded  of  you,  touch- 
ing a  certain  tear. 

Fiesco.     What  tear  ? 

Mask.  A  tear  shed  by  the  Countess  of  Lavagna — I  am 
acquainted  with  that  lady,  and  demand  to  know  how  she  has 
merited  to  be  sacrificed  to  a  worthless  woman  ? 

Fiesco.  I  understand  you  now ;  but  let  me  ask,  who  'tis 
that  offers  so  strange  a  challenge? 
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Mask,  It  is  the  same  that  once  adored  the  lady  Zibo,  and 
yielded  her  to  Fiesco. 

FiESCO.     Seipio  Bourgognino ! 

BouKG.  (unmasking).  And  who  now  stands  here  to  vindicate 
his  honour,  that  yielded  to  a  rival  base  enough  to  tyrannize 
over  innocence. 

FiEsco  {embraces  him  with  ardour).  Noble  youth  !  thanks 
to  the  sufferings  of  my  consort,  which  have  drawn  forth  the 
manly  feelings  of  your  soul ;  I  admire  your  generous  indigna- 
tion— but  I  refuse  your  challenge. 

BouKG.  {stepping  hack).  Does  Fiesco  tremble  to  encounter 
the  first  efforts  of  my  sword  ? 

Ftesco.  No,  Bourgognino  !  against  a  nation's  power  com- 
bined, I  would  boldly  venture,  but  not  against  you.  The  fire 
of  your  valour  is  endeared  to  me  by  a  most  lovely  object — the 
will  deserves  a  laurel,  but  the  deed  would  be  childish. 

BouBG.  (with  emotion).  Childish,  Count !  women  can  only 
weep  at  injuries.     'Tis  for  men  to  revenge  them. 

FiESCO.     Uncommonly  well  said — but  fight  I  will  not. 

BouKG.  (turning  from  him  contemptuously).  Count,  I  shall 
despise  you. 

Fiesco  (with  animation).  By  heaven,  youth,  that  thou 
shalt  never  do — not  even  if  virtue  fall  in  value,  shall  I  become 
a  bankrupt.  (Taking  him  by  the  hand,  with  a  look  of  earnest- 
ness.)    Did  you  ever  feel  for  me — what  shall  I  say — respect? 

BouRG.  Had  I  not  thought  you  were  the  first  of  men, 
I  should  not  have  yielded  to  you. 

FiEsco.  Then,  my  friend,  be  not  so  forward  to  despise  a 
man,  who  once  could  merit  your  respect.  It  is  not  for  the 
eye  of  the  youthful  artist  to  comprehend  at  once  the  master's 
vast  design.  Retire,  Bourgognino,  and  take  time  to  weigh 
^he  motives  of  Fiesco 's  conduct ! 

[Exit  BouEGOGNiNO,  in  silence. 
Go !  noble  youth !  if  spirits  such  as  thine  break  out  in  flames, 
in  thy  country's  cause,  let  the  Dorias  see  that  they  stand  fast ! 

Scene  IX. 

FiEsco. — The  Moor  entering  with  an  appearance  of  timidiifC. 
and  looking  round  cautiously, 

FiESCO  {fixing  his  eye  on  him  sharply)-.  Whnt  woiildst 
thou  here  ?    Who  art  thou? 
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MoDR  {as  above).     A  slave  of  the  republic. 

FiESCO  [keeping  his  eye  sharply  upon  him).  Slavery  is  a 
wretched  craft.     What  dost  thou  seek  ? 

Moor.     Sir,  I  am  an  honest  man. 

FiEsco.  Wear  then  that  label  on  thy  visage,  it  will  not 
be  superfluous — but,  what  wouldst  thou  have  ? 

Moor  {approachiyig  him,  Fiesco  draws  bach).  Sir,  I  am 
no  villain. 

FiEsco.  'Tis  well  thou  hast  told  me  that — and  yet — 'tis 
not  well  either  {impatiently).     What  dost  thou  seek  ? 

Moor  {still  approaching).     Are  you  the  Count  Lavagna  ? 

FiESCO  (haughtily).  The  blind  in  Genoa  know  my  steps — 
what  wouldst  thou  with  the  Count  ? 

Moor  {close  to  him).     Be  on  your  guard,  Lavagna ! 

FiEsco  {passing  hastily  to  the  other  side).  That,  indeed, 
I  am. 

Moor  {again  approaching).  Evil  designs  are  formed 
against  you,  Count. 

FiEsco  {retreating).     That  I  perceive. 

Moor.     Beware  of  Doria ! 

Fiesco  {approaching  him  with  an  air  of  confidence).  Per- 
haps my  suspicions  have  wronged  thee,  my  friend — Doria  is 
indeed  the  name  I  dread. 

Moor.     Avoid  the  man,  then — can  you  read? 

FiEsco.  A  curious  question!  Thou  hast  known,  it  seems, 
many  of  our  cavaliers — What  writing  hast  thou  ? 

Moor.  Your  name  amongst  other  condemned  sinners. 
(Presents  a  paper,  and  draws  close  to  Fiesco,  who  is  standing 
before  a  looking-glass  and  glancing  over  the  pap)er — the  Moor 
steals  round  him,  draws  a  dagger,  and  is  going  to  stab.) 

FiESCo  {turning  round  dexterously,  and  seizing  the  Moor's 
arm).     Stop,  scoundrel !     (Wrests  the  dagger  from  him,) 

Moor  {stamps  in  a  frantic  manner).  Damnation ! — Your 
pardon — sire ! 

FiEsco  {seizing  him,  calls  with  a  loud  voice).  Stephano ! 
Drullo !  Antonio !  (Holding  the  Moor  by  the  throat)  Stay, 
my  friend! — what  hellish  villany  !  {Servants  enter)  Stay, 
and  answer — thou  hast  performed  thy  task  like  a  bungler 
Who  pays  thy  wages  ? 

Moor  {after  several  fruitless  attempts  to  escape).  You  cannot 
hang  me  higher  than  the  gallows  are 
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FiEsco.  No — be  comforted — not  on  the  horns  of  the 
moon,  but  higher  than  ever  yet  were  gallows — yet  hold! 
Thy  scheme  was  too  politic  to  be  of  thy  own  contrivance: 
speak,  fellow !  w^ho  hired  thee  ? 

Mode.     Think  me  a  rascal,  sir,  but  not  a  fool. 

FiESco.  What,  is  the  scoundrel  proud?  Speak,  sirrah! 
Who  hired  thee  ? 

Moor  (aside).  Shall  I  alone  be  called  a  fool  ? — Who  hired 
me  ? — Twas  but  a  hundred  miserable  sequins. — Who  hired 
me,  did  you  ask? — Prince  Gianettino. 

FiESCO  (walking  about  in  a  passion),  A  hundred  sequins? 
And  is  that  all  the  value  set  upon  Fiesco's  head  ?  Shame  on 
thee,  Prince  of  Genoa !  Here,  fellow  (taking  money  from  an 
escrutoire),  are  a  thousand  for  thee.  Tell  thy  master  he  is  a 
niggardly  assassin.  (Moor  looks  at  him  with  astonishment.) 
What  dost  thou  gaze  at?  (Moor  takes  up  the  money — lays 
it  down — takes  it  up  again,  a,nd  looks  at  Fiesco  icith  in- 
creased astonishment.)     What  dost  thou  mean? 

Moor  (throwing  the  money  resolutely  upon  the  table).  Sir, 
that  money  I  have  not  earned — I  deserve  it  not. 

Fiesco.  Blockhead,  thou  hast  deserved  the  gallows ;  but 
tne  offended  elephant  tramples  on  men,  not  on  worms.  Were 
thy  life  worth  but  two  words,  I  would  have  thee  hanged. 

Moor  [bowing  with  an  air  of  pleasure  at  his  escape).  Sir, 
you  are  too  good ' 

Fiesco.  Not  towards  thee !  God  forbid !  No.  I  am 
amused  to  think  my  humour  can  make  or  unmake  such  a  vil- 
lain as  thou,  therefore  dost  thou  go  scot-free — understand  me 
aright — I  take  thy  failure  as  an  omen  of  my  future  greatness 
— 'tis  this  thought  that  renders  me  indulgent,  and  preserva 
thy  life. 

MooR*(m  a  tone  of  confidence).  Count,  your  handle- 
honour  for  honour.  If  an}^  man  in  this  country  has  a  throa 
too  much — command  me,  and  I'll  cut  it — gratis. 

Fiesco.  Obliging  scoundrel !  He  would  show  his  grati 
tude  by  cutting  throats  wholesale  ! 

Moor.  Men  like  me,  sir,  receive  no  favour  without  ac- 
knowledgment.    We  know  w^hat  honour  is. 

Fiesco.     The  honour  of  cut- throats? 

Moor.  Which  is  perhaps  more  to  be  relied  on  thaa 
that  of  your  men  of  character.      They  break  their  oatlis 

L  2 
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made  in  the  name  of  God.     We  keep  ours  pledged  to  the 
devil. 

FiESCo.     Thou  art  an  amusing  villain. 

Moor.  I  rejoice  to  meet  your  approbation.  Try  me— 
you  will  find  in  me  a  man  who  is  a  thorough  master  of  his 
profession.  Examine  me — I  can  show  my  testimonials  of 
villany  from  every  guild  of  rogues — from  the  lowest  to  the 
highest. 

FiEsco.  Indeed !  [seating  himself.)  There  are  laws  and 
systems  then,  even  among  thieves. — What  canst  thou  tell  me 
of  the  lowest  class? 

Moor.  O,  sir,  they  are  petty  villains,  mere  pickpockets. 
They  are  a  miserable  set.  Their  trade  never  produces  a  man 
of  genius — 'tis  confined  to  the  whip  and  workhouse — and  at 
most  can  lead  hut  to  the  gallows. 

FiEsco.  A  charming  prospect  I  I  should  like  to  hear 
something  of  a  superior  class. 

Moor.  The  next  are  spies  and  informers — tools  of  im- 
portance to  the  great,  who  from  their  secret  information 
derive  their  own  supposed  omniscience.  These  villains  in- 
sinuate themselves  into  the  souls  of  men  like  leeches — they 
draw  poison  from  the  heart,  and  spit  it  forth  against  the  very- 
source,  from  whence  it  came. 

Fjesco.     I  understand  thee — go  on 

Moor.  Then  come  the  conspirators — villains  that  deal  in 
poison,  and  hravoes  that  rush  upon  their  victims  from  some 
secret  covert.  Cowards  they  often  are,  but  yet  fellows 
that  sell  their  souls  to  the  devil,  as  the  fees  of  their  ap- 
prenticeship. The  hand  of  justice  binds  their  limbs  to  the 
rack,  or  plants  their  cunning  heads  on  spikes — this  is  the 
third  class 

FiEsco.     But  tell  me  !     When  comes  thy  own  ? 

Moor.  Patience,  my  brd — that  is  the  very  point  I  *m 
coming  to — 1  have  already  passed  through  all  the  stages  that 
I  mentioned :  my  genius  soon  soared  above  their  limits. — 
'Twas  but  last  night,  I  performed  my  masterpiece  in  the 
third — this  evening  I  attempted  the  fourth, — and  proved 
myself  a  bungler. 

FiEsco.     And  how  do  you  describe  that  class  ? 

Moor  [with  energy).  They  are  men  w^ho  seek  their  prey 
within  four  walls,  cutting  their  way  through  every  danger 
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They  strike  at  once,  and,  by  their  first  salute,  save  Lim  whom 
they  approach  the  trouble  of  returning  thanks  for  a  second. 
Between  ourselves,  they  are  called  the  express  couriers  of 
hell :  and  when  Beelzebub  is  hungry,  they  want  but  a  wink, 
and  he  gets  his  mutton  warm. 

FiESco.  Thou  art  an  hardened  villain — such  a  tool  I 
want. — Give  me  thy  hand — thou  shalt  serve  me. 

Moor.     Jest  or  earnest  ? 

FiEsco.  In  full  earnest — and  1 11  pay  thee  yearly  a  thou- 
sand sequins. 

Moor.  Done,  Lavagna !  I  am  yours.  Away  with  com- 
mon business — employ  me  in  whate'er  you  will.  1 11  be  your 
setter,  or  your  blood-hound — your  fox,  your  viper — ^your  pimp, 
or  executioner.  I  'm  prepared  for  all  commissions — except 
honest  ones ;  in  those  I  am  as  stupid  as  a  block. 

FiESco.  Fear  not !  I  w^ould  not  set  the  wolf  to  guard  the 
lamb.  Go  thou  through  Genoa  to-morrow,  and  sound  the 
temper  of  the  people.  Narrowly  inquire  what  they  think  of 
the  government,  and  of  the  house  of  Doria — what  of  me,  my 
debaucheries,  and  romantic  passion.  Flood  their  brains  with 
wine,  until  the  sentiments  of  the  heart  flow  over.  Here  's 
money — ^lavish  it  among  the  manufacturers 

Moor.     Sir ! 

FiEsco.  Be  not  afraid — no  honesty  is  in  the  case.  Go, 
collect  what  help  thou  canst.  To-morrow  I  will  hear  thy 
report.  [Exit. 

Moor  (following).  Rely  on  me.  It  is  now^  four  o'clock  in 
the  morning,  by  eight  to-morrow,  you  shall  hear  as  much 
news  as  twice  seventy  spies  can  furnish.  [Eocit 

Scene  X. — An  apartment  in  the  house  of  Verrina. 

Bertha  on  a  couch,  supporting  her  head  on   her  hand — 
Verrina  enters  with  a  look  of  dejection. 

Bertha  (starts  up  frightened).     Heavens !     He  is  here ! 

Verrina  (stops,  looking  at  her  with  surprise).  My  daughtcv, 
affrighted  at  her  father ! 

Bertha.  Fly !  Fly !  or  let  me  fly !  Father,  your  sight 
b  dreadful  to  me ! 

Verrina     Dreadful  to  my  child ! — my  only  child ! 


150  FiESCO.  [act  I. 

Bertha  {looking  at  Mm  mournfully).  Oh! — you  must 
seek  another — I  am  no  more  vour  dauQ-hter. 

Verrina.     What,  does  my  tenderness  distress  you  ? 

Bertha.     It  weighs  me  down  to  the  earth. 

Verrina.  How,  my  daughter !  do  you  receive  me  thus  ? 
Formerly,  when  I  came  home,  my  heart  o'erburthen'd  with 
sorrows,  my  Bertha  came  running  towards  me,  and  chased 
them  away  with  her  smiles.  Come,  embrace  me,  my  daughter  I 
Eeclined  upon  thy  glowing  bosom,  my  heart,  wh.en  chilled  by 
the  sufferings  of  my  country,  shall  grow  warm  again.  Oh. 
my  child!  this  day  I  have  closed  my  account  with  the  joys  of 
this  world,  and  thou  alone  [sighing  heavily)  remainest  to  me. 

Bertha  [casting  a  long  and  earnest  look  at  him).  Wretched 
father ! 

Verrina  [eagerly  embracing  her).  Bertha !  my  only  child ! 
Bertha !  my  last  remaining  hope  ! — The  liberty  of  Genoa  is 
lost — Fiesco  is  lost — ^and  thou  [pressing  her  more  strongly, 
ivith  a  look  of  despair)  mayest  be  dishonour 'd  ! 

Bertha  [tearing  herself  from  him).  Great  God!  You 
know,  then 

Verrina  (trembling).     What  ? 

Bertha.     My  virgin  honour- 

Verrina  [raging).     What  ? 

Bertha.     Last  night 

Verrina  [furiously).     Speak!     What! 

Bertha.     Force ! — [Sinks  down  upon  the  side  of  the  sofa.) 

Verrina  [after  a  long  pause — with  a  hollow  voice).  One 
word  more,  my  daughter — thy  last! — ^Who  was  it? 

Bertha.  Alas,  what  an  angry  death-like  paleness  !  Great 
God,  support  me  !  How  his  words  falter !  His  whole  frame 
trembles ! 

Verrina.  I  cannot  comprehend  it — Tell  me,  my  daughter 
—Who? 

Bertha.     Compose  yourself,  my  best,  my  dearest  father ! 

Verrina  [ready  to  faint).     For  God's  sake — Who  ? 

Bertha.     A  mask 

Verrina  [steps  back,  thoughtfully).  No  !  That  cannot  be ! 
— the  thought  is  idle — [smiling  to  himself) — What  a  fool  am 
I,  to  think  that  all  the  poison  of  my  life  can  flow  but  from  ono 
source  '  [Firmly,  addressing  himself  to  Bertha.)  What  was 
his  stature,  less  than  mine  or  taller? 
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Bertha.     Taller. 

YE-RnmA  (eagerly).     His  hair?     Black?  and  curled? 

Bertha.     As  black  as  jet,  and  curled. 

Verrina  (retiring  from  her  in  great  emotion).  0  God !  my 
brain !  my  brain ! — His  voice  ? 

Bertha.     Was  deep  and  harsh. 

Yerrina  {impetuously).  What  colour  was — No  !  I  '11  hear 
no  more  ! — His  cloak ! — What  colour  ? 

Bertha.     I  think,  his  cloak  was  green. 

Verrina  {covering  his  face  ivith  his  hands,  falls  on  the 
couch).     No  more — This  can  be  nothing  but  a  dream ! 

Bertha  {wringing  her  hands).  Merciful  Heaven  !  Is  this 
my  father  ? 

Verrina  {after  a  pause,  with  a  forced  smile).  Right ! — It 
serves  thee  right — coward  Verrina !  The  villain  broke  into 
the  sanctuary  of  the  laws — This  did  not  rouse  thee. — Then 
he  violated  the  sanctuary  of  thy  honour  (starting  up) 
Quick!  Nicolo! — Bring  balls  and  powder — but  stay — my 
sword  were  better.  {To  Bertha.)  Say  thy  prayers! — Ah! 
what  am  I  going  to  do  ? 

Bertha.     Father,  you  make  me  tremble  ! 

Verrina.  Come,  sit  by  me,  Bertha!  {In  a  solemn  man- 
ner.) Tell  me,  Bertha,  what  did  that  hoary-headed  Roman, 
when  his  daughter — like  you — how  can  I  speak  it! — fell  a 
prey  to  ignominy  ?  Tell  me,  Bertha,  what  said  Virginius  to 
his  dishonoured  daughter? 

Bertha  {shuddering).     I  know  not 

Verrina.  Foolish  girl  1  He  said  nothing — but  {rising 
hastily,  and  snatching  up  a  sword)  he  seized  an  instrument  of 
death 

Bertha  {terrified,  rushes  into  his  arms).  Great  God! — • 
What  would  you  do,  my  father ! 

Verrina  {throwing  away  the  sword).  No  I — There  is  still 
justice  left  in  Genoa. 

Scene  XL 

Sacco,  Calcagno,  the  Former. 

Calcagno.  Verrina,  quick !  prepare !  to-day  begins  the 
election  week  of  the  republic.  Let  us  early  to  the  Senate- 
House,  to  choose  the  new  senators.     The  streets  are  full  of 
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people,  you  will  undoubtedly  accompany  us  (ironically)  tc 
behold  the  triumph  of  our  liberty. 

Sacco  {to  Calcagno).  But  what  do  I  see  ?  A  naked  sword ! 
Verrina  staring  wildly !     Bertha  in  tears ! 

Calcagno.  By  heavens,  it  is  so! — Sacco!  some  strange 
event  has  happsned  here. 

Verrina  {placing  two  chairs).     Be  seated 

Sacco.     Your  looks,  Verrina,  fill  us  w^ith  apprehension. 

Calcagno.  I  never  saw  you  thus  before — Bertha  is  in 
tears,  or  your  grief  whould  have  seemed  to  presage  our 
country's  ruin. 

Verrina.  Ruin ! — Pray  sit  io\vn~{They  both  seat  themselves.) 

Calcagno.     My  friend,  I  conjure  you 

Verrina.     Listen  to  me. 

Calcagno  {to  Sacco).     I  have  sad  misgivings. 

Verrina.  Genoese !  you  both  know  the  antiquity  of  my 
family.  Your  ancestors  were  vassals  to  my  own.  My  fore- 
fathers fought  the  battles  of  the  state,  their  wives  were 
patterns  of  virtue.  Honour  was  our  sole  inheritance,  de- 
scending unspotted  from  the  father  to  the  son — Can  anj 
one  deny  it  ? 

Sacco.     No. 

Calcagno.     No  one,  by  the  God  of  heaven ! 

Verrina.  I  am  the  last  of  my  family.  My  wife  has  long 
been  dead.  This  daughter  is  all  she  left  me.  You  are  wit- 
nesses, my  friends,  how  I  have  brought  her  up.  Can  any  one 
Accuse  me  of  neglect  ? 

Calcagno.  No.  Your  daughter  is  a  bright  example  to 
her  sex. 

Verrina.  I  am  old,  my  friends.  On  this  one  daughter 
all  my  hopes  were  placed.  Should  I  lose  her,  my  race  be- 
comes extinct.  {After  a  'pause,  with  a  solemn  voice.)  I  have 
lost  her — My  family  is  dishonour 'd. 

Sacco  and  Calcagno.  Forbid  it.  Heaven !  (Bertha,  on 
kJie  couch,  appears  much  affected.) 

Verrina.  No. — Despair  not,  daughter !  These  men  are 
just  and  brave — If  they  feel  thy  wrongs,  they  will  expiate  them 
with  blood.  Be  not  astonished,  friends !  He  who  tramples? 
upon  Genoa,  may  easily  overcome  a  helpless  female. 

Sacco  and  Calcagno  {starting  up  with  emotion), 
nettino  Doria ! 
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Bertha  {with  a  shriek,  seeing  Bourgognino  enter).  Cover 
me,  walls,  beneath  your  ruins ! — My  Scipio ! 

Scene  XII. 
BoURGOGNiNO— f  7i^ /orm^r 

BouRG.  {with  ardour).  Eejoice,  my  love !  I  bring  good 
tidings.  Noble  Verrina,  my  heaven  now  depends  upon  a 
word  from  you.  I  have  long  loved  your  daughter,  but  never 
dared  to  ask  her  hand,  because  my  whole  fortune  was  en- 
trusted to  the  treacherous  sea.  My  ships  have  just  now 
reached  the  harbour  laden  with  valuable  cargoes — Now  I  am 
rich — Bestow  your  Bertha  on  me — I  will  make  her  happy. 
(Bertha  hides  her  face — a  profound  pause,) 

Verrina.  What,  youth !  Wouldst  thou  mix  thy  heart's 
pure  tide  with  a  polluted  stream  ? 

BouRG.  {claps  his  hand  to  his  sword,  but  suddenly  draws  it 
back).     Twas  her  father  said  it. 

Verrina.  No — every  rascal  in  Italy  will  say  it.  Are  you 
contented  with  the  leavings  of  other  men's  repasts  ? 

BouRG.     Old  man,  do  not  make  me  desperate. 

Calcagno.     Bourgognino !  he  speaks  the  truth. 

BouRG.  {enraged,  rushing  towards  Bertha).  The  truth? 
Has  the  girl  then  mocked  me  ? 

Calcagno.  No  !  no  I  Bourgognino.  The  girl  is  spotless 
as  an  angel. 

BouRG.  (astonished).  By  my  soul's  happiness,  I  compre- 
hend it  not! — Spotless,  yet  dishonoured! — They  look  in  silence 
on  each  other.  Some  horrid  crime  hangs  on  their  trembling 
tongues.  I  conjure  you,  friends,  mock  not  thus  my  reason. 
Is  she  pure  ?     Is  she  truly  so  ?     Who  answers  for  her  ? 

Verrina.     My  child  is  guiltless. 

BouRG.  Wbut !  Violence  ! — [Snatches  the  sword  from  the 
ground.)  Be  all  the  sins  of  earth  upon  my  head,  if  I  avenge 
her  not !     Where  is  the  spoiler  ? 

Verrina.  Seek  him,  in  the  plunderer  of  Genoa! — 
(BouRG.  struck  with  astonishment — Verrina  walks  up  and 
down  the  room  in  deep  thought,  then  stops.)  If  rightly  I 
can  trace  thy  counsels,  0  eternal  Providence  !  it  is  thy  will  to 
make  my  daughter  the  instrument  of  Genoa's  deliverance. 
(Approaching  her  slowly,  takes  the  mourning  crape  from  his 
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arm,  and  proceeds  in  a  solemn  manner)  Before  the  heart's 
blood  of  Doria  shall  wash  away  this  foul  stain  from  thy 
honour,  no  beam  of  daylight  shall  shine  upon  these  cheeks. 
Till  then  (throwing  the  crape  over  her)  be  blind  !  (A  pause — ■ 
the  rest  look  upon  him  ivith  silent  astonishment;  he  continues 
solemnly,  his  hand  upon  Beetha's  head.)  Cursed  be  the  air 
that  shall  breathe  on  thee!  Cursed  the  sleep  that  shall 
refresh  thee  !  Cursed  every  human  step  that  shall  come  to 
sooth  thy  misery ! — Down,  into  the  lowest  vault  beneath  my 
house  !  There  whine,  and  cry  aloud  !  [pausing  with  inward 
horror) — Be  thy  life  painful  as  the  tortures  of  the  writhing 
worm — agonising  as  the  stubborn  conflict  between  existence 
and  annihilation.  This  curse  lie  on  thee,  till  Gianettino 
shall  have  heaved  forth  his  dying  breath.  If  he  escape  his 
punishment  ,then  mayest  thou  drag  thy  load  of  misery  through- 
out the  endless  circle  of  eternity ! 

[A  deep  silence — horro?  is  marked  on  the  countenances  of 
all  present, — Verkina  casts  a  scrutinizing  look  at  each 
of  them. 

BouRG.  Inhuman  father!  What  is  it  thou  hast  done? 
Why  pour  forth  this  horrible  and  monstrous  curse  against  thy 
guiltless  daughter? 

Vereina.  Youth,  thou  say'st  true ! — it  is  most  horrible. 
Now,  who  among  you  will  stand  forth  and  prate  still  of 
patience  and  delay? — My  daughter's  fate  is  linked  with  that 
of  Genoa. — I  sacrifice  the  affections  of  a  father  to  the  duties  of 
a  citizen. — Who  among  us  is  so  much  a  coward,  as  to  hesitate 
in  the  salvation  of  his  country,  when  this  poor  guiltless  being 
must  pay  for  his  timidity  with  endless  sufferings? — By  hea- 
vens, 'twas  not  a  madman's  speech ! — I  have  sworn  an  oath,  and 
till  Doria  lie  in  the  agonies  of  death,  I  will  show  no  mercy  te 
my  child.  No — not  though,  like  an  executioner,  I  should  in- 
vent unheard-of  torments  for  her,  or  with  my  own  hands  rend 
her  innocent  frame  piecemeal  on  the  barbarous  rack. — You 
shudder — you  stare  at  me  with  ghastly  faces. — Once  more, 
Scipio — I  keep  her  as  a  hostage  for  the  tyrant's  death.  Upon 
this  precious  thread  do  I  suspend  thy  duty,  my  own,  and 
yours  [to  Sacco  and  Calcagno). — The  tyrant  of  Genoa  falls, 
or  Bertha  must  despair — I  retract  not. 

BouRG.  [throwing  himself  at  Bertha's  feet).     He  shall  fall 
—shall  fall  a  victim  to  Genoa.     I  will  as  surely  sheathe  this 
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sword  in  Doria's  heart,  as  upon  thy  lips  I  will  imprint  the 
bridal  kiss.     (Rises.) 

Veretna.  Ye  couple,  the  first  that  ever  owed  their  union 
to  the  Furies,  join  hands  I — Thou  wilt  sheathe  thy  sword  in 
Doria's  heart? — Take  her ! — she  is  thine  ! 

Calcagno  {kneeling).  Here  kneels  another  citzen  of  Ge» 
noa,  and  lays  his  faithful  sword  before  the  feet  of  innocence. 
As  surely  may  Calcagno  find  the  way  to  heaven,  as  this  steel 
shall  find  its  way  to  Gianettino's  heart !     {Rises.) 

Sacco  [kneeling).  Last,  but  not  less  determined,  Eaffaelle 
Sacco  kneels.  If  this  bright  steel  unlock  not  the  prison  doors 
of  Bertha,  mayest  thou,  my  Saviour,  shut  thine  ear  against  my 
dying  prayers !     (^Rises.) 

Verrina  (ivith  a  calm  look).  Through  me  Genoa  thanka 
you.  Now  go,  my  daughter — Eejoice,  to  be  the  mighty  sacri- 
fice for  thy  country! 

BouRG.  (embracing  her,  as  she  is  departing).  Go!  confide 
in  God — and  Bourgognino. — The  same  day  shall  give  freedom- 
to  Bertha,  and  to  Genoa  [Bertha  retires. 

Scene  XIII. 
The  former — without  Bertha. 

Calcagno.  Genoese,  before  we  take  another  step,  one 
word 

Verrina.     I  guess  what  you  would  say. 

Calcagno.  Will  four  patriots  alone  be  sufficient  to  destroy 
this  mighty  Hydra?  Shall  we  not  stir  up  the  people  to 
rebellion,  or  draw  the  nobles  in  to  join  our  party? 

Verrina.  I  understand  you.  Now  hear  my  advice — I 
have  long  engaged  a  painter,  who  has  been  exerting  all  his 
skill,  to  paint  the  fall  of  Appius  Claudius.  Fiesco  is  an 
adorer  of  the  arts,  and  soon  warmed  by  ennobling  scenes. 
We  wdll  send  this  picture  to  his  house,  and  will  be  present 
when  he  contemplates  it.  Perhaps  the  sight  may  rouse  his. 
dormant  spirit. — Perhaps- 


BouRG.  No  more  of  him. — Increase  the  danger,  not  the 
sharers  in  it. — So  valour  bids.  Long  have  I  felt  a  something 
within  my  breast,  that  nothing  would  appease.  What  'twas, 
now  bursts  upon  me — {springing  up  with  enthusiasm) — 'twas  m 
Tyrant !  [The  scene  closes 
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ACT  II. 

Scene  I. — An  Antichamher  in  the  Palace  of  FiEsco. 

Leonoka  and  Arabella. 

Arabella.  No,  no,  you  were  mistaken :  your  eyes  were 
blinded  by  jealousy. 

Leonora.  It  was  Julia,  to  the  life.  Seek  not  to  persuade 
me  otherwise.  My  picture  was  suspended  by  a  sky-blue 
riband:  this  was  flame-coloured. — My  doom  is  fixed  irre- 
vocably. 

Scene  II. 

The  former  and  Julia. 

Julia  (entering  in  an  affected  manner).  The  Count  offered 
me  his  palace,  to  see  the  procession  to  the  senate-house.  The 
time  will  be  tedious.  You  will  entertain  me,  madam,  while 
the  chocolate  is  preparing. 

[Arabella  goes  out,  and  returns  soon  afterwards, 

Leonora  Do  jou  wish  that  I  should  invite  company  to 
meet  you  ? 

Julia.  Ridiculous  !  As  if  I  should  come  hither  in  search 
of  company.  You  will  amuse  me,  madam — {ivalking  up  and 
down,  and  admiring  herself) — if  you  are  able,  madam. — At 
any  rate  I  shall  lose  nothing. 

Arabella  {sarcastically).  Your  splendid  dress  alone  will 
be  the  loser.  Only  think  how  cruel  it  is  to  deprive  the  eager 
eyes  of  our  young  beaux  of  such  a  treat !  Ah !  and  the  glitter 
of  your  sparkling  jewels,  on  which  it  almost  wounds  the  sight 
to  look.  Good  heavens !  You  seem  to  have  plundered  the 
whole  ocean  of  its  pearls. 

Julia  [before  a  glass).  Yon  are  not  accustomed  to  such 
things,  miss !  But  hark  ye,  miss  !  pray  has  your  mistress 
also  hired  your  tongue?  Madam,  'tis  fine,  indeed,  to  permit 
your  domestics  thus  to  address  your  guests. 

Leonora.  'Tis  my  misfortune,  Signora,  that  my  want  of 
spirits  prevents  me  from  enjoying  the  pleasure  of  your 
company. 

Julia.  An  ugly  fault  that,  to  be  dull  and  spiritless.  Bo 
active,  sprightly,  witty !  Yours  is  not  the  way  to  attach  your 
husband  to  you. 


6C.  n  ]  FiEsco.  16T 

Leonora.  I  know  but  one  way,  Countess.  Let  yours  ever 
be  the  sympathetic  medium. 

Julia  (pretending  not  to  mind  her).  How  you  dress,  madam ! 
For  shame !  Pay  more  attention  to  your  personal  appearance ! 
Have  recourse  to  art  where  nature  has  been  unkind.  Put  a 
little  paint  on  those  cheeks,  which  look  so  pale  with  spleen. 
Poor  creature !     Your  puny  face  will  never  find  a  bidder. 

Leonoka  (in  a  lively  manner  to  Arabella).  Congratulate 
me,  girl.  It  is  impossible  I  can  have  lost  my  Fiesco  ;  or,  if  I 
have,  the  loss  must  be  but  trifling.  {The  chocolate  is  brought, 
Arabella  pours  it  out.) 

Julia.  Do  you  talk  of  losing  Fiesco  ?  Good  God !  How 
could  you  ever  conceive  the  ambitious  idea  of  possessing  him? 
Why,  my  child,  aspire  to  such  a  height  ? — A  height  where  you 
cannot  but  be  seen,  and  must  come  into  comparison  with  others. 
Indeed,  my  dear,  he  was  a  knave  or  a  fool  who  joined  you  with 
Fiesco.  {Talcing  her  hand  with  a  look  of  compassion,)  Poor 
soul !  The  man  who  is  received  in  the  assemblies  of  fashion- 
able life  could  never  be  a  suitable  match  for  you.  {She  takes  a 
dish  of  chocolate.) 

Leonora  {smiling  at  Arabella).  If  he  were,  he  would  not 
wish  to  mix  with  such  assemblies. 

Julia.  The  Count  is  handsome,  fashionable,  elegant.  He 
is  so  fortunate  as  to  have  formed  connections  with  people  of 
rank.  He  is  lively  and  high-spirited.  Now,  when  he  severs 
himself  from  these  circles  of  elegance  and  refinement,  and 
returns  home  warm  with  their  impressions,  what  does  he 
meet  ?  His  wife  receives  him  with  a  common-place  tender- 
ness ;  damps  his  fire  with  an  insipid,  chilling  kiss,  and  mea- 
sures out  her  attentions  to  him  with  a  niggardly  economy. 
Poor  husband !  Here,  a  blooming  beauty  smiles  upon  him — 
there,  he  is  nauseated  by  a  peevish  sensibility.  Signora, 
Signora,  for  God's  sake  consider,  if  he  have  not  lost  his 
understanding,  which  will  he  choose  ? 

Leonora  {offering  her  a  cup  of  chocolate).  You,  madam — 
if  he  have  lost  it. 

Julia.  Good!  This  sting  shall  return  into  your  owu 
bosom.  Tremble  for  your  mockery !  But  before  you  tremble 
—blush ! 

Leonora.  Do  you  then  know  what  it  is  to  blush,  Signora? 
But  why  not  ?     'Tis  a  toilet  trick. 
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Julia.  Oh,  see !  This  poor  creature  must  be  provoked 
if  one  v7ould  draw  from  her  a  spark  of  wit.  Well — let  it  pass 
this  time.  Madam,  you  were  bitter.  Give  me  your  hand 
in  token  of  reconciliation. 

Leonoka  {offering  her  hand  with  a  significant  look).  Countess, 
my  anger  ne'er  shall  trouble  you. 

Julia  {offering  her  hand).  Generous,  indeed!  Yet  may 
I  not  be  so  too  ?  {Maliciously.)  Countess,  do  you  not  think 
I  must  love  that  person  whose  image  I  bear  constantly  about 
me? 

Leonora  {blushing  and  confused).  What  do  you  say? — 
Let  me  hope  the  conclusion  is  too  hasty. 

Julia.  I  think  so  too.  The  heart  waits  not  the  guidance 
of  the  senses — real  sentiment  needs  no  breastwork  of  outward 
ornament. 

Leonora.     Heavens!  Where  Aidiyou  learn  such  a  truth? 

Julia.  'Twas  in  mere  compassion  that  I  spoke  it ;  for  ob- 
serve, madam,  the  reverse  is  no  less  certain. — Such  is  Fiesco's 
love  for  you.     {Gives  her  the  picture,  laughing  maliciously.) 

Leonora  {with  extreme  indignation).  My  picture  !  Given 
to  you!  {Throws  herself  into  a  chair,  much  affected.) — Cruel 
Fiesco ! 

Julia.  Have  I  retaliated  ?  Have  I  ?  Now,  madam,  have 
you  any  other  sting  to  wound  me  with  ?  {Goes  to  side  scene.) — 
My  carriage ! — My  object  is  gained.  {To  Leonora,  patting 
her  cheek.) — Be  comforted,  my  dear :  he  gave  me  the  picture 
in  a  fit  of  madness.  [Exeunt  Julia  and  Arabella. 

Scene  III. 
Leonora,  Calcagno  entering, 

Calcagno.  Did  not  the  Countess  Imperiali  depart  in 
anger? — You,  too,  so  excited,  madam? 

Leonora  {violently  agitated).  No ! — This  is  unheard-of 
cruelty. 

Calcagno.  Heaven  and  earth ! — Do  I  behold  you  in 
tears  ? 

Leonora.  Thou  art  a  friend  of  my  inhuman — Away< 
leave  my  sight ! 

Calcagno.  Whom  do  you  call  inhuman? — You  affright 
me— ~- 
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Leonora.     My  husband. — Is  he  not  so  ? 

Calcagno.     What  do  I  hear ! 

Leonora.  'Tis  but  a  piece  of  villany  common  enough 
among  your  sex ! 

Calcagno  (grasping  her  hand  with  vehemence).  Lady,  I 
have  a  heart  for  weeping  virtue. 

Leonora.     You  are  a  man — your  heart  is  not  for  me. 

Calcagno.  For  you  alone — yours  only.  Would  that  you 
knew  how  much,  how  truly  yours 

Leonora.  Man,  thou  art  untrue.  Thy  words  would  be 
refuted  by  thy  actions 

Calcagno.     I  swear  to  you 

Leonora.  A  false  oath.  Cease !  The  perjuriets  of  men 
are  so  innumerable,  'twould  tire  the  pen  of  the  recording  angel 
to  write  them  down.  If  their  violated  oaths  were  turned  into 
as  many  devils,  they  might  storm  heaven  itself,  and  lead  away 
the  angels  of  light  as  captives. 

Calcagno.  Nay,  madam,  your  anger  makes  you  unjust.  Is 
the  whole  sex  to  answer  for  the  crime  of  one  ? 

Leonora.  I  tell  thee  in  that  one  was  centered  all  my 
affection  for  the  sex.     In  him  I  will  detest  them  all. 

Calcagno.  Countess,  —  you  once  bestowed  your  hand 
amiss. — Would  you  again  make  trial,  I  know  one  who  would 
deserve  it  better. 

Leonora.  The  limits  of  creation  cannot  bound  your  false- 
hoods.    I  '11  hear  no  more. 

Calcagno.  Oh,  that  you  would  retract  this  cruel  sentence 
in  my  arms ! 

Leonora  (with  astonishment).     Speak  out.     In  thy  arms ! 

Calcagno.  In  my  arms,  which  open  themselves  to  receive 
a  forsaken  woman,  and  to  console  her  for  the  love  she  has 
lost. 

Leonora  [fixing  her  eyes  on  him).     Love  ? 

Calcagno  [kneeling  before  her  with  ardour).     Yes,  I  have 
said  it.     Love,  m^adam! — Life  and  death  hang  on  your  tongue. 
If  my  passion  be  criminal,  then  let  the  extremes  of  virtue  and 
vice  unite,  and  heaven  and  hell  be  joined  together  in  one  per 
dition. 

Leonora  [steps  hack  indignantly,  with  a  look  of  nohle  dis- 
dain). Ha !  Hypocrite !  Was  that  the  object  of  thy  false 
compassion  ? — This  attitude  at  once  proclaims  thee  a  traitor 
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to  friendship  and  to  love.  Begone  for  ever  from  mj  eyes  ! — » 
Detested  sex !  Till  now  I  thought  the  only  victim  of  your 
snares  was  woman ;  nor  ever  suspected  that  to  each  other  you 
were  so  false  and  faithless. 

Calcagno  (rising,  confounded).     Countess  ! 

Leonoka.  Was  it  not  enough  to  break  the  sacred  seal  of 
confidence?  but  even  on  the  unsullied  mirror  of  virtue  does 
this  hypocrite  breathe  pestilence,  and  would  seduce  my  inno- 
cence to  perjury. 

Calcagno  [hastily).  Perjury,  madam,  you  cannot  be  guilty 
of 

Leonora.  T  understand  thee — thou  thoughtest  my  wounded 
pride  would  plead  in  thy  behalf  [With  dignity,)  Thou  didst 
not  know  that  she  who  loves  Fiesco  feels  even  the  pang  that 
rends  her  heart  ennobling.  Begone!  Fiesco's  perfidy  will 
not  make  Calcagno  rise  in  my  esteem — but — will  lower  hu- 
manity. [Exit  hastily. 

Calcagno  [stands  as  if  thunderstruck,  looks  after  her,  then 
striking  his  forehead).     Fool,  that  I  am!  [Eodt. 

Scene  IV. 
The  Moor  and  Fiesco. 

Fiesco.     Who  was  it  that  just  now  departed? 

Moor.     The  Marquis  Calcagno. 

Fiesco.  This  handkerchief  was  left  upon  the  sofa.  My 
wife  has  been  here. 

Moor.     1  met  her  this  moment  in  great  agitation. 

Fiesco.  This  handkerchief  is  moist  [puts  it  in  his  pocket). 
Calcagno  here  ?  And  Leonora  agitated  ?  This  evening  thou, 
must  learn  what  has  happened. 

Moor.  Miss  Bella  likes  to  hear  that  she  is  fair  She  will 
inform  me. 

Fiesco.  Well — thirty  hours  are  past.  Hast  thou  exe^ 
cuted  my  commission  ? 

Moor.     To  the  letter,  my  lord. 

Fiesco  [seating  himself).  Then  tell  me  how  they  talk  of 
Doria,  and  of  the  government. 

Moor.  Oh,  most  vilely.  The  very  name  of  Doria  shakes 
them  like  an  ague-fit.  Giannettino  is  as  hateful  to  them  a» 
death  itself — there 's  nought  but  murmuring.     They  say,  the 
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French  have  been  the  rats  of  Genoa,  the  cat  Doria  has  de- 
voured them,  and  now  is  gohig  to  feast  upon  the  mice. 

FiEsco.  That  may  perhaps  be  true.  But  do  they  not 
know  of  any  dog  against  that  cat  ? 

Moor  {with  an  affected  carelessness).  The  town  was  mur- 
muring much  of  a  certain — poh — why  I  have  actually  forgotten 
the  name. 

FiEsco  {rising).  Blockhead !  That  name  is  as  easy  to  be 
remembered  as  'twas  difficult  to  achieve.  Has  Genoa  more 
such  names  than  one  ? 

Moor.     No — it  cannot  have  two  Counts  of  Lavagna. 

FiESCO  {seating  himself).  That  is  something.  And  what 
do  they  whisper  about  my  gaieties  ? 

Moor  [fixing  his  eyes  upon  him).  Hear  me,  Count  of 
Lavagna!  Genoa  must  think  highly  of  you.  They  cannot 
imagine  why  a  descendant  of  the  first  family — with  such 
talents  and  genius — full  of  spirit  and  popularity — master  of 
four  millions — his  veins  enriched  with  princely  blood — a 
nobleman  like  Fiesco,  whom,  at  the  first  call,  all  hearts  w^ould 
fly  to  meet 

FiESCO  {turns  away  contemptuously).  To  hear  such  things 
from  such  a  scoundrel ! 

Moor.  Many  lamented  that  the  chief  of  Genoa  should 
slumber  over  the  ruin  of  his  country.  And  many  sneered. 
Most  men  condemned  you.  All  bewailed  the  state  which  thus 
had  lost  you.  A  Jesuit  pretended  to  have  smelt  out  the  fox 
that  lay  disguised  in  sheep's  clothing. 

FiESCO.  One  fox  smells  out  another.  What  say  they  to 
my  passion  for  the  Countess  Imperiali  ? 

Moor.     What  I  would  rather  be  excused  from  repeating. 

FiEsco.  Out  with  it — the  bolder  the  more  welcome.  What 
are  their  murmurings. 

Moor.  'Tis  not  a  murmur.  At  all  the  coffee-houses, 
billiard-tables,  hotels,  and  public  walks — in  the  market-place, 
at  the  Exchange,  they  proclaim  aloud 

Ftesco.     What  ? — I  command  thee ! 

Moor  {retreating).     That  you  are  a  fool ! 

FiEsco.  Well,  take  this  sequin  for  these  tidings.  Now 
have  I  put  on  the  fool's  cap,  that  these  Genoese  may  havo 
wherewith  to  rack  their  wits.     Next  I  will  shave  my  head. 
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that  they  may  play  the  Merry  Andrew  to  my  Clown.  How  did 
the  manufacturers  receive  my  presents  ? 

Moor  {humorously).  Why,  Mr.  Fool,  they  looked  like  poor 
knaves 

FiEsco.     Fool  ? — Fellow,  art  thou  mad  ? 

Moor.     Pardon !     I  had  a  mind  for  a  few  more  sequins. 

FiESCO  {laughing,  gives  him  another  sequin).  Well. — 
"  Like  poor  knaves." 

Moor.  Who  receive  pardon  at  the  very  block.  They  are 
yours  both  soul  and  body. 

FiEsco.  I  'm  glad  of  it.  They  turn  the  scale  among  the 
populace  of  Genoa. 

Moor.  What  a  scene  it  was ! — Zounds !  I  almost  acquired 
a  relish  for  benevolence.  They  caught  me  round  the  neck 
like  madmen.  The  very  girls  seemed  in  love  with  my  black 
visage,  that  s  as  ill-omened  as  the  moon  in  an  eclipse.  Gold, 
thought  I,  is  omnipotent :  it  makes  even  a  Moor  look  fair. 

FiEsco.  That  thought  was  better  than  the  soil  which  gave 
it  birth.  These  words  are  favourable;  but  do  they  bespeak 
actions  of  equal  import  ? 

Moor.  Yes — as  the  murmuring  of  the  distant  thunder 
foretells  the  approaching  storm.  The  people  lay  their  heads 
together — they  collect  in  parties — break  off  their  talk  when- 
ever a  stranger  passes  by.  Throughout  Genoa  reigns  a 
gloomy  silence.  This  discontent  hangs,  like  a  threatening 
tempest,  over  the  republic.  Come  wind,  then  hail  and  light- 
ning will  burst  forth. 

FiESCO.     Hush ! — hark ! — What  is  that  confused  noise  ? 

Moor  {going  to  the  window).  It  is  the  tumult  of  the  crowd 
returning  from  the  senate-house. 

FiEsco.  To-day  is  the  election  of  a  procurator — Order  my 
carriage !  It  is  impossible  that  the  sitting  should  be  over. 
1 11  go  thither.  It  is  impossible  it  should  be  over  if  things 
went  right. — Bring  me  my  sword  and  cloak — where  is  my 
golden  chain? 

Moor.     Sir,  I  have  stolen  and  pawned  it. 

FiESCo.     That  I  am  glad  to  hear. 

Moor.     But,  how !     Are  there  no  more  sequins  for  mo? 

FiEsco.     No.     You  forgot  the  cloak. 

Moor.     Ali !  I  was  wrong  in  pointing  out  the  thief. 
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FiEsco.     The  tumult  comes  nearer.     Hark !     Tis  not  the 

sound  of  approbation.  Quick ! — Unlock  the  gates — I  guess 
the  matter.  Doria  has  been  rash.  The  state  balances  upon 
a  needle's  point.  There  has  assuredly  been  some  disturbance 
at  the  senate-house. 

Moor  {at  the  window).  What's  here!  They're  coming 
down  the  street  of  Balbi — a  crowd  of  many  thousands — the 
halberds  glitter — ah,  swords  too! — Halloo!  —  Senators!  — 
They  come  this  way. 

FiEsco.  Sedition  is  on  foot.  Hasten  amongst  .them — 
mention  my  name — persuade  them  to  come  hither.  [Exit 
Moor  hastily.)  What  reason,  labouring  like  a  careful  ant, 
■with  difficulty  scrapes  together,  the  wind  of  accident  collects 
in  one  short  moment. 

Scene  V. 
FiESCO ;  Zenturione,  Zibo,  and  Asserato,  rushing  in. 

ZiBo.  Count,  impute  it  to  our  anger  that  we  enter  thus 
unannounced. 

Zent.  I  have  been  mortally  affronted,  by  the  Duke's 
nephew,  in  the  face  of  the  whole  senate. 

Asserato.  Doria,  has  trampled  on  the  golden  book  of 
which  each  noble  Genoese  is  a  leaf. 

Zent.  Therefore  come  we  hither.  The  whole  nobility  are 
insulted  in  me — the  whole  nobility  must  share  my  vengeance. 
To  avenge  my  own  honour  I  should  not  need  assistance. 

ZiBO.  The  whole  nobility  are  outraged  in  his  person — the 
whole  nobility  must  rise  and  vent  their  rage  in  fire  and  flames. 

Asserato.  The  rights  of  the  nation  are  trodden  under 
foot — the  liberty  of  the  republic  has  received  a  deadly  blow. 

FiESCO.     You  raise  my  expectation  to  the  utmost. 

ZiBO.  He  was  the  twenty-ninth  among  the  electing  sena- 
tors, and  had  drawn  forth  a  golden  ball  to  vote  for  the  pro- 
curator. Of  the  eight  and  twenty  votes  collected,  fourteen 
were  for  me,  and  as  many  for  Lomellino.  His  and  Doria's 
were  still  wanting 

Zent.  Wanting !  I  gave  my  vote  for  Zibo.  Doria — 
think  of  the  w^ound  inflicted  on  my  honour — Doria 

Asserato  {interrupting  him).  Such  a  thing  w^as  never 
heard  of  since  the  sea  washed  the  walls  of  Genoa. 

K  3 
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Zent.  {continues,  with  great  heat).  Doria  drew  a  sword, 
which  he  had  concealed  under  a  scarlet  cloak — stuck  it 
through  my  vote — called  to  the  assembly 

ZiBO.  "  Senators,  'tis  good  for  nothing, — 'tis  pierced 
through. — Lomellino  is  Procurator." 

Zent.  *'  Lomellino  is  Procurator."  And  threw  his  sword 
upon  the  table. 

AssERATO.  And  called  out,  "  'Tis  good  for  nothing ! "  and 
threw  his  sword  upon  the  table. 

FiESCO  {after  a  pause).     On  what  are  you  resolved  ? 

Zent.  The  republic  is  wounded  to  its  very  heart.  On 
what  are  we  resolved  ? 

FiEsco.  Zenturione,  rushes  may  yield  to  a  breath,  but 
the  oak  requires  a  storm.     I  ask  on  what  are  you  resolved "? 

ZiBO.  Methinks  the  question  should  be,  on  what  does 
Genoa  resolve  ? 

FiEsco.  Genoa!  Genoa!  name  it  not.  'Tis  rotten,  and 
crumbles  where'er  you  touch  it.  Do  you  reckon  on  the 
nobles?  Perhaps,  because  they  put  on  grave  faces,  look 
mysterious  when  state  affairs  are  mentioned — talk  not  of 
them !  Their  heroism  is  stifled  among  the  bales  of  their 
Levantine  merchandise.  Their  souls  hover  anxiously  over 
their  India  fleet. 

Zent.  Learn  to  esteem  our  nobles  more  justly.  Scarcely 
was  Doria's  haughty  action  done,  when  hundreds  of  them 
rushed  into  the  street,  tearing  their  garments.  The  senate 
was  dispersed 

FiEsco  {sarcastically).  Like  frighted  pigeons,  when  the 
vulture  darts  upon  the  dove-cote. 

Zent.  No  ! — {fiercely) — ^like  powder-barrels,  when  a  match 
falls  on  them. 

ZiBO.  The  people  are  enraged.  What  may  we  not  expect 
from  the  fury  of  the  wounded  boar ! 

FiESCO  {laughing).  The  blind,  unwieldy  monster,  which 
at  first  rattles  its  heavy  bones,  threatening,  with  gaping  jaws, 
to  devour  the  high  and  low,  the  near  and  distant,  at  last, — 
stumbles  at  a  thread — Genoese,  '  tis  in  vain ! — The  epoch  of  the 
masters  of  the  sea  is  past— Genoa  is  sunk  beneath  the  splen- 
dour of  its  name.  Its  state  is  such  as  once  was  Kome's, 
when,  like  a  tennis-ball,  she  leaped  into  the  racket  of  young 
Octavius.     Genoa  can  be  free  no  longer — Genoa  must  U? 
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fostered  by  a  monarch ;  therefore  do  homage  to  the  mad- 
brained  Gianettino. 

Zent.  {vehemently).  Yes,  when  the  contending  elements 
are  reconciled,  and  when  the  north  pole  meets  the  south. — 
Come,  friends ! 

FiEsco.  Stay !  stay ! — Upon  what  project  are  you  brood- 
ing, Zibo  ? 

ZiBO.     On  nothing. 

FiESCO  [leading  them  to  a  statue).     Look  at  this  figure. 

Zent.     It  is  the  Florentine  Venus.     Why  point  to  her?    - 

FiEsco.     At  least  she  pleases  you. 

Zibo.  Undoubtedly,  or  we  should  be  but  poor  Italians. 
But  why  this  question  now  ? 

FiEsco.  Travel  through  all  the  countries  of  the  globe,  and 
among  the  most  beautiful  of  living  female  models,  seek  one 
which  shall  unite  all  the  charms  of  this  ideal  Venus. 

Zibo.     And  then  take  for  our  reward  ? 

FiEsco.  Then  your  search  will  have  convicted  fancy  of 
deceit 

Zent.  (imjjatiently).     And  what  shall  we  have  gained  ? 

FiEsco.  Gained?  The  decision  of  the  long-protracted 
contest  between  art  and  nature. 

Zent.  [eagerly).     And  what  then  ? 

FiEsco.  Then  ?  then  ?  [Laughing.)  Then  your  attention 
will  have  been  diverted  from  observing  the  fall  of  Genoa's 
liberty.  [Exeunt  all  hut  Fiesco. 

Scene  VI. 

FiESCO  alone.     [The  noise  without  increases.) 

Fiesgo.  'Tis  w^ell!  'tis  well! — The  straw  of  the  republic 
has  caught  fire — the  flames  have  seized  already  on  palaces 
and  towers. — Let  it  go  on !  May  the  blaze  be  general !  Let 
the  tempestuous  wind  spread  wide  the  conflagration ! 

Scene  VII. 

FiEsco,  Moor  entering  in  haste. 

Moor.     Crowds  upon  crowds  ! 

FiEsco.  Throw  open  wide  the  gates.  Let  all,  that  choose, 
enter. 

MooK.     Republicans !    Republicans   indeed !     They  drag 
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their  liberty  along,  panting,  like  beasts  of  burden,  beneath 
the  yoke  of  their  magnificent  nobility. 

FiESCO.  Fools !  who  believe  that  Fiesco  of  Lavagna  will 
carry  on  what  Fiesco  of  Lavagna  did  not  begin.  The  tumult 
comes  opportunely;  but  the  conspiracy  must  be  my  own. 
They  are  rushing  hither 

Moor  [going  out).  Halloo !  halloo  !  You  are  very  oblig- 
ingly battering  the  house  down.  (The  jpeople  rush  in;  the 
doors  broken  down,) 

Scene  VIII. 
Fiesco,  twelve  Artisans. 

All  Art.  Vengeance  on  Doria !  Vengeance  on  Gianet- 
tino ! 

Fiesco.  Gently!  gently!  my  countrymen !  Your  waiting 
thus  upon  me  bespeaks  the  warmth  of  your  affection ;  but  I 
pray  you  have  mercy  on  my  ears  ! 

All  {ivith  impetuosity).  Down  with  the  Dorias !  Down 
with  them,  uncle  and  nephew ! 

Fiesco  [counting  them  with  a  smile).  Twelve  is  a  mighty 
force ! 

Some  of  them.  These  Dorias  must  away! — the  state  must 
be  reformed  I 

1st  Art.  To  throw  our  magistrates  down  stairs ! — The 
magistrates ! 

2nd  Art.  Think,  Count  Lavagna — down  stairs !  because 
they  opposed  him  in  the  election 

All.     It  must  not  be  endured  ! — it  shall  not  be  endured ! 

3rd  Art.     To  take  a  sword  into  the  senate ! 

1st  Art.  A  sword! — the  sign  of  war — into  the  chamber  of 
peace ! 

Qnd  Art.  To  come  into  the  senate  dressed  in  scarlet ! 
Not  like  the  other  senators,  in  black. 

1st  xIrt.     To  drive  through  our  capital  with  eight  horses  ! 

All.     a  tyrant !     A  traitor  to  the  country  and  the  govern 
ment! 

2nd  Art.     To  hire  two  hundred  Germans  from  the  Em 
peror  for  his  body-guard  ! 

1st  Art.  To  bring  foreigners  in  arms  against  the  natives 
—Germans  against  Italians — soldiers  against  the  laws ! 
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All.  'Tis  treason ! — 'tis  a  plot  against  the  liberty  of  Genoa! 

1st  Art.  To  have  the  arms  of  the  repubHc  painted  on  his 
coach ! 

2nd  Akt.  The  statue  of  Andreas  placed  in  the  centre  of  the 
senate-house ! 

All.  Dash  them  to  pieces — ^both  the  statue  and  the 
man 

FiESCO.     Citizens  of  Genoa,  why  this  to  me  ? 

1st  Aet.  You  should  not  suffer  it.  You  should  keep  him 
down. 

2nd  Art.  You  are  a  wise  man,  and  should  not  suffer  it. 
You  should  direct  us  by  your  counsel. 

1st  Art.  You  are  a  better  nobleman.  You  should  chastise 
them  and  curb  their  insolence. 

FiEsco.  Your  confidence  is  flattering.  Can  I  merit  it  by 
deeds  ? 

All  [clamorously).  Strike !  Down  with  the  tyrant !  Make 
us  free ! 

FiEsco.     But — will  you  hear  me  ? 

Some.     Speak,  Count ! 

FiEsco  [seating  himself).  Genoese, — the  empire  of  the 
animals  was  once  thrown  into  confusion;  parties  struggled 
with  parties,  till  at  last  a  bull-dog  seized  the  throne. 
He,  accustomed  to  drive  the  cattle  to  the  knife  of  the 
butcher,  prowled  in  savage  manner  through  the  state.  He 
barked,  he  bit,  and  gn^awed  his  subjects'  bones.  The  nation 
murmured;  the  boldest  joined  together,  and  killed  the 
princely  monster.  Now  a  general  assembly  was  held  ^to 
decide  upon  the  important  question,  which  form  of  govern- 
ment was  best.  There  were  three  different  opinions.  Ge- 
noese, what  would  be  your  decision  ? 

1st  Art.     For  the  people — every  thing  in  common — 

FiESCO.  The  people  gained  it.  The  government  was 
democratical ;  each  citizen  had  a  vote,  and  every  thing 
was  submitted  to  a  majority.  But  a  few  weeks  passed  ere 
man  declared  w^ar  against  the  new  republic.  The  state  as- 
sembled. Horse,  lion,  tiger,  bear,  elephant,  and  rhinoceros, 
stepped  forth,  and  roared  aloud,  **  To  Arms ! " — The  rest  were 
called  upon  to  vote.  The  lamb,  the  hare,  the  stag,  the  ass, 
the  tribe  of  insects,  with  the  birds  and  timid  fishes,  cried  for 
peace.     See,   Genoese!    The  cowards  were  more  numerous 
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than  the  brave  ;  the  foolish  than  the  wise. — Numbers  pre- 
vailed— the  beasts  laid  down  their  arms,  and  man  exacted 
contributions  from  them.  The  democratic  system  was  aban- 
doned.    Genoese,  what  would  j^ou  next  have  chosen? 

1st  and  2nd  Art.     A  select  government ! 

FiEsco.  That  was  adopted.  The  business  of  the  state  was 
all  arranged  in  separate  departments.  Wolves  w^ere  the 
financiers,  foxes  their  secretaries,  doves  presided  in  the  cri- 
minal courts,  and  tigers  in  the  courts  of  equity.  The  laws 
of  chastity  were  regulated  by  goats ;  hares  w^ere  the  soldiers ; 
lions  and  elephants  had  charge  of  the  baggage.  The  ass  was 
the  ambassador  of  the  empire,  and  the  mole  appointed  inspector  • 
general  of  the  whole  administration.  Genoese,  what  think 
you  of  this  wdse  distribution  ?  Those  whom  the  wolf  did  not 
devour,  the  fox  pillaged ;  whoever  escaped  from  him  was 
knocked  down  by  the  ass.  The  tiger  murdered  innocents, 
whilst  robbers  and  assassins  w^ere  pardoned  by  the  doves. 
And  at  the  last,  when  each  had  laid  down  his  office,  the  mole 
declared  that  all  were  well  discharged.  The  animals  rebelled. 
"Let  us,"  they  cried  unanimously,  "choose  a  monarch  en- 
dowed with  strength  and  skill,  and  who  has  only  one  stomach 
to  appease." — And  to  one  chief  they  all  did  homage.  Genoese 
— TO  ONE — but  (rising  and  advancing  majestically) — that  one 
was — the  lion ! 

All  (shouting,  and  throwing  up  their  hats).  Bravo  !  Bravo  ! 
Well  managed.  Count  Lavagna ! 

1st  Art.  And  Genoa  shall  follow  that  example.  Genoa, 
also,  has  its  lion ! 

FiEsco.  Tell  me  not  of  that  lion ;  but  go  home  and  think 
upon  him.  (The  Artisans  depart  tumultuously )  It  is  as  I 
would  have  it.  The  people  and  the  senate  are  alike  enraged 
against  Doria ;  the  people  and  the  senate  alike  approve  Fiesco. 
Hassan !  Hassan  !  I  must  take  advantage  of  this  favourable 
gale.  Hoa !  Hassan  !  Hassan !  I  must  augment  their  hatred 
— improve  my  influence.  Hassan  I  Come  hither  i  Wlioresou 
of  hell,  come  hither ! 
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Scene  IX. 
FiESCO,  Moor  entering  hastily. 

Moor.  My  feet  are  quite  on  fire  with  running.  What  ia 
the  matter  now  ? 

FiEsco.     Hear  my  commands ! 

Moor  {submissively).     Whither  shall  I  run  first  ? 

FiEsco.  I  will  excuse  thy  running  this  time.  Thou  shalt 
be  dragged.  Prepare  thyself.  I  intend  to  publish  thy  at- 
tempted assassination,  and  deliver  thee  up  in  chains  to  the 
criminal  tribunal. 

Moor  (taking  several  steps  backward).  Sir ! — that  's  con- 
trary to  agreement. 

FiEsco.  Be  not  alarmed.  'Tis  but  a  farce.  At  this  mo- 
ment 'tis  of  the  utmost  consequence  that  Gianettino's  attempt 
against  my  life  should  be  made  public.  Thou  shalt  be  tried 
before  the  criminal  tribunal. 

Moor.     Must  I  confess  it,  or  deny  ? 

FiEsco.  Deny.  They  will  put  thee  to  the  torture.  Thou 
must  hold  out  against  the  first  degree.  This,  by  the  by,  will 
serve  to  expiate  thy  real  crime.  At  the  second  thou  mayest 
confess. 

Moor  (shaking  his  head  with  a  look  of  apprehension).  The 
devil  is  a  sly  rogue.  Their  worships  might  perhaps  desire  my 
company  a  little  longer  than  1  should  wish;  and,  for  sheer 
farce  sake,  I  may  be  broken  on  the  wheel. 

FiEsco.  Thou  shalt  escape  unhurt,  I  give  thee  my  honour 
as  a  nobleman.  I  shall  request,  as  satisfaction,  to  have  thy 
punishment  left  to  me,  and  then  pardon  thee  before  the  whole 
republic. 

Moor.  Well — I  agree  to  it.  They  will  draw  out  my 
joints  a  little;  but  that  will  only  make  them  the  more 
flexible. 

FiEsco.  Then  scratch  this  arm  with  thy  dagger,  till  the 
blood  flows.  I  will  pretend  that  I  have  just  now  seized  thee  in 
the  fact.  'Tis'well.  [Hallooing  violeyitly). — Murder!  Murder! 
Ouard  the  passages !  Make  fast  the  gates !  {He  drags  (h6 
Moor  oiU  by  the  throat;  servants  run  across  the  stage  hastily. 
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Scene  X. 
Leonora  and  Rosa  enter  hastily,  alarmed. 

Leonora.  Murder !  they  cried — murder !  The  noise  came 
this  way. 

Kosa.  Surely  'twas  but  a  common  tumult,  such  as  happens 
every  day  in  Genoa. 

Leonora.  They  cried  murder!  and  I  distinctly  heard 
Fiesco's  name.  In  vain  you  would  deceive  me.  My  heart 
discovers  what  is  concealed  from  my  eyes.  Quick !  Hasten 
after  them.     See  !  Tell  me  whither  they  carry  him. 

Rosa.     Collect  your  spirits,  madam.     Arabella  is  gone. 

Leonora.  Arabella  will  catch  his  dying  look.  The  happy 
Arabella!  Wretch  that  I  am!  'twas  I  that  murdered  him. 
If  I  could  have  engaged  his  heart,  he  would  not  have  plunged 
into  the  world,  nor  rushed  upon  the  daggers  of  assassins. 
Ah !  she  comes. — Away !     Oh,  Arabella,  speak  not  to  me ! 

Scene  XI. 
The  former,  Arabella. 

Arabella.  The  Count  is  living  and  unhurt.  I  saw  him 
gallop  through  the  city.  Never  did  he  appear  more  hand- 
some. The  steed  that  bore  him  pranced  haughtily  along,  and 
with  its  proud  hoof  kept  the  thronging  multitude  at  distanca 
from  its  princely  rider.  He  saw  me  as  I  passed,  and  with  a 
gracious  smile,  pointing  hither,  thrice  kissed  his  hand  to  me. 
(Archly.)     What  can  I  do  with  those  kisses,  madam  ? 

Leonora  (highly  pleased).  Idle  prattler!  Restore  them 
to  him. 

Rosa.     See  now,  how  soon  your  colour  has  returned ! 

Leonora.  His  heart  he  is  ready  to  fling  at  every  wench^ 
whilst  I  sigh  in  vain  for  a  look !     Oh  woman !  woman ! 

[Exeunt. 

Scene  XII. — The  Palace  of  Andreas. 

GiANETTiNO  and  Lomellino  enter  hastily. 

GiANET.  Let  them  roar  for  their  liberty  as  a  lioness  for 

her  young.  I  am  resolved. 

Lomel.  But — most  gracious  Prince ! — 

GiANET.  Away  to  hell  with  thy  Buts,  thou  three-houra 
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procurator !  I  will  not  yield  a  hair's  breadth.  Let  Genoa's 
towers  shake  their  heads,  and  the  hoarse  sea  bellow  No  to 
it.     I  value  not  the  rebellious  multitude  ! 

LoMEL.  The  people  are  indeed  the  fuel ;  but  the  nobility 
fan  the  flame.  The  whole  republic  is  in  a  ferment,  people 
and  patricians. 

GiANET.  Then  will  I  stand  upon  the  mount  like  Nero, 
and  regale  myself  with  looking  upon  the  paltry  flames. — 

LoMEL.  Till  the  whole  mass  of  sedition  falls  into  the 
hands  of  some  enterprising  leader,  who  will  take  advantage 
of  the  general  devastation. 

GiANET.  Poh !  Poh !  I  know  but  one  who  might  be  dan- 
gerous, and  he  is  taken  care  of. 

LoMEL.     His  highness  comes 

Enter  Andreas — (both  bow  respectfully). 

Andeeas.  Signer  Lomellino,  my  niece  wishes  to  take  the 
air. 

LoMEL.     I  shall  have  the  honour  of  attending  her. 

[Exit  LoMELLINOi 

Scene  XIII. 
Andreas  and  Gianettino. 

Andreas.     Nephew,  I  am  much  displeased  with  you. 

GiANET.     Grant  me  a  hearing,  most  gracious  uncle ! 

iVNDEEAS.  That  would  I  grant  to  the  meanest  beggar  in 
Genoa,  if  he  were  worthy  of  it.  Never  to  a  villain,  though  he 
were  my  nephew.  It  is  sufficient  favour  that  I  address  thee 
as  an  uncle,  not  as  a  sovereign ! 

GiANET.     One  word  only,  gracious  sir ! 

Andreas.  Hear  first  what  thou  hast  done ;  then  answer 
me. — Thou  hast  pulled  down  an  edifice  which  I  have  laboured 
for  fifty  years  to  raise — that  which  should  have  been  thy 
uncle's  mausoleum,  his  only  pyramid — the  affections  of  his 
countrymen. — This  rashness  Andreas  pardons  thee 

GiANET.     My  uncle  and  my  sovereign 

Andreas.  Interrupt  me  not.  Thou  hast  injured  that  most 
glorious  work  of  mine,  the  constitution,  which  I  brought  down 
from  heaven  for  Genoa — which  cost  me  so  many  sleepless 
nights,  so  many  dangers,  and  so  much  blood. — Before  al^ 
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Genoa  thou  hast  cast  a  stain  upon  my  honour,  in  violating 
my  institutions.  Who  will  hold  them  sacred  if  my  own  blood 
despise  them  ? — This  folly  thy  uncle  pardons  thee. 

GiANET.  [offended).  Sir,  you  educated  me  to  be  the  Duke 
of  Genoa. 

Andeeas.  Be  silent! — Thou  art  a  traitor  to  the  state,  and 
hast  attacked  its  vital  principle.  Mark  me,  boy !  That  prin- 
ciple is — subordination, — Because  the  shepherd  retired  in  the 
evening  from  his  labour,  thoughtest  thou  the  flock  deserted  ? 
Because  Andreas'  head  is  white  with  age,  thoughtest  thou,  like 
a  villain,  to  trample  on  the  laws  ? 

GiANET.  [insolently].  Peace,  Duke!  In  my  veins,  also, 
boils  the  blood  of  that  Andreas  before  whom  France  has 
trembled. 

Andeeas.  Be  silent!  I  command  thee. — When  I  speak, 
the  sea  itself  is  wont  to  pay  attention. — Thou  hast  insulted 
the  majesty  of  justice  in  its  very  sanctuary.  Eebel !  dost 
thou  know  what  punishment  that  crime  demands? — Now 
answer !  (Gianettino  appears  struck^  and  fixes  his  eyes  on  the 
ground  without  speaking.)  Wretched  Andreas  !  In  thy  own 
heart  hast  thou  fostered  the  canker  of  thy  renown  — I  built  up 
a  fabric  for  Genoa  which  should  mock  the  lapse  of  ages,  and  am 
myself  the  first  to  cast  a  firebrand  into  it.  Thank  my  gray 
head,  which  would  be  laid  in  the  grave  by  a  relation's  hand — 
thank  my  unjust  love  that,  on  the  scaffold,  I  pour  not  out  thy 
rebellious  blood  to  satisfy  the  violated  laws.  \Exit, 

Scene  XIV. 

Gianettino  looking  after  the  Duke,  speechless  with  anger ; 

LoMELLiNO  entering  breathless  and  terrified. 

LoMEL.  What  have  I  seen !  What  have  I  heard !  Fly.j 
Prince  !     Fly  quickly  !     All  is  lost 

GiANET.  [with  inward  rage).     What  was  there  to  lose  ? 

LoMEL.  Genoa,  Prince. — I  come  from  the  market-place. 
The  people  were  crowding  round  a  Moor,  who  was  dragged 
along  bound  with  cords.  The  Count  of  Lavagna,  with  above 
three  hundred  nobles,  followed  to  the  criminal  court.  The 
Moor  had  been  employed  to  assassinate  Fiesco,  and  in  the 
attempt  was  seized. 

GiANET.  [stamping  violently  on  the  ground).  What,  are  all 
the  devils  of  hell  let  loose  at  once  ? 
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LoMEL.  They  questioned  him  most  strictly  concerning  hi^ 
employer.  The  Moor  confessed  nothing.  They  tried  the  first 
degree  of  torture.  Still  he  confessed  nothing.  They  put  him 
to  the  second.  Then  he  spoke — he  spoke.  My  gracious  lord, 
how  could  you  trust  your  honour  to  such  a  villain  ? 

GiANET.  {fiercely).     Ask  me  no  question ! 

LoMEL.  Hear  the  rest !  Scarcely  was  the  word  Doria 
uttered — I  would  sooner  have  seen  my  name  inscribed  in  the 
infernal  register  than  have  heard  yours  thus  mentioned — 
scarcely  was  it  uttered,  when  Fiesco  showed  himself  to  the 
people.  You  know  the  man — ^how  winningly  he  pleads — 
how  he  is  wont  to  play  the  usurer  with  the  hearts  of  the  mul- 
titude. The  whole  assembly  hung  upon  his  looks,  breathless 
with  indignation.  He  spoke  little,  but  bared  his  bleeding 
arm.  The  crowd  contended  for  the  falling  drops  as  if  for 
sacred  relics.  The  Moor  was  given  up  to  his  disposal — and 
Fiesco — a  mortal  blow  for  us  ! — Fiesco  pardoned  him.  Now 
the  confined  anger  of  the  people  burst  forth  in  one  tumultuous 
clamour.  Each  breath  annihilated  a  Doria,  and  Fiesco  was 
borne  home  amidst  a  thousand  joyful  acclamations. 

GiANET.  [vjith  a  ferocious  laugh).  Let  the  flood  of  tumult 
swell  up  to  my  very  throat. — The  Emperor! — That  sound 
alone  shall  strike  them  to  the  earth,  so  that  not  a  murmur 
shall  be  heard  in  Genoa. 

LoMEL.  Bohemia  is  far  from  hence.  If  the  Emperor  come 
speedily,  he  may  perhaps  be  present  at  your  funeral  feast. 

GiANET.  [drawing  forth  a  letter  with  a  great  seal).  'Tis  for- 
tunate that  he  is  here  already.  Art  thou  surprised  at  this  ? 
And  didst  thou  think  me  mad  enough  to  brave  the  fury  of  en- 
raged republicans,  had  I  not  known  they  were  betrayed  and 
sold? 

LoMEL.  (with  astonishment).     I  know  not  what  to  think ! 

GiANET.  But  I  have  thought  of  something  which  thou 
eouldst  not  know.  My  plan  is  formed.  Ere  two  days  are 
past  twelve  senators  must  fall.  Doria  becomes  sovereign, 
and  the  Emperor  Charles  protects  him.  Thou  seemest 
astonished 

LoMEL.  Twelve  senators!  My  heart  is  too  narrow  t^ 
comprehend  a  twelvefold  murder. 

GiANET.  Fool  that  thou  art!  The  throne  will  absolve 
the  deed.     I  consulted  with  the  ministers  of  Charles  on  the 
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strong  party  which  France  still  has  in  Genoa,  and  by  which 
she  might  a  second  time  seize  on  it  unless  they  should  be 
rooted  out.  This  worked  upon  the  Emperor — ^he  approved 
my  projects — ^and  thou  shalt  write  what  I  will  dictate  to 
thee. 

LoMEL.     I  know  not  yet  your  purpose. 

GiANET.     Sit  down  and  write 

LoMEL.     But  what  am  I  to  write  ?     [Seats  himself.) 

GiANET.  The  names  of  the  twelve  candidates  for  death — 
Francis  Zenturione. 

LoMEL.  [writes).  In  gratitude  for  his  vote  he  leads  the 
funeral  procession. 

GiANET.     Cornelio  Calva. 

LoMEL.     Calva. 

GiANET.     Michael  Zibo. 

LoMEL.  To  cool  him  after  his  disappointment  in  the  pro- 
curatorship. 

GiANET.  Thomas  Asserato  and  his  three  brothers.  (Lomel- 
LiNO  stops.) 

GiANET.  [forcibly).     And  his  three  brothers 

LoMEL.  [writes).     Go  on. 

GiANET.     Fiesco  of  Lavagna. 

LoMEL.  Have  a  care !  Have  a  care  I  That  black  stone 
will  yet  prove  fatal  to  you. 

GiANET.     Scipio  Bourgognino. 

LoMEL.     He  may  celebrate  elsewhere  his  wedding 

GiANET.  Ay,  where  I  shall  be  director  of  the  nuptials. — 
Raphael  Sacco. 

LoMEL.  I  should  intercede  for  his  life  until  he  shall  have 
paid  my  five  thousand  crowns.  [Writes.)  Death  strikes  the 
balance. 

GiANET.     Vincent  Calcagno. 

LoMEL.  Calcagno. — The  twelfth  I  write  at  my  own  risk, 
unless  our  mortal  enemy  be  overlooked. 

GiANET.     The  end  crowns  all — Joseph  Verrina. 

LoMEL.  He  is  the  very  head  of  the  viper  that  threatens 
us.  [Rises  and  presents  the  paper  to  Gianettino.)  Two  days 
hence  death  shall  make  a  splendid  feast,  at  which  twelve  of 
the  chief  of  Genoa's  nobles  will  be  present. 

G'ANET.  [signs  the  paper).  'Tis  done.  Two  days  hence 
\v^ill    be    the    ducal    election.     When   the    senate   shall   be 
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assembled  for  that  purpose,  these  twelve  shall,  on  the  signal 
of  a  handkerchief,  be  suddenly  laid  low.  My  two  hundred 
Oermans  will  have  surrounded  the  senate-house.  At  that 
moment  I  enter,  and  claim  homage  as  the  Duke.  {Rings  the 
hell) 

LoMEL.     And  what  of  Andreas  ? 

GiANET.  {contemptuously).  He  is  an  old  man.  [Enter  a 
servant.)  If  the  Duke  should  ask  for  me,  say  I  am  gone  to 
mass.  {Exit  servant.)  I  must  conceal  the  devil  that's  within 
beneath  a  saintly  garb. 

LoMEL.     But,  my  lord,  the  paper  ? 

GiANET.  Take  it,  and  let  it  be  circulated  among  our  party. 
This  letter  must  be  dispatched  by  express  to  Levanto.  'Tis 
to  inform  Spinola  of  our  intended  plan,  and  bid  him  reach  the 
capital  early  in  the  morning.     {Going.) 

LoMEL.  Stop,  Prince.  There  is  an  error  in  our  calcula- 
tion.    Fiesco  does  not  attend  the  senate. 

GiANET.  {looking  back).  Genoa  will  easily  supply  one  more 
assassin.     1 11  see  to  that.  [Exeunt  different  ways. 

Scene  XY. — An  Antichamber  in  Fiesco's  Palace, 
FiESCO,  ivith  papers  before  him,  and  Moor. 

Fiesco.  Four  galleys  have  entered  the  harbour,  dost  thou 
say? 

Moor.     Yes,  they  're  at  anchor  in  the  port. 

FiEsco.     That 's  well.     Whence  are  these  expresses  ? 

Moor.     From  Rome,  Placentia,  and  France. 

FiESco  {opeyis  the  letters,  and  runs  over  them).  Welcome ! 
Welcome  news !  (In  high  spirits.)  Let  the  messengers  le 
treated  in  a  princely  manner. 

Moor.     Hem!     {Going.) 

FiESCo.     Stop,  stop  !     Here  's  work  for  thee  in  plenty. 

Moor.  Command  me.  I  am  ready  to  act  the  setter  or  the 
blood-hound. 

FiESCo.  I  only  want  at  present  the  voice  of  the  decoy- 
bird.  To-morrow,  early,  two  thousand  men  will  enter  the  city 
in  disguise,  to  engage  in  my  service.  Distribute  thy  assistants 
at  the  gates,  and  let  them  keep  a  watchful  eye  upon  the  strangers 
that  arrive.  Some  will  be  dressed  like  pilgrims  on  their  jour- 
ney to  Loretto,  others  like  mendicant  friars,  or  Savoyards,  or 
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actors ;  some  as  pedlars  and  musicians ;  but  the  most  as  dis- 
banded soldiers  coming  to  seek  a  livelihood  in  Genoa.  Let  every 
one  be  asked  where  he  takes  up  his  lodging.  If  he  answer.  At 
the  Golden  Snake,  let  him  be  treated  as  a  friend  and  shown  my 
habitation.     But  remember,  sirrah,  I  rely  upon  thy  prudence. 

Moor.  Sir,  as  securely  as  upon  my  knavery.  If  a  s.nglo 
head  escape  me,  pluck  out  my  eyes  and  shoot  at  sparrows  with 
them.     (Going.) 

FiESCO.     Stop !     I  Ve  another  piece  of  business  for  thee 
The  arrival  of  the  galleys  will  excite  suspicion  in  the  city.    If 
any  one  inquire  of  thee  about  them,  say  thou  hast  heard  it 
rumoured  that  thy  master  intends  to  cruise  against  the  Turks. 
Dost  thou  understand  me? 

Moor.  Yes,  yes — the  beards  of  the  Mussulmen  at  the 
mast-head,  but  the  devil  for  .."steersman.     [Going.) 

FiEsco.  Gently — one  more  precaution.  Gianettino  has 
new  reasons  to  hate  me  and  lay  snares  against  my  life.  Go — 
sound  the  fellows  of  thy  trade  ;  see  if  thou  canst  not  smell  out 
some  plot  on  foot  against  me.  Visit  the  brothels — Doria  often 
frequents  them.  The  secrets  of  the  cabinet  are  sometimes 
lodged  within  the  folds  of  a  petticoat.  Promise  these  ladies 
golden  customers. — Promise  them  thy  master.  Let  nothing 
be  too  sacred  to  be  used  in  gaining  the  desired  information. 

Moor.  Ha !  luckily  I  am  acquainted  with  one  Diana 
Buononi,  w^hom  I  have  served  above  a  year  as  procurer.  The 
other  day  I  saw  the  Signer  Lomellino  coming  out  of  her 
house. 

FiESCO.  That  suits  my  purpose  well.  This  very  Lomel- 
lino is  the  key  to  all  Doria's  follies.  To-morrow  thou  shalt 
go  thither.  Perhaps  he  is  to-night  the  Endymion  of  this 
chaste  Diana. 

Moor.  One  more  question,  my  lord.  Suppose  the  people 
ask  me — and  that  they  will,  I  '11  pawn  my  soul  upon  it — sup- 
pose they  ask,  "  What  does  Fiesco  think  of  Genoa?"  Would 
you  still  wear  the  mask  ? — or — how  shall  I  answer  them  ? 

FiESCO.  Answer  ? — Hum ! — The  fruit  is  ripe.  The  pains 
of  labdur  announce  the  approaching  birth.  Answ^er  that 
Genoa  lies  upon  the  block,  and  that  thy  master's  name  is 
— John  Louis  Fiesco 

Moor  {with  an  air  of  satisfaction).  That,  by  my  rogue's 
honour,  shall  be  done  to  your  heart's  content.     Now  be  wide 
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awake,  friend  Hassan!  First  to  a  tavern!  My  feet  have 
work  enough  cut  out  for  them.  I  must  coax  my  stomach  to 
intercede  with  my  legs.  (Hastening  aivaij— returns.)  Oh' 
apropos  !  My  chattering  made  me  almost  forget  one  circum- 
stance. You  wished  to  know  what  passed  between  Calcagno 
and  your  wife.     A  refusal,  sir — that 's  all.  [Ru7is  off. 

Scene  XVT. 

FiEsco  alo7ie. 

FiEsco.  I  pity  thee,  Calcagno.  Didst  thou  think  I  should, 
upon  so  delicate  a  point,  have  been  thus  careless,  had  I  not  relied 
in  perfect  security  on  my  wife's  virtue  and  my  own  deserts  ? 
Yet  I  welcome  this  passion.  Thou  art  a  good  soldier.  It  shall 
procure  me  thy  arm  for  the  destruction  of  Doria.  {Walking 
up  and  down.)  Now,  Doria,  to  the  scene  of  action !  All  the 
machines  are  ready  for  the  grand  attempt — the  instruments 
are  tuned  for  the  terrific  concert.  Nought  is  w^anting  but  to 
throw  off  the  mask,  and  show  Fiesco  to  the  patriots  of  Genoa 
(Some  persons  are  heard  approaching,)  Ha !  Visitors  !  Who 
can  be  coming  to  disturb  me  ? 

Scene  XVII. 
FiEsco,  Verrina,  Komano,  with  a  picture ;  Sacco, 

BOURGOGNINO,  CaLCAGNO. 

Fiesco  (receiving  them  with  great  affability).  Welcome,  my 
worthy  friends !  What  important  business  brings  you  all 
hither  ? — Are  you,  too,  come,  my  dear  brother,  Verrina  ?  I 
should  almost  have  forgotten  you,  had  you  not  oftener  been 
present  to  my  thoughts  than  to  my  sight.  I  think  I  have 
not  seen  you  since  my  last  entertainment. 

Verrina.  Do  not  count  the  hours,  Fiesco  !  Heavy  burthens 
have,  in  that  interval,  weighed  down  my  aged  head.  But  enough 
of  this 

Fiesco.  Not  enough  to  satisfy  the  anxiety  of  friendship. 
You  must  inform  me  farther  when  we  are  alone.  (Addressing 
BouRGOGNiNO.)  Wolcomo,  brave  youth!  Our  acquaintance 
is  yet  green ;  but  my  affection  for  thee  is  already  ripe.  Has 
your  esteem  for  me  improved  ? 

BouRG.     'Tis  on  the  increase. 

K 
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FiESCo.  Verrina,  it  is  reported  that  this  brave  young  man 
is  to  be  your  son-in-law.  Keceive  my  warmest  approbation  of 
your  choice.  I  have  conversed  with  him  but  once ;  and  yet  I 
should  be  proud  to  call  him  my  relation. 

Verrina.     That  judgment  makes  me  of  my  daughter  vain. 

FiESCO  {to  the  others),  Sacco,  Calcagno — all  unfrequent 
visitors — I  should  fear  the  absence  of  Genoa's  noblest  or- 
naments were  a  proof  that  I  had  been  deficient  in  hospitality. 
And  here  I  greet  a  fifth  guest,  unknown  to  me,  indeed,  but 
sufficiently  recommended  by  this  worthy  circle. 

Romano.  He,  my  lord,  is  simply  a  painter,  by  name 
Julio  Romano,  who  lives  by  theft  and  counterfeit  of  Nature's 
charms.  His  pencil  is  his  only  scutcheon;  and  he  now 
comes  hither  {bowing  profoundly)  to  seek  the  manly  outlines 
of  a  Brutus. 

FiEsco.  Give  me  your  hand,  Romano !  I  love  the  mis- 
tress of  your  soul  with  a  holy  fire.  Art  is  the  right  hand  of 
Nature.  The  latter  only  gave  us  being,  but  'twas  the  former 
made  us  men.     What  are  the  subjects  of  your  labour?  • 

Romano.  Scenes  from  the  heroic  ages  of  antiquity.  At 
Florence  is  my  dying  Hercules,  at  Venice  my  Cleopatra,  the 
raging  Ajax  at  Rome,  where — in  the  Vatican — the  heroes  of 
former  times  rise  again  to  light. 

FiEsco.     And  what  just  now  employs  you? 

Romano.  Alas !  my  lord,  I  've  thrown  away  my  pencil. 
The  lamp  of  genius  burns  quicker  than  the  lamp  of  life. 
Beyond  a  certain  moment  the  flame  flickers  and  dies.  This 
is  my  last  production. 

FiESCO  {in  a  lively  manner).  It  could  not  come  more  op- 
portune. I  feel,  to-day,  a  more  than  usual  cheerfulness.  A 
sentiment  of  calm  delight  pervades  my  being,  and  fits  it  to 
'  eceive  the  impression  of  Nature's  beauties.  Let  us  view  your 
picture.  I  shall  feast  upon  the  sight.  Come,  friends,  we  will 
devote  ourselves  entirely  to  the  artist.     Place  your  picture. 

Verrina  {apart  to  the  others).     Now,  Genoese,  observe  ! 

Romano  {placing  the  picture).  The  light  must  fall  upon  it 
thus.  Draw  up  that  curtain — let  fall  the  other — right 
(Standing  on  one  side,)  It  is  the  story  of  Virginia  and  Appius 
Claudius.     {A  long  pause  ;  all  contemplate  the  picture.) 

Verrina  {with  enthusiasm).  Strike,  aged  father! — Dost 
thou  tremble,  tyrant? — How  pale  you  stand  therCv  Romans  1 
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Imitate  Mm,  senseless  Romans ! — The  sword  yet  glitters ! — 
Imitate  me,  senseless  Genoese! — Down  with  Doria!  Down 
with  him !     {Striking  at  the  picture.) 

FiEsco  (to  the  painter,  smiling).  Could  you  desire  greater 
applause  ?  Your  art  has  transformed  this  old  man  into  a 
youthful  enthusiast. 

Verrina  (exhausted).  Where  am  I !  What  has  become  of 
them !  They  vanished  like  bubbles.  You  here,  Fiesco !  and 
the  tyrant  living ! 

FiEsco.  My  friend,  amidst  this  admiration  you  have 
overlooked  the  parts  most  truly  beauteous.  Does  this 
Roman's  head  thus  strike  you  ?  Look  there !  Observe  that 
damsel — what  soft  expression !  What  feminine  delicacy ! 
How  sweetly  touched  are  those  pale  lips  !  How  exquisite  that 
dying  look !  Inimitable  !  Divine,  Romano !  And  that  white, 
dazzling  breast,  that  heaves  with  the  last  pulse  of  life.  Draw 
more  such  beauties,  Romano,  and  I  will  give  up  Nature  to 
worship  thy  creative  fancy. 

BouRG.     Is  it  thus,  Verrina,  your  hopes  are  answered? 

Verrina.  Take  courage,  son !  The  Almighty  has  rejected 
the  arm  of  Fiesco.     Upon  ours  he  must  rely. 

Fiesco  (to  Romano).  Well — 'tis  your  last  work,  Romano. 
Your  powers  are  exhausted.  Lay  down  your  pencil.  Yet, 
whilst  I  am  admiring  the  artist,  I  forget  to  satiate  on  the 
work.  I  could  stand  gazing  on  it,  regardless  of  an  earthquake. 
Take  away  your  picture — the  wealth  of  Genoa  would  scarcely 
reach  the  value  of  this  Virginia. — Away  with  it. 

Romano.  Honour  is  the  artist's  noblest  reward.  I  present 
it  to  you.     [Offers  to  go  away.) 

Fiesco.  Stay,  Romano!  (He  walks  majestically  up  %nd 
down  the  room,  seeming  to  reflect  on  something  of  importance. 
Sometimes  he  casts  a  quick  and  penetrating  glance  at  the  others ; 
at  last  he  takes  Romano  by  the  hand  and  leads  him  to  the  pic- 
ture.) Gome  near,  painter.  {With  dignified  pride,)  Proudly 
stand'st  thou  there,  because,  upon  the  dead  canvass,  thou 
canst  simulate  life,  and  immortalize  great  deeds  with  small 
endeavour.  Thou  canst  dilate  with  the  poet's  fire  on  the 
empty  puppet-show  of  fancy,  without  heart  and  without  the 
nerve  of  life-inspiring  deeds ;  depose  tyrants  on  canvass,  and 
be  thyself  a  miserable  slave  !  Thou  canst  liberate  Republics 
with  a  dash  of  the  pencil,  yet  not  break  thy  own  chains  !    [In  a 
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loud  and  comynandlng  tone,)  Go  !  Thy  work  is  a  mere  juggle. 
Let  the  semblance  give  place  to  reality!  {With  haughtiness, 
overturning  the  picture.)  I  have  done  what  thou — hast  only 
painted.  {All  struck  with  astonishment ;  Romano  carries  aivaij 
the  picture  in  confusion.) 

Scene  XVIII. 
The  former,  except  Romano. 

Fiesco.  Did  you  suppose  the  lion  slept,  because  he  ceased 
to  roar  ?  Did  your  vain  thoughts  persuade  you  that  none  but 
you  could  feel  the  chains  of  Genoa  ?  That  none  but  you  durst 
break  them?  Before  you  knew  their  weight,  Fiesco  had 
already  broken  them.  [He  opens  a  scrutoire,  takes  out  ajoarcel 
of  letters,  and  throws  them  on  the  table.)  These  bring  soldiers 
from  Parma; — these,  French  money; — these,  four  galleys  from 
the  Pope.  What,  now,  is  wanting  to  rouse  the  tyrant  in  his 
lair?  Tell  me,  what  think  you  wanting?  {All  stand  silent 
with  astonishment.)  Republicans !  you  waste  your  time  in 
curses,  when  you  should  overturn  the  tyrant.  {All  hut  Ver- 
rina  throw  themselves  at  FiESCo's/(?6t.) 

Verrina  Fiesco,  my  spirit  bends  to  thine,  but  my  knee 
cannot.     Thy  soul  is  great ;  but — Rise,  Genoese  !  {They  rise.) 

Fiesco.  All  Genoa  was  indignant  at  the  effeminate  Fiesco ; 
all  Genoa  cursed  the  profligate  Fiesco.  Genoese !  my  amours 
have  blinded  the  cunning  despot.  My  wild  excesses  served 
to  guard  my  plans  from  the  danger  of  an  imprudent  confidence. 
Concealed  beneath  the  cloak  of  luxury,  the  infant  plot  grew 
up.  Enough — I  'm  known  sufficiently  to  Genoa  in  being 
known  to  you.     I  have  attained  my  utmost  wish. 

BouRG.  {throwing  himself  indignantly  into  a  chair).  Am  I, 
then,  nothing? 

Fiesco.  But  let  us  turn  from  thought  to  action.  All  the 
engines  are  prepared — I  can  storm  the  city  by  sea  and  land. 
Rome,  France,  and  Parma  cover  me;  the  nobles  are  disaf- 
fected ;  the  hearts  of  the  populace  are  mine ;  I  have  lulled  to 
sleep  the  tyrants ;  the  state  is  ripe  for  revolution.  We  are 
iiKj  lunger  in  the  hands  of  Fortune.  Nothing  is  wanting. — 
Verrina  is  lost  in  thought. 

BouRG.  Patience !  I  have  a  word  to  say,  which  will  more 
quickly  rouse  him  than  the  trumpet  of  the  last  day.     (2b 
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Verrina — calls  out  to  liim  emphatically).     Father !  awake ! — 
Thy  Bertha  will  despair. 

Verrina.     Who  spoke  those  words  ? — Genoese,  to  arms ! 

FiEsco.  Think  on  the  means  of  forwarding  our  plan. 
Night  has  advanced  upon  our  discourse ;  Genoa  is  wrapped  in 
sleep ;  the  tyrant  sinks  exhausted  beneath  the  sins  of  the  day. 
Let  us  watch  o'er  both. 

BouRO.  Let  us,  before  we  part,  consecrate  our  heroic 
union  by  an  embrace  !  (They  form  a  circle,  with  joined  arms.) 
Here  unite  five  of  the  bravest  hearts  in  Genoa,  to  decide  their 
country's  fate.  {All  embrace  eagerly.)  When  the  universe 
shall  fall  asunder,  and  the  eternal  sentence  shall  cut  in  twain 
the  bonds  of  consanguinity  and  love,  then  may  this  fivefold 
band  of  heroes  still  remain  entire !     {They  separate  ) 

Verrina.     When  shall  we  next  assemble  ? 

FiESCo.     At  noon,  to-morrow,  I  '11  hear  your  sentiments. 

Verrina.  '  Tis  well — at  noon,  to-morrow.  Good  night,  Fi- 
esco  !  Come,  Bourgognino,  you  will  hear  something  marvellous. 

[Exeunt  Verrina  and  Bourgognino. 

FiEsco  {to  the  others).  Depart  by  the  back  gates,  that 
Doria's  spies  may  not  suspect  us. 

[Exeunt  Sacco  and  Calcagno. 

Scene  XIX. 

FiEsco  alone. 

Fiesco  {walking  up  and  down  in  meditation).  What  a 
tumult  is  in  my  breast !  What  a  concourse  of  dark,  uncertain 
images! — Like  guilty  wretches  stealing  out  in  secret  to  do 
some  horrid  deed,  with  trembling  steps,  and  blushing  faces 
bent  toward  the  ground,  these  flattering  phantoms  glide 
athwart  my  soul. — Stay!  stay! — let  me  examine  you  more 
closely. — A  virtuous  thought  strengthens  the  heart  of  man, 
and  boldly  meets  the  day — Ha!  I  know  you, — robed  in  the 
livery  of  Satan — A  vaunt! — {A  pause;  he  continues  with  energy.) 
FiEsco  THE  Patriot  !  the  Duke  Fiesco  ! — Peace  !  On  this 
steep  precipice  the  boundaries  of  virtue  terminate :  here 
heaven  and  hell  are  separated. — Here  have  heroes  stumbled, 
here  have  they  fallen,  and  left  behind  a  name  loaded  with 
curses — here,  too,  have  heroes  paused,  here  checked  their 
course,  and  risen  to  immortality.—  -{More  vehemently )      Ta 
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know  the  hearts  of  Genoa  mine  !  To  govern  with  a  master's 
hand  this  formidable  state ! — O  artifice  of  sin,  that  masks 
each  devil  with  an  angel's  face ! — Fatal  ambition !  Everlast- 
ing tempter!  Won  by  thy  charms,  angels  abandoned  heaven, 
and  death  sprung  from  thy  emhraices.— {Shuddering.)  Thy 
syren  voice  drew  angels  from  their  celestial  mansions — Man 
thou  ensnarest  with  beauty,  riches,  power. — [After  a  pauses  in 
a  firm  tone.)  To  gain  a  diadem  is  great — to  reject  it  is  divine  ! 
— {Besolutely.)  Perish  the  tyrant ! — Let  Genoa  be  free — and 
I  (much  affected)  will  be  its  happiest  citizen. 


ACT   III. 

Scene  I. — Midnight.     A  dreary  wilderness 
Verkina  and  Bourgognino  entering 

BouRG.  (stands  still).  Whither  are  you  leading  me,  father  ? 
The  heavy  grief  that  hung  upon  your  brow,  when  first  you 
bade  me  follow  you,  still  seems  to  labour  in  your  panting 
breast.  Break  this  dreadful  silence ! — Speak.  I  will  go  no 
further. 

Verrina.     This  is  the  place. 

BouRG.  You  could  not  choose  a  spot  more  awful.  Father, 
if  the  deed  you  purpose  be  like  the  place — ^father — my  hair 
will  stand  on  end  with  horror. 

Verrina.  And  yet  'tis  cheerfulness  itself,  to  the  gloom 
that  enwraps  my  soul.  Follow  me  to  yon  churchyard,  where 
corruption  preys  on  the  mouldering  remnants  of  mortality,  and 
death  holds  his  fearful  banquet — where  shrieks  of  damned 
souls  delight  the  listening  fiends,  and  sorrow  weeps  her  fruit- 
less tears  into  the  never-filling  urn.  Follow  me,  my  son,  to 
where  the  condition  of  this  world  is  changed,  and  God  throws 
off  his  attributes  of  mercy — there  will  I  speak  to  thee  in 
agony,  and  thou  shalt  hear  me  with  despair. 

BouRG.     Hear!  what?     I  conjure  you,  father. 

Verrina.  Youth ! — I  fear — Youth,  thy  blood  is  warm  and 
crimson — thy  heart  is  soft  and  tender — such  natures  are  alive 
to  human  kindness — this  warmth  of  feeling  melts  my  obdurate 
wisdom.  If  the  frost  of  age,  or  sorrow's  leaden  pressure  had 
chilled  the  springtide  vigoui  of  thy  spirits — if  black  con- 
gealed blood  had  closed  the  avenues  of  thy  heart  against  the 
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approaches  of  humanity — then  would  thy  mind  be  attuned  to 
the  language  of  my  grief,  and  thou  wouldst  look  with  ad- 
miration on  my  project. 

BouKG.     I  will  hear  it,  and  embrace  it  as  my  own. 

Vebkina.  Not  so,  my  son — Verrina  will  not  wound  thy 
heart  with  it.  0  Scipio,  heavy  burdens  lie  on  me.  A  thought 
more  dark  and  horrible  than  night,  too  vast  to  be  contained 
within  the  breast  of  man !  Mark  me — my  hand  alone  shall 
execute  the  deed;  but  my  mind  cannot  alone  support  the  weight 
of  it.  If  T  were  proud,  Scipio,  I  might  say,  greatness  un- 
shared is  torture — It  was  a  burden  to  the  Deity  himself,  and 
he  created  angels  to  partake  his  counsels — Hear,  Scipio  ! 

BouEG.     My  soul  devours  thy  words. 

Verrina.  Hear!  But  answer  nothing — nothing,  young 
man !     Observe  me — not  a  word — Fjesco  must  die — 

BouRG.  [struck  ivith  astonishment).     Die  ! — Fiesco  ! 

Verrina.  Die — I  thank  thee,  God,  't  is  out  at  last — Fiesco 
must  die. — My  son — die  by  my  hand. — Now  go! — There  are 
deeds  too  high  for  human  judgment. — They  appeal  alone  to 
Heaven's  tribunal. — Such  a  one  is  this.  Go !  I  neither 
ask  thy  blame  nor  approbation.  I  know  my  inward  struggles, 
and  that's  enough.  But  hear! — These  thoughts  might  weary 
out  thy  mind  even  to  madness. — Hear !  Didst  thou  observe 
yesterday  with  what  pride  he  viewed  his  greatness  reflected 
from  our  wondering  countenances?  The  man  whose  smiles 
deceived  all  Italy,  will  he  endure  equals  in  Genoa?  Go! 
'Tis  certain  that  Fiesco  will  overthrow  the  tyrant. — 'Tis  as 
certain  he  will  become  a  tyrant  still  more  dangerous. 

[Exit   hastily,      Bourgognino    looks   after  him  with 
speechless  surprise,  then  follows  sloivly. 

Scene  II. — An  apartment  in  Fiesco's  house.  In  the  middle 
of  the  hack  scene,  a  glass  door,  through  which  is  seen  a  view 
of  the  sea  and  Genoa.     Day-break. 

Fiesco  at  the  window. 
Fiesco.  What  do  I  see ! — The  moon  hath  hid  its  face — 
The  morn  is  rising  fiery  from  the  sea.  Wild  fancies  have  be- 
set my  sleep,  and  kept  my  soul  convulsed  by  one  idea.  Let 
me  inhale  the  pure,  refreshing  breeze. — [He  opens  a  window; 
the  city  and  ocean  appear  red  with  the  tint  of  morning.  Fiesco 
walking  up  and  down  the  room  with  energy.)    I,  the  greatest 
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man  in  Genoa!  And  should  not  lesser  souls  bow  down 
before  the  greater  ? — But  is  not  this  to  trample  upon  virtue  ? — 
(Musing.)  Virtue  ?  The  elevated  mind  is  exposed  to  other 
than  ordinary  temptations— shall  it,  then,  be  governed  by  the 
ordinary  rules  of  virtue  ? — Is  the  armour  which  encases  the  pig- 
my's feeble  frame  suited  to  the  giant  ? — (The  sun  rises  over 
Genoa.)  This  majestic  city  mine  ! — {Spreading  out  his  arms 
as  if  to  embrace  it.)  To  flame  above  it  like  the  god  of  day! 
— To  rule  over  it  with  a  monarch  mind ! — To  hold  in  subjec- 
tion all  the  raging  passions,  all  the  insatiable  desires  in  this 
fafhomless  ocean! — 'Tis  certain,  though  the  cunning  of  the 
thief  ennoble  not  the  theft,  yet  doth  the  prize  ennoble  the  thief. 
It  is  base  to  filch  a  purse — daring  to  embezzle  a  million, — 
but  it  is  imeasurably  great  to  steal  a  diadem.  As  guilt  ex- 
tends its  sphere,  the  infamy  decrease th.  {A  jmuse,  then  ivith 
energy.)  To  obey  !  or  to  command  ! — ^A  fearful  dizzying  gulf 
— that  absorbs  whate'er  is  precious  in  the  eyes  of  men. — The 
trophies  of  the  conqueror — the  immortal  works  of  science  and 
of  art — the  voluptuous  pleasures  of  the  epicure — the  whole 
wealth  encompassed  by  the  seas. — To  obey!  or  to  command! 
To  BE,  OB  NOT  TO  BE ! — The  space  between  is  as  wide  as  from 
the  lowest  depths  of  hell  to  the  throne  of  the  Almighty. — (In 
an  elevated  tone.)  From  that  awful  height  to  look  down 
securel}^  upon  the  impetuous  whirlpool  of  mankind,  where 
blind  fortune  holds  capricious  sway  !  To  quaff  at  the  fountain- 
head  unlimited  draughts  from  the  rich  cup  of  pleasure !  To 
hold  that  armed  giant  law  beneath  my  feet  in  leading-strings, 
and  see  it  struggle  with  fruitless  efforts  against  the  sacred 
power  of  majesty! — To  tame  the  stubborn  passions  of  the 
people,  and  curb  them  with  a  playful  rein,  as  the  skilful 
horseman  guides  the  fiery  steed ! — With  a  breath — one  single 
breath — to  quell  the  rising  pride  of  vassals,  whilst  the  Prince, 
with  the  motion  of  his  sceptre,  can  embody  even  his  wildest 
dreams  of  fancy ! — Ah !  What  thoughts  are  these  which  trans- 
port the  astounded  mind  beyond  its  boundaries!  Prince! 
—To  be  for  one  moment  prince,  comprises  the  essence  of  a 
whole  existence.  'Tis  not  the  mere  stage  of  life — but  the  part 
we  play  on  it  that  gives  the  value  The  murmurs  which  com- 
pose the  thunder's  roar  might  singly  lull  an  infant  to  reposo 
— but  united  their  crash  can  shake  the  eternal  vault  of  heaven. 
— I  am  resolved.     (Walking  up  and  down  majestically) 
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Scene  III. 
FiESCO,  Leonora,  entering  with  a  look  of  anxiety, 

Leonora.  Pardon  me,  Count.  I  fear  I  interrupt  your 
morning  rest. 

FiESCO  {steps  back  with  astonishment).  Indeed,  madam,  you 
do  surprise  me,  not  a  little. 

Leonora.     That  never  happens  to  those  who  love. 

FiEsco.  Charming  Countess,  you  expose  your  beauty  to 
the  rude  breath  of  morning. 

Leonora.  I  know  not  why  I  should  preserve  its  small 
remains  for  grief  to  feed  on. 

FiESCO.  Grief,  my  love  ?  I  thought  that  to  be  free  from 
cares  of  state  was  happiness 

Leonora.  It  may  be  so. — Yet  do  I  feel  that  my  weak 
heart  is  breaking  amidst  this  happiness.  I  come,  sir,  to 
trouble  you  with  a  trifling  request,  if  you  can  spare  a  mo- 
ment's time  to  hear  me.  These  seven  months  past  I  have 
indulged  the  pleasing  dream  of  being  Countess  of  Lavagna. 
It  now  has  passed  away,  and  left  a  painful  weight  upon  my 
mind.  Amid  the  pleasures  of  my  innocent  childhood,  I  must 
seek  relief  to  my  disordered  spirits. — Permit  me,  therefore, 
to  return  to  the  arms  of  my  beloved  mother 

FiEsco  {luith  astonishment).     Countess! 

Leonora.  My  heart  is  a  poor  trembling  thing,  which  you 
should  pity.  Even  the  least  remembrance  of  my  visionary 
joy  might  wound  my  sickly  fancy.  I  therefore  restore  the 
last  memorials  of  your  kindness  to  their  rightful  owner.' — [She 
lays  some  trinkets  on  the  table)  This  too,  that  like  a  dagger 
struck  my  heart — [presenting  a  letter.)  This  too — {going  to 
rush  out  of  the  door  in  tears) — and  I  will  retain  nothing  but 
the  wound. 

FiEsco  [agitated,  hastens  after  her  and  detains  her),  Leo- 
nora !     For  God's  sake,  stay ! 

Leonora  [falls  into  his  arms  exhausted).  To  be  your  wife 
was  more  than  I  deserved. — But  she  who  was  your  wife,  deserved 
at  least  respect.  How  bitter  is  the  tongue  of  calumny.  How 
the  wives  and  maidens  of  Genoa  now  look  down  upon  me ! 
"  See,"  they  say,  '*  how  droops  the  haughty  one,  whose  vanity 
aspired  to  Fiesco  !  "  Cruel  punishment  of  my  pride  ! — I  in* 
umphed  over  my  whole  sex  when  Fiesco  led  me  to  the  altar— 
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FiESCo.     Eeallj,  Madonna!  All  this  is  most  surprising 

Leonora  (aside).  Ah! — he  changes  colour — now  I  ro 
vive. 

FiEsco.  Wait  only  two  days,  Countess — then  judge  my 
conduct 

Leonoka.  To  be  sacrificed  ! — Let  me  not  speak  it  in  thy 
chaste  presence,  0  thou  virgin  day! — To  be  sacrificed  to  a 
shameless  wanton !  Look  on  me,  my  husband  !  Ah,  surely 
those  eyes,  that  make  all  Genoa  tremble,  must  hide  them- 
selves before  a  weeping  woman 

FiEsco  (extremely  confused).  No  more,  Signora! — No 
more 

Leonora  (with  a  melancholy  look  of  reproach).  To  rend 
the  heart  of  a  poor  helpless  woman ! — Oh,  it  is  so  worthy  of 
the  manly  sex.  Into  his  arms  I  threw  myself,  and  on  his 
strength  confidingly  reposed  my  feminine  weakness. — To  him 
I  trusted  the  heaven  of  my  hopes. — The  generous  man  be- 
stowed it  on  a 

FiESCo  {interrupting  her,  with  vehemence).  No — my  Leo- 
nora !  No ! 

Leonora.  My  Leonora ! — Heaven,  I  thank  thee !  These 
were  the  angelic  sounds  of  love  once  more. — I  ought  to  hate 
thee,  faithless  man !  And  yet  I  fondly  grasp  the  shadow  of 
thy  tenderness. — Hate!  said  I? — Hate  Fiesco? — Oh,  believe 
it  not !     Thy  perfidy  m^y  bid  me  die,  but  cannot  bid  me  hate 

thee.     I  did  not  know  my  heart 

(The  Moor  is  heard  approaching.) 

FiESCO.     Leonora ! — grant  me  one  trifliing  favour — 

Leonora.     Everything,  Fiesco — but  indifference — 

Fiesco.  Well,  well. — [significantly.)  Till  Genoa  be  two 
days  older,  inquire  not!  condemn  me  not! — {leads  her  politely 
to  another  apartment.) 

Scene  IV. 

FiESCO,  the  Moor,  entering  hastily. 

Fiesco.     Whence  come  you,  thus  out  of  breath  ? 
Moor.     Quick,  my  lord ! 
Fiesco.     Has  anything  run  into  the  net  ? 
Moor.     Read  this  letter. — Am  I  really  here  ?     Methinks 
(jenoa  is  become  shorter  by  twelve  streets,  or  else  my  legs 
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Lave  grown  that  much  longer  ?  You  change  colour? — Yes,  yes 
— they  play  at  cards  for  heads,  and  yours  is  the  chief  stake. 
How  do  you  like  it  ? 

FiESCO  {throivs  the  letter  on  the  table  with  horror).  Thou 
woolly-pated  rascal !     How  earnest  thou  hy  that  letter  ? 

Moor.  Much  in  the  same  way  as  your  grace  will  come  by 
the  republic. — An  express  was  sent  with  it  toward  Levanto. 
I  smelt  out  the  game;  waylaid  the  fellow  in  a  narrow  pass, 
despatched  the  fox,  and  brought  the  poultry  hither 

FiESCO.  His  blood  be  on  thy  head ! — As  for  the  letter,  'tis 
not  to  be  paid  with  gold. 

Moor.  Yet  I  will  be  content  with  silver  for  it. — {seriously, 
and  with  a  look  of  imi:)ortance,)  Count  of  Lavagna !  'twas  but 
the  other  day  I  sought  your  life.  To-day  [pointing  to  the 
letter)  I  have  preserved  it.  Now  I  think  his  lordship  and 
the  scoundrel  are  even.  My  further  service  is  an  act  of 
friendship — ['presents  another  paper)  number  two  ! — 

FiEsco  (receives  it  with  astonishment).     Art  thou  mad  ? 

Moor.  Number  two — {with  an  arrogant  air — his  arms^ 
akimbo)  the  lion  has  not  acted  foolishly  in  pardoning  the 
mouse.  Ah !  'twas  a  deed  of  policy.  Who  else  could  e'er 
have  gnawed  the  net  with  which  he  was  surrounded  ?  Now, 
sir — how  like  you  that  ? 

FiEsco.     Fellow,  how  many  devils  hast  thou  in  pay? 

Moor.  But  one,  sir,  at  your  service;  and  he  is  in  your 
grace's  keeping. 

FiESCO.  What! — Doria's  own  signature! — Whence  dost 
thou  bring  this  paper  ? 

Moor.  Fresh  from  the  hands  of  my  Diana.  I  went  to  her 
last  night,  tempted  her  with  your  charming  words,  and  still 
more  charming  sequins.  The  last  prevailed. — She  bade  me 
call  early  in  the  morning.  Lomellino  had  been  there  as  you 
predicted,  and  paid  the  toll  to  his  contraband  heaven  with 
this  deposit. 

FiESco  {indignantly).  Oh,  these  despicable  woman-slaves  ! 
They  would  govern  kingdoms,  and  cannot  keep  a  secret  from 
a  harlot. — By  these  papers  I  learn  that  Doria  and  his  party 
have  formed  a  plot  to  murder  me,  with  eleven  senators,  and 
to  place  Gianettino  on  the  throne. 

Moor.  Even  so — and  that  upon  the  morning  of  the  ducal 
©lection,  the  third  of  this  month. 
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FiEsco  (vehemently).     The  niglit  of  our   enterprise  shall 
smother  that  morning  in  its  very  birth. — Speed  thee,  Hassan 
— My  affairs  are  ripe. — Collect  our  fellows. — We  will  take 
bloody  lead  of  our  adversaries. — Be  active,  Hassan ! 

Moor.  I  have  a  budget  full  of  new^s  beside.  Two  thousand 
soldiers  are  safely  smuggled  into  the  city.  I  've  lodged  them 
■with  the  Capuchins,  where  not  even  a  prying  sun-beam  can 
espy  them.  They  burn  with  eagerness  to  see  their  leader. 
They  are  fine  fellows ! 

FiEsco.  Each  head  of  them  shall  yield  thee  a  ducat.  Is 
there  no  talk  about  my  galleys  ? 

Moor.  Oh,  I  've  a  pleasant  story  of  them,  my  lord.  Above 
four  hundred  adventurers,  whom  the  peace  'twixt  France  and 
Spain  has  left  without  employ,  besought  my  people  to  recom- 
mend them  to  your  grace,  to  fight  against  the  infidels.  I 
have  appointed  them  to  meet  this  evening  in  the  palace- 
court. 

FiEsco  [pleased).  I  could  almost  embrace  thee,  rascal.  A 
masterly  stroke !  Four  hundred,  said'st  thou  ? — Genoa  is  in 
my  power.     Four  hundred  crowns  are  thine ■ 

Moor  [with  an  air  of  confidence).  Eh,  Fiesco?  We  two 
will  pull  the  state  in  pieces,  and  sweep  away  the  laws  as  with 
a  besom. — You  know  not  how  many  hearty  fellows  I  have 
among  the  garrison — lads  that  I  can  reckon  on  as  surely  as  on 
a  trip  to  hell.  Now  I  've  so  laid  my  plans,  that  at  each  gate 
we  have  among  the  guard  at  least  six  of  our  creatures,  who 
will  be  enough  to  overcome  the  others  by  persuasion  or  by 
wine.  If  you  wish  to  risk  a  blow  to-night,  you'll  find  the 
sentinels  all  drenched  with  liquor. 

Fiesco.  Peace,  fellow !  Hitherto  I  have  moved  the  vast 
machine  alone,  shall  I  now,  at  the  very  goal,  be  put  to  shame 
by  the  greatest  rascal  under  the  sun  ?  Here's  my  hand  upon 
it,  fellow — whate'er  the  Count  remains  indebted  to  thee,  the 
Duke  shall  pay. 

Moor.  And  here,  too,  is  a  note  from  the  Countess  Im- 
periali.  She  beckoned  to  me  from  her  window,  when  I  went  up 
received  me  graciously,  and  asked  me  ironically  if  the  Countess 
of  Lavagna  had  not  been  lately  troubled  with  the  spleen-— 
Does  your  grace,  said  I,  inquire  but  for  one  person  ? 

Fiesco  [having  read  the  note  throws  it  aside).  Well  said — • 
What  answ^er  made  she  ? 
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Moor.  She  answered,  that  she  still  lamented  the  fate  of 
the  poor  bereaved  widow — that  she  was  willing  to  give  her 
satisfaction,  and  meant  to  forbid  your  grace's  attentions. 

FiESCO  {with  a  sneer).  Which,  of  themselves,  may  possibly 
cease  sometime  before  the  day  of  judgment.  Is  that  all  thy 
business,  Hassan? 

Moor  (ironically).  My  lord,  the  affairs  of  the  ladies  are 
next  to  those  of  state. 

FiESCo.  Without  a  doubt,  and  these  especially.  But  for 
what  purpose  are  these  papers  ? 

Moor.  To  remove  one  plague  by  another. — These  powders 
the  signora  gave  me,  to  mix  one  every  day  with  your  wife's- 
chocolate. 

FiESGO  (starting).     Gave  thee  ? 

Moor.     Donna  Julia,  Countess  Imperiali 

FiEsco  (snatching  them  from  him  eagerly).  If  thou  liest, 
rascal,  I  '11  hang  thee  up  alive  in  irons  at  the  weathercock  of 
the  Lorenzo  tower,  where  the  wind  shall  whirl  thee  nine  times 
round  with  every  blast. — The  powders  ? 

Moor  (impatiently).  1  am  to  give  your  wife,  mixed  with 
her  chocolate. — Such  were  the  orders  of  Donna  Julia  Im- 
periali. 

FiEsco  [enraged).  Monster!  monster! — This  lovely  crea- 
ture ! — Is  there  room  for  so  much  hell  within  a  female  bosom  ? 
— And  I  forgot  to  thank  thee,  heavenly  Providence,  that  hast 
rendered  it  abortive — abortive  through  a  greater  devil. — 
Wondrous  are  thy  ways ! — (To  the  Moor.)  Swear  to  me  ta 
obey,  and  keep  this  secret. 

Moor.  Very  well.  The  latter  I  can  afford — she  paid  me 
ready  money. 

FiEsco.  This  note  invites  me  to  her. — 1 11  be  with  you, 
madam ! — and  find  means  to  lure  you  hither  too.  Now  hasto 
thee,  with  all  thy  speed,  and  call  together  the  conspirators. 

Moor.  This  order  I  anticipated,  and  therefore  at  my  owa 
risk  appointed  every  one  to  come  at  ten  o'clock  precisely. 

FiEsco.  I  hear  the  sound  of  footsteps.  They  are  here. 
Fellow,  thy  villany  deserves  a  gallows  of  its  own,  on  which  no 
son  of  Adam  was  ever  yet  suspended.  Wait  in  the  ante- 
chamber till  I  call  for  thee. 

Moor.     The  Moor  has  done  his  work — the  Moor  may  go. 

[Exit 
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Scene  V. 
FiEsco,  Verrina,  Bourgognino,  Calcagno,  Sacco. 

FiEsco  {meeting  them).  The  tempest  is  approaching ;  the 
clouds  rush  together.  Advance  with  caution.  Let  all  tho 
doors  be  locked. 

Verrina.  Eight  chambers  have  I  made  fast  behind  me. 
Suspicion  cannot  come  within  a  hundred  steps  of  us. 

BouRG      Here  is  no  traitor,  unless  our  fear  become  one. 

FiESCO.     Fear  cannot  pass  my  threshold.     Welcome  he 

whose  mind  remains  the  same  as  yesterday.     Be  seated 

[They  seat  themselves), 

BouRG.  (walking  up  and  down).  I  care  not  to  sit  in  cold 
deliberation  when  action  calls  upon  me. 

FiESCO.     Genoese,  this  hour  is  eventful. 

Verrina.  Thou  hast  challenged  us  to  consider  a  plan  for 
dethroning  the  tyrant.  Demand  of  us — we  are  here  to  answer 
thee. 

FiESCO.  First,  then,  a  question,  which,  as  it  comes  so  late, 
you  may  think  strange. — Who  is  to  fall? {a pause.) 

BouRG.  {leaning  over  FiEsco's  chair  with  an  expressive  look). 
The  tyrants. 

FiEsco.  Well  spoken.  The  tyrants.  I  entreat  you  weigh 
well  the  importance  of  the  word.  Is  he  who  threatens  the 
overthrow  of  liberty — or  he  who  has  it  in  his  power — the 
greater  tyrant  ? 

Verrina.  The  first  I  hate,  I  fear  the  latter.  Let  Andreas 
Doria  fall ! 

Calcagno  {with  emotion).  Andreas  ?  The  old  Andreas ! 
who  perhaps  to-morrow  may  pay  the  debt  of  nature 

Sacco.     Andreas  ? — That  mild  old  man ! 

FiESCO.  Formidable  is  that  old  man^s  mildness,  0  my 
friend — the  brutality  of  Gianettino  only  deserves  contempt 
" Let  Andreas  fall!"     There  spoke  thy  wisdom,  Verrina. 

BouRG.  The  chain  of  iron,  and  the  cord  of  silk,  alike  are 
bonds.     Let  Andreas  perish! 

FiEsco  {going  to  the  table).  The  sentence,  then,  is  passed 
upon  the  uncle  and  the  nephew.  Sign  it! — {they  all  sign). 
The  question  who  is  settled. — How  must  be  next  determined 
Speak  first,  Calcagnc. 
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Calcagno.  We  must  execute  it  either  as  soldiers  or  as- 
sassins. The  first  is  dangerous,  because  we  must  have  many 
confidants.  Tis  also  doubtful,  because  the  people's  hearts  are 
not  all  with  us.  To  act  the  second  our  five  good  daggers  are 
sufficient.  Two  days  hence  high  mass  will  be  performed  in 
the  Lorenzo  Church — both  the  Dorias  will  be  present.  In 
the  house  of  God  even  a  tyrant's  cares  are  lulled  to  sleep. — I 
have  done. 

FiESCO  {turning  away).  Calcagno,  your  plan  is  politic,  but 
'tis  detestable. — Raphael  Sacco,  yours  ? 

Sacco.  Calcagno 's  reasons  please  me,  but  the  means  he 
chooses  my  mind  revolts  at.  Better  were  it  that  Fiesco  should 
invite  both  the  uncle  and  nephew  to  a  feast,  where,  pressed  on 
all  sides  by  the  vengeance  of  the  republic,  they  must  swallow 
death  at  the  dagger's  point,  or  in  a  bumper  of  good  Cyprian. 
This  method  is  at  least  convenient. 

FiEsco  {with  horror).  Ah,  Sacco  !  What,  if  the  wine  their 
dying  tongues  shall  taste  become  for  us  torments  of  burning 
pitch  in  hell ! — Away  with  this  advice !     Speak  thou,  Verrina. 

Verrina.  An  open  heart  shows  a  bold  front.  Assassina- 
tion degrades  us  to  banditti.  The  hero  advances  sword  in 
hand.  I  propose  to  give  aloud  the  signal  of  revolt,  and  boldly 
rouse  the  patriots  of  Genoa  to  vengeance. — {He  starts  from  his 
seat,  the  others  do  the  same.) 

BouRG.  {embracing  him).  And  with  armed  hand  wrest  For- 
tune's favours  from  her.  This  is  the  voice  of  honour,  and  is 
mine. 

Fiesco.  And  mine.  Shame  on  you,  Genoese !  {to  Sacco 
a7id  Calcagno.) — Fortune  has  already  done  too  much  for  us, 
let  something  be  our  own.     Therefore  open  revolt! — ^And 

that,  Genoese,  this  very  night (Yerrina  a?z6?  Bourgognino 

astonished — the  others  terrified.) 

Calcagno.  What!  To-night!  The  tyrants  are  yet  too 
powerful,  our  force  too  small. 

Sacco.  To-night!  And  nought  prepared?  The  day  is 
fast  declining. 

Fiesco.  Your  doubts  are  reasonable,  but  read  these 
papers. — {He  gives  them  Giannettino's  papers,  and  walks  up 
and  down  with  a  look  of  satisfaction,  whilst  they  read  them 
eagerly.)  Now,  farewell,  thou  proud  and  haughty  star  of 
Genoa,  that  didst  seem  to  fill  the  whole  horizon  with  thy 
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brightness.  Knewest  thou  not  that  the  majestic  sun  himself 
must  quit  the  heavens,  and  yield  his  sceptre  to  the  radiant 
moon  ?     Farewell,  Doria,  beauteous  star ! 

Patroclus  to  the  shades  is  gone. 
And  he  was  more  than  thou. 

BouKG.  [after  reading  the  papers).     This  is  horrible. 

Calcagno.     Twelve  victims  at  a  blow ! 

Vekrina.     To-morrow,  in  the  senate-house  ! 

BouKG.  Give  me  these  papers,  and  I  will  ride  with  them 
through  Genoa,  holding  them  up  to  view.  The  very  stones 
"will  rise  in  mutiny,  and  even  the  dogs  will  howl  against  the 
tyrant. 

All.     Kevenge  !    Eevenge !    Revenge ! — This  very  night ! 

FiEsco.  Now  you  have  reached  the  point.  At  sunset  I 
will  invite  hither  the  principal  malcontents — those  that  stand 
upon  the  bloody  list  of  Gianettino.  Besides,  the  Sauli,  the 
Gentili,  Vivaldi,  Vesodimari,  all  mortal  enemies  of  the  house 
of  Doria ;  but  whom  the  tyrant  forgot  to  fear.  They,  doubt 
less,  will  embrace  my  plan  with  eagerness. 

BouKG.     I  doubt  it  not. 

FiEsco.  Above  all  things,  we  must  render  ourselves  mas- 
ters of  the  sea.  Galleys  and  seamen  I  have  ready.  The 
twenty  vessels  of  the  Dorias  are  dismantled,  and  may  be 
easily  surprised.  The  entrance  of  the  inner  harbour  must  be 
blocked  up,  all  hope  of  flight  cut  off.  If  we  secure  this  point, 
all  Genoa  is  in  our  power. 

Veekina.     Doubtless. 

FiEsco.  Then  we  must  seize  the  strongest  posts  in  the 
city,  especially  the  gate  of  St.  Thomas,  which,  leading  to  the 
harbour,  connects  our  land  and  naval  forces.  Both  the  Dorias 
must  be  surprised  within  their  palaces,  and  killed.  The  bells 
must  toll,  the  citizens  be  called  upon  to  side  with  us  and  vin 
dicate  the  liberties  of  Genoa.  If  Fortune  favour  us,  you  shall 
hear  the  rest  in  the  senate. 

Verrina.  The  plan  is  good.  Now  for  the  distribution  of 
our  parts. 

FiEsco  [significantly).  Genoese,  you  chose  me,  of  your  own 
accord,  as  chief  of  the  conspiiacy.  Will  you  obey  my  farther 
orders  ? 

Verrina.     As  certainly  as  they  shall  be  the  best. 

TiEsco.    Verrina,  dost  thou  know  the  principle  of  all  warlike 
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enterprise? — Instruct  him,  Genoese.     It  is  subordination 
If  your  will  be  not  subjected  to  mine — observe  me  well — 
if  I  be  not  the  head  of  the  conspiracy,   I  am  no  more  a 
member. 

Verrina.  a  life  of  freedom  is  well  worth  some  hours  of 
slavery. — ^We  obey. 

FiEsco.  Then  leave  me  now.  Let  one  of  you  reconnoitre 
the  city,  and  inform  me  of  the  strength  or  weakness  of  the 
several  posts.  Let  another  find  out  the  watch-word.  A  third 
must  see  that  the  galleys  are  in  readiness.  A  fourth  conduct 
the  two  thousand  soldiers  into  my  palace-court.  I  myself 
will  make  all  preparations  here  for  the  evening,  and  pass 
the  interval  perhaps  in  play.  At  nine  precisely  let  all  be  at 
my  palace,  to  hear  my  final  orders (Rings  the  bell.) 

Verrina.     I  take  the  harbour. 

BouRG.     I  the  soldiers. 

Calcagno.     I  '11  learn  the  watch-word. 

Sacco      I  'U  reconnoitre  Genoa.  [Exeunt, 

Scene  VI. 
FiEsco,  Moor. 

FiEsco  {seated  at  a  desk,  and  writing).  Did  they  not 
struggle  against  the  word  subordination,  as  the  worm  against 
the  needle  which  transfixes  it  ? — But  'tis  too  late,  republicans. 

Moor  (entering).     My  lord 

FiEsco  [giving  him  a  paper).  Invite  all  those  whose  names 
are  written  here,  to  see  a  play  this  evening  at  my  palace. 

Moor.  Perhaps  to  act  a  part — and  pay  the  admittance 
with  their  heads. 

FiESCO  {in  a  haughty  and  contemptuous  manner).  When 
that  is  over,  111  no  longer  detain  thee  here  in  Genoa.  {Going, 
throws  him  a  purse.)    This  is  thy  last  employment.        [Eooit. 

Scene  VII. 
Moor  alone. 

Moor  (taking  up  the  purse  slowly,  and  looking  after  Fiesco 
with  surprise).  Are  we,  then,  on  these  terms  ? — "  I  will  detain 
thee  in  Genoa  no  longer." — That  is  to  say,  translated  from  tho 
Christian  language  into  my  heathen  tongue,  *'When  I  am 
Duke,  I  shall  hang  up  my  friend  the  Moor  upon  a  Genoes© 
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gallows." — Hum ! — He  fears,  because  I  know  his  tricks,  my 
tongue  may  bring  his  honour  into  danger  when  he  is  Duke. — 
When  he  is  Duke?  Hold,  master  Count!  That  event  re- 
mains to  be  considered.  Ah!  old  Doria,  thy  life  is  in  my 
hands. — Thou  art  lost  unless  I  warn  thee  of  thy  danger.  Now, 
if  I  go  to  him  and  discover  the  plot,  I  save  the  Duke  of  Genoa 
no  less  than  his  existence  and  his  dukedom,  and  gain  at  least 
this  hat  full  of  gold  for  my  reward. — {Going,  stops  suddenly,) 
But  stay,  friend  Hassan,  thou  art  going  on  a  foolish  errand. 
Suppose  this  scene  of  riot  is  prevented,  and  nothing  but  good 
is  the  result. — Psha !  what  a  cursed  trick  my  avarice  would 
then  have  played  me!  Come,  devil,  help  me  to  make  out 
what  promises  the  greatest  mischief;  to  cheat  Fiesco,  or  to 
give  up  Doria  to  the  dagger.  If  Fiesco  succeed,  then  Genoa 
may  prosper. — Away  ! — That  must  not  be.  If  this  Doria 
escape,  then  all  remains  as  'twas  before,  and  Genoa  is  quiet. 
— That's  still  worse! — Ay,  but  to  see  these  rebels'  heads 
upon  the  block ! — Hum  ! — On  the  other  hand,  'twould  be 
amusing  to  behold  the  illustrious  Dorias  in  this  evening's 
massacre,  the  victims  of  a  rascally  Moor. — No. — This  doubtful 
question  a  Christian  might  perhaps  resolve,  but  'tis  too  deep  a 
riddle  for  my  Moorish  brains. — I  '11  go  propose  it  to  some 
learned  man.  [Eodt. 

Scene  VIII. 

An  apartment  in  the  house  of  the  Countess  Imperiali. 

Julia  in  a  dishabille,     Gianettino  enters,  agitated, 

GiANET.     Good  evening,  sister. 

Julia  (rising).  It  must  be  something  extraordinary  which 
brings  the  Crown  Prince  of  Genoa  to  his  sister ! 

GiANET.  Sister,  you  are  continually  surrounded  by  butter- 
flies, and  I  by  wasps.  How  is  it  possible  that  we  should 
meet?     Lets  be  seated. 

Julia.     You  almost  excite  my  curiosity. 

GiANET.     When  did  Fiesco  visit  you  last  ? 

Julia.  A  strange  question. — As  if  I  burdened  my  memory 
with  such  trifles ! 

GiANET.     I  must  know — positively. 

Julia.     Well,  then,  he  was  here  yesterday. 

GiANET.     Aud  behaved  without  reserve? 

Julia.     As  usual. 
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GiANET.     As  much  a  coxcomb  as  ever? 
*     Julia  {offended).     Brother! 

GiANET.  {more  vehemently).     I  say «— as  much  a  coxcomb- 


JuLiA  (rises,  with  indignation).  Sir! — What  do  you  take 
me  for  ? 

GiANET.  [keeps  his  seat — sarcastically).  For  a  mere  piece  of 
woman-flesh,  wrapped  up  in  a  great — great  patent  of  nobility. 
This  between  ourselves — there  is  no  one  by  to  hear  us 

Julia  {enraged).  Bet.ween  ourselves — you  are  an  imperti- 
nent jackanapes,  and  presume  upon  the  credit  of  your  uncle. 
No  one  by  to  hear  us,  indeed ! 

GiANET.  Sister!  sister!  don't  be  angry, — I'm  only  merry 
because  Fiesco  is  still  as  much  a  coxcomb  as  ever. — That 's 
all  I  wanted  to  know.     Your  servant {Going.) 

Scene  IX. 
The  former,  Lomellino  entering, 

LoMEL.  {to  Julia,  respectfully).  Pardon  my  boldness,  gracious 
lady. — {To  Gianettino.)  Certain  affairs  which  cannot  be  de- 
layed      (Gianettino  takes  him  aside ;  Julia  sits  down  an 

grily  at  the  pianoforte,  and  plays  an  allegro.) 

GiANET.  (to  Lomellino).  Is  everything  prepared  for  to- 
morrow ? 

LoMEL.  Everything,  prince — but  the  courier,  who  was 
despatched  this  morning  to  Levanto,  is  not  yet  returned,  nor 
is  Spinola  arrived.  Should  he  be  intercepted  ! — ^I  'm  much 
alarmed 

GiANET.     Fear  nothing.     You  have  that  list  at  hand  ? 

LoMEL.  {embarrassed).  My  lord — the  list? — I  do  not  know 
— I  must  have  left  it  at  home,  in  my  other  pocket. 

GiANET.  It  does  not  signify — would  that  Spinola  were  but 
here.  Fiesco  will  be  found  dead  in  his  bed.  I  have  taken 
measures  for  it. 

LoMEL.     But  it  will  cause  great  consternation. 

GiANET.  In  that  lies  our  security.  Common  crimes 
but  move  the  blood,  and  stir  it  to  revenge :  atrocious  deeds 
freeze  it  with  terror,  and  annihilate  the  faculties  of  man. 
You  know  the  fabled  power  of  Medusa's  head — they  who  but 
looked  on  it  -vere  turned  to  stone. — What  may  not  be  done, 
my  bov,  before  stones  ai'e  warmed  to  animation? 

o  2 
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LoMEL      Have  you  given  the  Countess  any  intimation  of  it? 

GiANET.  That  would  never  do !  We  must  deal  more  cau- 
tiously with  her  attachment  to  Fiesco.  When  she  shares  the 
sweets,  the  cost  will  soon  be  forgotten.  Come — I  expect 
troops  this  evening  from  Milan,  and  must  give  orders  at  the 
gates  for  their  reception. — [To  Julia.)  Well,  sister,  have  you 
almost  thrummed  away  your  anger  ? 

JuiJA.     Go !     You're  a  rude,  unmannered  creature 
(GiANET.,  going,  meets  Fiesco.) 

Scene  X. 
The  former ;  Fiesco. 

GiANET.  [stepping  back).     Ha  I 

Fiesco  [with  politeness).  Prince,  you  spare  me  a  visit, 
which  I  was  just  now  about  to  pay. 

GiANET.     And  I,  too,  Count,  am  pleased  to  meet  you  here 

Fiesco  [approaching  Julia  courteously).  Your  charms, 
signora,  always  surpass  expectation. 

Julia.  Fie !  that  in  another  would  sound  ambiguous — 
but  I'm  shocked  at  my  dishabille — excuse  me,  Count — [going ?^ 

Fiesco.  Stay,  my  beauteous  lady.  Woman's  beauty  is  ne'er 
so  charming  as  when  in  the  toilet's  simplest  garb  {laughingly). 
An  undress  is  her  surest  robe  of  conquest.  Permit  me  to 
loosen  these  tresses 

Julia.     Oh,  how  ready  are  you  men  to  cause  confusion  ! 

Fiesco  (with  a  smile  to  Gianet.).  In  dress,  as  in  the  state 
— is  it  not  so  ? — {To  Julia.)  This  riband,  too,  is  awkwardly 
put  on.  Sit  down,  fair  Countess — your  Laura's  skill  may 
strilc  tL  3  eye,  but  cannot  reach  the  heart.  Let  me  play  the 
chambeimaid  for  once. — [She  sits  down,  he  arranges  her  di^ess.) 
Gianet  [aside  to  Lomel.).     Poor  frivolous  fellow ! 

FiE-'C  f  [engaged  about  her  bosom).  Now  see — this  I  pru- 
dently conceal.  The  senses  should  always  be  blind  messen-^ 
gers,  and  not  know  the  secret  compact  between  nature  and 
fancy. 

Julia.     That  is  trifling. 

Fiesco.  Not  at  all;  for,  consider,  the  prettiest  noveltj 
loses  all  its  zest  when  once  become  familiar. — Our  senses 
are  but  the  rabble  of  our  inward  republic.  The  noble  live 
by  them,  but  elevate  themselves  above  their  low,  degenerate 
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tastes. — {Having  adjusted  her  toilet,  he  leads  her  to  a  glass.} 
Now,  by  my  honour!  this  must  on  tne  morrow  be  Genoa's 
fsLshion— {politely) — may  I  have  the  honour  of  leading  you  so 
abroad,  Countess? 

Julia.  The  cunning  flatterer ! — How  artfully  he  lays  his 
plans  to  ensnare  me.  No !  I  have  a  head-ache,  and  will  stay 
at  home. 

FiEsco.  Pardon  me,  Countess. — You  may  be  so  cruel, 
but  surely  you  ivill  not. — To-day  a  company  of  Florentine 
comedians  arrive  at  my  palace. — Most  of  the  Genoese  ladies 
will  be  present  this  evening  at  their  performance,  and  I  am 
uncertain  whom  to  place  in  the  chief  box,  without  offending 
others.  There  is  but  one  expedient. — {Making  a  low  how.) 
If  you  would  condescend,  Signora — 

Julia  {blushing,  retires  to  a  side  apartment).     Laura ! 

GiANET.  {approaching  Fiesco).  Count,  you  remember  an 
unpleasant  circumstance — 

Fiesco  {interrupting  him).  'Tis  my  wish,  Prince,  we  should 
both  forget  it. — The  actions  of  men  are  regulated  by  their 
knowledge  of  each  other.  It  is  my  fault,  that  you  knew  me 
so  imperfectly. 

GiANET.  I  shall  never  think  of  it  without  craving  your 
pardon  from  my  inmost  soul — 

Fiesco.  Nor  I,  without  forgiving  you  from  my  heart's 
core. — (Julia  returns,  her  dress  a  little  altered.) 

Gianet.  Count,  I  just  now  recollect  that  you  are  going  to 
cruise  against  the  Turks — 

Fiesco.  This  evening  we  weigh  anchor. — On  that  account 
I  had  some  apprehensions,  from  which  my  friend  Doria's 
kindness  may  deliver  me. 

Gianet.  {obsequiously).  Most  willingly.  Command  my 
utmost  influence ! 

Fiesco.  The  circumstance  might  cause  a  concourse  toward 
the  harbour,  and  about  my  palace,  which  the  duke  your  uncle 
might  misinterpret. 

Gianet.  {in  a  friendly  manner).  Ill  manage  that  for  you. 
Continue  your  preparations,  and  may  success  attend  your 
enterprise ! 

Fiesco  {with  a  smile),     I  'm  much  obliged  to  you 
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Scene  XI. 
The  former     A  German  of  the  Body  Guard. 

GiANET.     What  now  ? 

German.     Passing  by  the  gate  of  St.  Thomas,  I  observed  a 
great  number  of  armed  soldiers  hastening  towards  the  harbour 
The  galleys  of  the  Count  Fiesco  were  preparing  for  sea. 

Gianet.     Is  that  all  ?    Report  it  no  further. 

German.  Very  well.  From  the  convent  of  the  Capuchins, 
too,  suspicious  rabble  are  pouring,  and  steal  toward  the  mar- 
ket place.  From  their  gait  and  appearance  I  should  sup- 
pose them  soldiers. 

Gianet.  {angrily).  Out  upon  this  fool's  zeal! — (To 
LoMEL.,  aside.) — These  are  undoubtedly  my  Milanese. 

German.  Does  your  grace  command  that  they  should  be 
arrested  ? 

Gianet.  [aloud  to  Lomel.).  Look  to  them,  Lomellino. — 
{To  the  German.)  Begone! — 'Tis  all  well. — [Aside  to  Lo- 
mel.)    Bid  that  German  beast  be  silent. 

[Exeunt  Lomel.  and  German, 

FiESCO  {in  another  part  of  the  room  with  Julia — looks 
toward  Gianet).  Our  friend  Doria  seems  displeased.  May  I 
inquire  the  reason  ? 

Gianet.     No  wonder — these  eternal  messages. 

[Exit  hastily 

Fiesco.  The  play  awaits  us  too,  signora.  May  I  offer 
you  my  hand  ? 

Julia.  Stay,  let  me  take  my  cloak.  'Tis  no  tragedy  I 
hope,  Count  ?     It  would  haunt  me  in  my  dreams. 

FiESCO  {sarcastically).     'Twill  excite  immoderate  laughter. 

[He  hands  her  out — the  curtain  falls. 


ACT  IV. 

Scene  I. — Night.  The  court  of  Fiesco's  palace.  The  lamps 
lighted  Persons  carrying  in  arms.  A  wing  of  the  palace 
illuminated.     A  heap  of  arms  on  one  side  of  the  stage. 

BouRGOGNiNO  leading  a  band  of  soldiers, 

BouRG.     Halt ! — Let  four  sentinels  be  stationed  at  the  great 
gate.     Two  at  every  door  of  the  palace. — iThe  sentinels  taka 
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their  posts,)  Let  every  one  that  chooses  enter,  but  none 
depart.  If  any  one  attempt  to  force  his  way,  run  him  through ! 
{Goes  with  the  rest  into  the  palace.  The  sentinels  walk  up  and 
down,     A  pause,) 

Scene  II. 
Zenturione  entering. 

Sentinels  at  the  Gate  (call  out).     Who  goes  there  ? 

Zent.  a  friend  of  Lavagna. — (Ooes  across  the  court  to  the 
palace  on  the  right,) 

Sentinel  there.  Back!  (Zent.  starts,  and  goes  to  the 
door  on  the  left.) 

Sentinel  on  the  left.     Back ! 

Zent.  [stands  still  with  surprise,  A  pause.  Then  to  the 
Sentinel  on  the  left.)  Friend,  which  is  the  way  to  the 
theatre  ? 

Sentinel.     Don't  know. 

Zent.  [walks  up  and  down  with  increasing  surprise — then 
to  the  Sentinel  07i  the  right.)  Friend,  when  does  the  play 
begin  ? 

Sentinel.     Don't  know. 

Zent.  [astonished,  walks  up  and  down.     Perceives  the  wea 
pons ;  alarmed.)    Friend,  what  mean  these  ? 

Sentinel.     Don't  know. 

Zent.  [wraps  himself  up  in  his  cloak,  alarmed].   Strange! 

Sentinels  at  the  Gate  [calling  out).     Who  goes  there  ^ 

Scene  III. 

The  former,  ZiBO  entering. 

ZiBO.  A  friend  of  Lavagna. 

Zent.  Zibo,  where  are  we  ? 

ZiBo.  What  mean  you? 

Zent.  Look  around  you,  Zibo. 

Zibo.  Where?— What? 

Zent.  All  the  doors  are  guarded ! 


Zibo.  Here  are  arms- 

Zent.  No  one  that  will  answer- 

Zibo.  'Tis  strange ! 

Zent.  What  is  it  o'clock? 
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ZiBo.     Past  eight. 

Zent.     How  bitter  cold  it  is ! 

ZiBO.     Eight  was  the  hour  appointed. 

Zent.  {shaking  his  head),    '  Tis  not  all  as  it  should  be  here. 

ZiBO.     Fiesco  means  to  jest  with  us 

Zent.     To-morrow  will  be  the  ducal  election. — Zibo,  all's 
not  right  here,  depend  upon  it. 
Zibo.     Hush!  hush! 

Zent.     The  right  wing  of  the  palace  is  full  of  lights. 
Zibo.     Do  you  hear  nothing  ? 

Zent.     A  confused  murmuring  within — and 

Zibo.     The  sound  of  clattering  arms 

Zent.     Horrible!  horrible! 

Zibo.     A  carriage — it  stops  at  the  gate ! 

Sentinels  at  the  Gate  {calling  out).     Who  goes  there? 

Scene  IV. 
The  former  f  four  of  the  Assbrato  family. 

Asseeato  (entering).     A  friend  of  Fiesco. 

Zibo.     They  are  the  four  Asserati. 

Zent.     Good  evening,  friends ! 

AssERATO.     We  are  going  to  the  play. 

Zibo.     A  pleasant  journey  to  you ! 

AssERATo.     Are  you  not  going  also  ? 

Zent.     Walk  on.     We  '11  just  take  a  breath  of  air  first. 

AssERATO.     'Twill  soon  begin.     Come! — (Going.) 

Sentinel.     Back ! 

AssERATO.     What  can  this  mean  ? 

Zent.  (laughing).     To  keep  you  from  the  palace. 

AssERATO.     Here 's  some  mistake 

Zibo.  That 's  plain  enough. — {Music  is  heard  in  the  right 
wing.) 

AssERATO.  Do  you  hear  the  symphony?  The  comedy  is 
going  to  begin. 

Zent.  I  think  it  has  begun,  and  we  are  acting  our  parts 
as  fools. 

Zibo.     I  'm  not  over  warm — I  '11  return  home. 

AssERATO.     Arms  here  too  ? 

Zibo.     Poh ! — Mere  play-house  articles. 

Zent.     Shall  we  stand  waiting,  like  ghosts  upon  the  banks 
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of  Acheron  ?  Come,  let  us  to  a  tavern !  {All  six  go  toward 
the  gate.) 

Sentinels  {calling  out  loudly).     Back ! — Back ! 

Zent.     Death  and  the  Devil !     We  are  caught! 

ZiBO.     My  sword  shall  open  a  passage ! 

AssEKATO.     Put  it  up  !     The  Count 's  a  man  of  honour. 

ZiBO.  We  are  sold!  betrayed! — The  comedy  was  a  bait, 
and  we  're  caught  in  a  trap. 

AssERATO.  Heaven  forbid!  And  yet  I  tremble  for  the 
event. 

Scene  V. 

The  former — ^Verrina,  Saoco,  and  Nobles. 

Sentinels.     Who  goes  there  ? 

Verrina.  Friends  of  the  house.  {Seven  Nobles  enter  with 
him.) 

ZiBO.  These  are  his  confidants.  Now  all  will  be  ex 
plained. 

Saoco  {in  conversation  with  Verrina).     'Tis  as  I  told  you 
Lascaro  is  on  guard  at  the  St.  Thomas'  Gate,  the  best  of&cer 
of  Doria,  and  blindly  devoted  to  him. 

Verrina.     I  'm  glad  of  it. 

ZiBo  (to  Verrina).  Verrina,  you  come  opportunely  to 
clear  up  the  mystery. 

Verrina.     How  so  ?    What  mean  you  ? 

Zent.     We  are  invited  to  a  comedy. 

Verkina.     Then  we  are  going  the  same  way. 

Zent.  {impatiently).  Yes — the  way  of  all  flesh.  You  see 
tho  doors  are  guarded. — Why  guard  the  doors  ? 

ZiBO.     Why  these  sentinels  ? 

Zent.     We  stand  here  like  criminals  beneath  the  gallows. 

Verrina.     The  Count  will  come  himself. 

Zent.  'Twere  well  if  he  came  a  little  faster.  My  patience 
begins  to  fail.  {All  the  Nobles  walk  up  and  down  in  the 
hack- ground.) 

BouRG.  [coming  out  of  the  palace,  to  Verrina).  How  goes 
it  in  the  harbour  ? 

Verrina.     They  Ve  all  safe  on  board. 

BouRG.     The  palace  is  full  of  soldiers. 

Verrina.     'Tis  almost  nine. 

BouRG.     The  Count  is  long  in  cominfj. 
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Verrika.  And  yet  too  quick  to  gain  his  wishes. — Bour* 
gognino ! — There  is  a  thought  that  freezes  me. 

BouRG.     Father,  be  not  too  hasty. 

Verrina.  It  is  impossible  to  be  too  hasty  where  delay  is 
fatal.     I  must  commit  a  second  murder  to  justify  the  first!! 

BouRG.     But — When  must  Fiesco  fall  ? 

Verrina.     When  Genoa  is  free,  Fiesco  dies ! 

Sentinels.     Who  goes  there  ? 

Scene  VI. 
The  former y  Fiesco. 

Fiesco.  A  friend  ! — [The  Nobles  how — the  Sentinels 
'present  their  arms.)  Welcome,  my  worthy  guests !  You 
must  have  been  displeased  at  my  long  absence. — Pardcn 
me. — [In  a  low  voice  to  Verrina.)     Ready  ? 

Verrina  [in  the  same  manner).     As  you  would  wish. 

Fiesco  {to  Bourgognino).     And  you  ? 

BouRG.     Quite  prepared. 

Fiesco  {to  Sacco).     And  you? 

Sacco.     All 's  right. 

Fiesco.     And  Calcagno? 

BouRG.     Is  not  yet  arrived. 

Fiesco  {aloud  to  the  Sentinels).  Make  fast  the  gates  !— 
{He  takes  off  his  hat,  and  steps  forward  with  dignity  toward 
the  assembly)  My  friends — I  have  invited  you  hither  to  a 
play — ^not  as  spectators,  but  to  allot  to  each  a  part  therein. 

Long  enough  have  we  borne  the  insolence  of  Gianettino 
Doria,  and  the  usurpation  of  Andreas.  My  friends,  if  we 
would  deliver  Genoa,  no  time  is  to  be  lost.  For  what  pur- 
pose, think  you,  are  those  twenty  galleys,  which  beset  our 
harbour  ?  For  what  purpose  the  alliances  which  the  Dorias 
have  of  late  concluded  ?  For  what  purpose  the  foreign  forces 
which  they  have  collected  even  in  the  heart  of  Genoa  ?  Mur- 
murs and  execrations  avail  no  longer.  To  save  all,  we  must 
dare  all.  A  desperate  disease  requires  a  desperate  remedy. 
Is  there  one  base  enough  in  this  assembly  to  own  an  equal 
for  his  master? — {Murmurs,) — Here  is  not  one  whose  ancestors 
did  not  watch  around  the  cradle  of  infant  Genoa.  What! — in 
Heaven's  name ! — what,  I  ask  you,  have  these  two  citizens 
to  boast  of,  that  they  should  urge  their  daring  flight  so  far 
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above  our  heads? — [Increasing  murmurs.) — Every  one  of 
you  is  loudly  called  upon  to  fight  the  cause  of  Genoa  against 
its  tyrants. — No  one  can  surrender  a  hair's  breadth  of  his 
rights,  without  betraying  the  soul  of  the  whole  state. — [Inter- 
rupted by  violent  commotions — he  proceeds.) 

You  feel  your  wrongs — then  everything  is  gained. — I  have 
already  paved  your  way  to  glory — Genoese,  will  you  follow?  I 
am  prepared  to  lead  you.  Those  signs  of  war  which  you  just 
now  beheld  with  horror  should  awaken  your  heroism.  Your 
anxious  shuddering  must  warm  into  a  glorious  zeal,  that  you 
may  unite  your  efforts  with  this  patriotic  band  to  overthrow 
the  tyrant. — Succoss  will  crown  the  enterprise,  for  all  our 
preparations  are  well  arranged. — The  cause  is  just,  for  Genoa 
suffers. — The  attempt  will  render  us  immortal,  for  it  is  vast 
and  glorious 

Zent.  [vehemently,  and  agitated).  Enough ! — Genoa  shall 
be  free !     Be  this  our  shout  of  onset  against  hell  itself ! 

ZiBO.  And  may  he  who  is  not  roused  by  it  pant  at  the 
slavish  oar  till  the  last  trumpet  break  his  chains 

FiEsco.  Spoken  like  men — Now  you  deserve  to  know  the 
danger  that  hung  over  yourselves  and  Genoa.  [Gives  them 
the  papers  of  the  Moor.)  Lights,  soldiers !  [The  Nobles 
crowd  about  the  lights,  and  read — FiESCO  aside  to  Verrina.) 
Friend,  it  went  as  I  could  wish. 

Verrina.  Be  not  too  certain.  Upon  the  left  I  saw  coun- 
tenances that  grew  pale,  and  knees  that  tottered. 

Zent.   [enraged.)     Twelve    senators  !  —  Infernal   villany  ! 

Seize  each  a  sword! [All,  except  two,  eagerly  take  up  th& 

weapons,  that  lie  in  readiness.) 

ZiBO.     Thy  name,  too,  Bourgognino,  is  written  there. 

BouRG.  Ay,  and,  if  Heaven  permit,  it  shall  be  written  to- 
day upon  the  throat  of  Gianettino. 

Zent.     Two  swords  remain 

ZiBO.     Ah!  What  say  est  thou? 

Zent      Two  amongst  us  have  not  taken  swords. 

AssERATo.  My  brothers  cannot  bear  the  sight  of  blood — 
pray  spare  them ! 

Zent.  [vehemently).  What !  Not  a  tyrant's  blood !  Tear 
them  to  pieces — Cowards !  Let  such  bastards  be  driven  from 
the  republic ! — [Some  of  the  assembly  attack  the  two  Asseratt.) 

FiEsco  [restraining  them).     Cease !     Shall  Genoa  owe  itff 


204  FiEsco  [act  IV 

liberty  to  slaves?  Shall  our  pure  gold  be  debased  by  this 
alloy?— (iJ(^  disengages  them.)  Gentlemen,  you  must  be 
content  to  take  up  your  abode  within  my  palace  until  our 
business  be  decided. — {To  the  Sentinels.)  These  are  your 
prisoners  :  you  answer  for  their  safety !  Guard  them  with 
loaded  arms.  {They  are  led  off — a  knocking  heard  at  the 
gate) 

Sentinel.     Who  is  there  ? 

Calcagno  {without,  eagerly).  Open  the  gate !  A  friend ! — 
for  God  s  sake,  open  ! 

BouRG.     It  is  Calcagno — Heavens !     What  can  this  mean? 

FiEsco.     Open  the  gate,  soldiers. 

Scene  VII. 
The  former — Calcagno,  out  of  breath. 

Calcagno.    All 's  lost !  all 's  lost !  Fly,  every  one  that  can ! 

BouRG.  What's  lost?  Have  they  flesh  of  brass? — Are 
our  swords  made  of  rushes  ? 

FiESCO.     Consider,  Calcagno ! — An  error  now  is  fatal. 

Calcagno.  We  are  betrayed! — Your  Moor,  Lavagna,  is 
the  rascal!  I  come  from  the  senate-house.  He  had  an 
audience  of  the  Duke. 

Verrina  {with  a  resolute  tone,  to  the  Sentinels).  Soldiers ! 
let  me  rush  upon  your  halberts !  I  will  not  perish  by  the 
hangman's  hands. -^(T/i^  assembly  show  marks  of  confusion.) 

FiEsco  {with  fiimness).  What  are  you  about  ? — 'Sdeath, 
Calcagno! — Friends,  'tis  a  false  alarm. — {To  Calcagno, 
aside)  Woman  that  thou  art,  to  tell  these  boys  this  tale. 
— Thou,  too,  Verrina? — and  thou,  Bourgognino?  Whither 
wouldst  thou  go  ? 

BouRG.  Home — to  kill  my  Bertha — and  then  return  to 
fall  with  thee. 

FiEsco  {bursting  into  a  loud  laugh).  Stay !  stay !  Is  this 
the  valour  that  should  punish  tyrants  ? — ^Well  didst  thou  play 
thy  part,  Calcagno. — Did  none  of  you  perceive  that  this  alarm 
was  my  contrivance  ?  Speak,  Calcagno — Was  it  not  my  order 
that  you  should  put  these  Komans  to  this  trial  ? 

Verrina.  Well,  if  you  can  laugh,  I  '11  believe  you — or 
never  more  think  you  man. 

Fiesco.     Shame  on  you,  men !  to  fail  in  such  a  boyish  trial  \ 


fc.  vni.]  FiEsco.  205 

Kesume  your  arms — you  must  fight  like  lions  to  atone  for 
this  disgrace.  {Aside  to  Calcagno.)  Were  you  there  yourself? 

Calcagno  (low).  I  made  my  way  among  the  guards,  to 
hear,  as  was  my  husiness,  the  watch-word  from  the  Duke. — As 
I  was  returning,  the  Moor  was  brought 

FiEsco  {aloud).  So  the  old  man  is  gone  to  bed — we'll 
drum  him  out  of  his  feathers — {Low.)  Did  he  talk  long  with 
the  Duke  ? 

Calcagno  {low).  My  sudden  fright  and  your  impending 
danger  drove  me  away  in  haste 

FiESCo  {aloud).     See  how  our  countrymen  still  tremble — 

Calcagno  {aloud).  You  should  have  carried  on  the  jest. 
{Low.)     For  God's  sake,  friend,  what  will  this  artifice  avail  us? 

FiEsco  'Twill  gain  us  time,  and  dissipate  the  first  panic. — 
{Aloud.)  Ho!  bring  wine  here ! — [Low.)  Did  the  Duke  turn 
pale? — [Aloud.)  Well,  brothers,  let  us  drink  success  to  this 
night's  entertainment ! — {Loiv.)     Did  the  Duke  turn  pale? 

Calcagno.  The  Moor's  first  word  must  have  been  con- 
SPiEACY ;  for  the  old  man  started  back  as  pale  as  ashes. 

FiESCO  {confused).  Hum!  the  devil  is  an  artful  counsellor, 
Calcagno — the  Moor  was  cunning,  he  betrayed  nothing  till 
the  knife  was  at  their  throat.  Now  he  is  indeed  their 
saviour. — {Wine  is  brought,  he  drinks  to  the  assembly.)  Com- 
rades, success  !     {A  knocking  is  heard.) 

Sentinels,     Who  is  without  ? 

A  Voice.  The  guard  of  the  Duke's.  {The  Nobles  rush 
about  the  court  in  despair.) 

FiEsco  {stepping  forward).  No,  my  friends !  Be  not 
alarmed! — I  am  here — quick,  remove  these  arms — be  men, 
I  entreat  you — this  visit  makes  me  hope,  that  Andreas  still 
doubts  our  plot.  Eetire  into  the  palace :  recall  your  spirits. 
Soldiers,  throw  open  the  gate !—  {They  retire,  the  gates  are 
opened.) 

Scene  VIII. 

FiESCO  (as  if  coming  from  the  palace).     Three  German  Sol* 
DiEBS  bringing  the  Moor,  bound. 

FiEsco.     Who  calls  me  ? 
Germans.     Bring  us  to  the  Count! 
FiEsco     The  Count  is  here,  who  wants  me'.^ 
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German  (presenting  his  arms).  Greeting  from  the  Duke! 
— ^he  delivers  up  to  your  grace  this  Moor  in  chains,  who 
hath  basely  slandered  you :  the  rest  this  note  will  tell. 

FiEsco  (takes  it  with  an  air  of  indifference).  Have  I  not 
threatened  thee  already  with  the  galleys  ? — (To  the  German.) 
Very  well,  my  friend,  my  respects  to  the  Duke. 

Moor  (hallooing  after  them).  Mine  too — and  tell  the 
Duke,  had  he  not  employed  an  ass  for  his  messenger,  he  would 
have  learnt  that  two  thousand  soldiers  are  concealed  within 
these  palace  walls.         [Exeunt  Germans,  the  Nobles  return. 

Scene  IX. 

FiEsco,   the  Conspirators,   Moor  (looking  at  them 
unconcerned). 

The  Conspirators  (shuddering  at  the  sight  of  the  Moor). 
Ha !  what  means  this  ? 

FiESCO  (after  reading  the  note,  with  suppressed  anger). 
Genoese,  the  danger  is  past — but  the  conspiracy  is  likewise 
at  an  end 

Verrina  (astonished).     What! — Are  the  Dorias  dead? 

FiESCO  (violently  agitated).  By  heavens !  I  was  prepared 
to  encounter  the  whole  force  of  the  republic,  but  not  this 
blow.  This  old  nerveless  man,  with  his  pen,  annihilates 
three  thousand  soldiers  (his  hands  sink  down).  Doria  over 
comes  Fiesco ! 

BouRG.  Speak,  Count,  we  are  amazed  ? 

FiEsco  {reading).     *'  Lavagna,  your  fate  resembles  mine : 
benevolence  is  rewarded  with  ingratitude.      The  Moor  in 
forms  me  of  a  plot :  I  send  him  back  to  you  in  chains,  and 
shall  sleep  to-night  without  a  guard." — (He  drops  the  paper 
— the  rest  look  at  each  other.) 

Verrina.     Well,  Fiesco? 

FiE<?co  (with  dignity).  Shall  Doria  surpass  me  in  magna- 
nimity? Shall  the  race  of  Fiesco  want  this  one  virtue?  No, 
by  my  honour — disperse — 1 11  go  and  own  the  whole — 

Verrina  (stopping  him).  Art  thou  mad?  Was,  then,  our 
enterprise  some  thievish  act  of  villany?  Was  it  not  our 
country's  cause  ?  Was  Andreas  the  object  of  thy  hatred,  and 
not  the  tyrant?  Stay!  I  arrest  thee  as  a  traitor  to  thy 
country 
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CoNSPiBATOBS.     Bind  him !  throw  him  down ! 


FiESCO  (snatching  up  his  sword,  and  making  way  through 
them).  Gently!  Who  will  be  the  first  to  throw  the  cord 
around  the  tiger  ? — See,  Genoese, — I  stand  here  at  liberty,  and 
might  force  my  way  with  ease,  had  I  the  will — but  I  will  stay 
— I  have  other  thoughts 

BouRG.     Are  they  thoughts  of  duty? 

FiEsco  (haughtily).  Ha!  boy!  learn  first  to  know  thy 
own — and  towards  me  restrain  that  tongue!  Be  appeased, 
Genoese, — our  plans  remain  unaltered. —  (To  the  Moor,  whose 
cords  he  cuts  with  a  sword,)  Thou  hast  the  merit  of  causing  a 
noble  act — fly ! 

Calcagno  (enraged).  What!  shall  that  scoundrel  live, 
— he  who  has  betrayed  us  all  ? 

FiEsco.  Live — though  he  has  frightened  you  all. — Eascal, 
begone!  See,  that  thou  turn  thy  back  quickly  on  Genoa: 
lest  some  one  immolate  thee  to  the  manes  of  his  courage. 

Moor.  So,  then,  the  devil  does  not  forsake  his  friends. 
Your  servant,  gentlemen ! — I  see  that  Italy  does  not  produce 
my  halter ;  I  must  seek  it  elsewhere.  [Exit  laughing. 

Scents  X. 
FiEsco,  Conspirators.     Enter  Servant. 

Servant.  The  Countess  Imperiali  has  already  asked  three 
times  for  your  grace. 

FiESCo.  Ha !  then  the  comedy  must  indeed  begin !  Tell 
her  I  come  directly. — Desire  my  wife  to  hasten  to  the  concert 
room,  and  there  remain  concealed  behind  the  tapestry.  (Exit 
Servant.)  In  these  papers  your  several  stations  are  ap 
pointed :  let  each  but  act  his  part,  the  plan  is  perfect. — Ver 
rina  will  lead  the  forces  to  the  harbour,  and,  when  the  ships 
are  seized,  will  fire  a  shot  as  a  signal  for  the  general  attack. 
I  now  leave  you,  upon  important  business :  when  you  hear 
the  bell,  come  all  together  to  my  concert  room. — Mean- 
while, enjoy  my  Cyprian  wine  within. — (They  depart  into  the 
palace.) 

Scene  XI. 
Leonora,  Arabella,  and  Rosa. 
Leonora     Fiesco  promised  to  meet  me  here,  and  comos 
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not.  'Tis  past  eleven.  The  sound  of  arms  and  men  rings 
frightfully  through  the  palace,  and  no  Fiesco  comes. 

KosA.  You  are  to  conceal  yourself  behind  the  tapestry — 
what  can  the  Count  intend  ? 

Leonora.  He  directs,  and  I  obey.  Why  should  I 
fear  ?  And  yet  I  tremble,  Arabella,  and  my  heart  beats  fear- 
fully with  apprehension.  For  Heaven's  sake,  damsels,  do 
not  leave  me. 

Arabella.  Fear  nothing:  our  timidity  subdues  our 
curiosity 

Leonora.  Where'er  I  turn  my  eyes,  strange  shapes  ap- 
pear with  hollow  and  distracted  countenances.  Whomsoever 
I  address  trembles  like  a  criminal,  and  withdraws  into  the 
thickest  gloom  of  night,  that  fearful  refuge  of  a  guilty  con- 
science. Whate'cr  they  answer  falls  from  the  trembling 
tongue  in  doubtful  accents.  Oh,  Fiesco !  what  horrid  busi- 
ness dost  thou  meditate  ?  Ye  heavenly  Powers  !  watch  over 
my  Fiesco ! 

EosA  {alarmed).   Oh,  heavens !  what  noise  is  that  without  ? 

Arabella.  It  is  the  soldier  who  stands  there  as  sentinel. 
(The  Sentinel  without  calls,  "  Who  goes  there  ?  ") 

Leonora.  Some  one  approaches.  Quick!  behind  the  cur- 
tain— {they  conceal  themselves,) 

Scene  XII. 
Julia  and  Fiesco,  in  conversation, 

Julia  (much  agitated).  Forbear,  Count!  Your  passion 
meets  no  longer  an  indifferent  ear,  but  fires  the  raging 
blood — Where  am  I  ?  Nought  but  seducing  night  is  here  !. 
Whither  has  your  artful  tongue  lured  my  unguarded  heart  ? 

Fiesco.  To  this  spot,  where  timid  love  grows  bold ;  and 
where  emotions  mingle  unrestrained. 

Julia.  Hold,  Fiesco !  for  Heaven's  sake,  no  more !  *Ti& 
the  thick  veil  of  night  alone  which  covers  the  burning  blushes 
on  my  cheeks,  else  wouldest  thou  pity  me. 

Fiesco.  Rather,  Julia,  thy  blushes  would  inflame  my 
passions,  and  urge  them  to  their  utmost  height.  (^Kisses  her 
hand  eagerly.) 

Julia.  Thy  countenance  is  glowing  as  thy  words !  Ah  1 
licd  my  ovm  too  bums  with  guilty  fire.    Hence,  I  entrej^ 
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thee,  hence — let  us  seek  the  light !  The  tempting  darkness 
might  lead  astray  the  excited  senses,  and  in  the  absence  of  the 
modest  day  might  stir  them  to  rebellion.  Haste,  I  conjure 
thee,  leave  this  solitude ! 

FiESCO  {more  pressing).  Why  so  alarmed,  my  love  ?  shall 
the  mistress  fear  her  slave  ? 

Julia.  0  man,  eternal  paradox !  then  are  you  truly  con- 
querors, when  you  bow  as  captives  before  our  self-conceit. 
Shall  I  confess,  Fiesco?  It  was  my  vice  alone  that  could 
protect  my  virtue — my  pride  alone  defied  your  artifices — thus 
far,  my  principles  prevailed,  and  all  your  arts  were  foiled — but 
in  despair  of  every  other  suit  you  made  appeal  to  Julia's  pas- 
sion— and  here  my  principles  deserted  me 

Fiesco  {with  levity).     And  what  loss  was  that? 

Julia  {with  emotion).  If  I  betray  the  safeguards  of  my 
honour,  that  thou  mayest  cover  me  with  shame  at  will, 
what  have  I  less  to  lose  than  all?  Wouldst  thou  know  more, 
scoffer?  Shall  I  confess  that  the  whole  secret  wisdom  of 
our  sex  is  but  a  sorry  precaution  for  the  defence  of  this 
weak  fortress,  which  in  the  end  is  the  sole  object  of  assault 
by  all  your  vows  and  protestations,  and  which  (I  blush  to  own 
it)  is  so  willingly  surrendered — so  often  betrayed  to  the  enemy 
upon  the  first  wavering  of  virtue  ? — That  woman's  whole  art 
is  enlisted  in  fortifying  a  defenceless  position,  just  as  in  chess 
the  pieces  move  and  form  a  breast-work  round  the  defenceless 
king  ? — surprise  the  latter — check-mate !  and  the  whole  board 
is  thrown  into  confusion.  {After  a  pause — with  earnestness.) 
Behold  the  picture  of  our  boasting  weakness — Be  generous, 
Fiesco ! 

Fiesco.  And  yet,  my  Julia — where  could'st  thou  bestow 
this  treasure  better  than  on  my  endless  passion  ? 

Julia.  Certainly,  nowhere  better,  and  nowhere  worse. — 
Tell  me,  Fiesco,  how  long  will  this  endless  passion  endure  ? — 
But,  alas !  I  've  risked  too  much  already  now  to  hesitate  at 
staking  my  last — I  trusted  boldly  to  my  charms  to  captivate 
thee — to  preserve  thy  love,  I  fear  they  '11  prove  too  weak.— 
Fie  upon  me ! — what  am  I  uttering  ?  {Hides  her  face  with 
her  hands.) 

Fiesco.  Two  sins  in  one  breath.  Mistrust  in  my  taste» 
and  treason  against  the  sovereignty  of  your  charms  ? — ^Wbich 
of  the  two  is  the  most  difficult  to  forgive  ? 

p 
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Julia  (In  a  tremulous  imploring  tone).  Falsehood  is  the 
armoury  of  Hell — Fiesco  needs  not  this  to  gain  his  Julia. 
(She  sinks  exhausted  on  a  sofa:  after  a  pause — energetically.) 
— Hear,  Fiesco !  One  word  more. — ^When  we  know  our  virtue 
to  be  in  safety,  we  are  heroines ;  in  its  defence,  no  more  than 
children ;  (fixing  her  eyes  on  him,  wildly) — furies,  when  we 
avenge  it. — Hear  me !  Should'st  thou  strike  me  to  the  heart 
with  coldness 

Fiesco  (assuming  an  angry  tone).  Coldness?  coldness? 
Heavens  !  What  does  the  insatiable  vanity  of  woman  look  for, 
if  she  even  doubt  the  man  who  lies  prostrate  at  her  feet? — 
Ha!  my  spirit  is  awakened;  my  eyes  at  length  are  opened. 
— (With  an  air  of  coldness.) — ^What  was  this  mighty  sacri- 
fice? Man  dearly  purchases  a  woman's  highest  favours  by 
the  slightest  degradation! — (Bowing  ceremoniously.) — Take 
courage,  madam  !  you  are  safe  ! 

Julia  (with  astonishment).  Count!  what  sudden  change 
is  this  ? 

Fiesco  (with  great  indifference).  True,  madam! — You 
judge  most  rightly ;  we  both  have  risked  our  honour.  (Bowing 
ceremoniously.)  I  will  await  the  pleasure  of  your  company 
among  my  guests.    [Going.) 

Julia  (stops  him).  Stay!  art  thou  mad?  Must  I,  then, 
declare  a  passion  which  the  whole  race  of  men,  upon  their 
knees,  should  not  extort  from  my  inflexible  pride  ?  Alas !  in 
vain  the  darkness  strives  to  hide  the  blushes  which  betray 
my  guilt. — Fiesco — I  wound  the  pride  of  all  my  sex — my  sex 
will  all  detest  me — Fiesco — I  adore  thee — (falls  at  his  feet.) 

Fiesco  (steps  back  without  raising  her,  laughing  with  ex- 
ultation).  That  I  am  sorry  for,  Signora — (rings  the  bell — 
draws  the  tapestry,  and  discovers  Leonoka.)  Here  is  my  wife 
— an  angel  of  a  woman !     (Embracing  her.) 

Julia  (with  a  shriekX     Unheard  of  treachery ! 

Scene  XIII. 

llie  CoNSPiRATOES,  entering  in  a  body — Ladies  on  the  other 
side — Fiesco,  Julia,  and  Leonora. 

Leonora      Oh,  my  husband,  that  was  too  cruel ! 
Fiesco      A  wicked  heart  deserved  no  less.     I  owed  this 
satisfaction  to  your  tears.    (To  the  company.)    No,  my  friends 
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- — I  am  not  wont  on  every  slight  occasion  to  kindle  into 
passion. — The  follies  of  mankind  amuse  me  long  ere  they 
excite  my  anger;  but  this  woman  merits  my  whole  resent- 
ment. Behold  the  poison  which  she  had  mingled  for  my 
beloved  Leonora.  (Shows  the  poison  to  the  company — they 
start  with  horror,) 

Julia  [biting  her  lips  with  rage).  Good !  Good !  Very  good, 
sir !     [Going.) 

FiESCO  [leads  her  hack  by  the  arm).  You  must  have  patience, 
madam ;  something  else  remains. — My  friends,  perhaps,  would 
gladly  learn  why  I  debased  my  reason  with  the  farce  of  love  for 
Genoa's  silliest  coquette. 

Julia  [starting  up).  It  is  not  to  be  borne. — But  tremble ! 
Doria  rules  in  Genoa — and  I  am  Doria's  sister 

FiEsco.  Poor,  indeed,  if  that  be  your  only  sting !  Know 
that  Fiesco  of  Lavagna  has  changed  the  diadem  of  your  illus- 
trious brother  for  a  halter,  and  means  this  night  to  hang  the 
thief  of  the  republic.  (She  is  struck  with  terror — he  continues, 
with  a  sarcastic  laugh.)  Ha!  that  was  unexpected.  And 
d'  y'  see,  madam,  '  twas  for  this  purpose  that  T  tried  to  blind 
the  eyes  of  the  Dorias.  For  this  I  assumed  a  mock  passion — 
{pointing  to  Julia.)  For  this  I  cast  away  this  precious  jewel 
— [pointing  to  Leonoka)  ;  and  by  the  shining  bait  ensnared 
my  prey.  I  thank  you  for  your  complaisance,  Signora — [to 
Julia);  and  resign  the  trappings  of  my  assumed  character. 
[Delivers  her  the  miniature  with  a  bow.) 

Leonoka  [to  Fiesco,  in  a  supplicating  tone).  She  weeps, 
my  Lodovico.     May  your  Leonora,  trembling,  entreat  you  ? 

Julia  [enraged,  to  Leonoka).     Silence,  detested  woman ! 

Fiesco  [to  a  Sekvant).  Be  polite  to  my  friend;  escort  this 
lady.  She  has  a  mind  to  see  my  prison-chamber — take  care 
that  none  approach  to  incommode  her. — The  night  air  is 
blowing  somewhat  keenly — the  storm  which  rives  the  house 
of  Doria,  may  perchance — ruffle  the  lady's  head-dress. 

Julia.  Curses  on  thee,  black,  detested  hypocrite  !  (Enraged, 
to  Leonora.)  Rejoice  not  at  thy  triumph!  He  will  destroy 
thee  also,  and  himself — and  then  Despair!     [Rushing  out.) 

Fiesco  [to  the  guests).  You  were  witnesses :  let  your  report 
in  Genoa  preserve  my  honour.  [To  the  Conspiratoks.)  Call 
on  me  as  soon  as  the  cannon  gives  the  signal.  [All  the  guesti 
retire.) 

p  'i 
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Scene  XIV. 
Leonora  and  Fiesco. 

Leonora  {approaching  with  anxiety).  Fiesco ! -^Fiasco ! — I 
understand  but  half  your  meaning ;  yet  I  begin  to  tremble. 

Fiesco  (significantly),  Leonora! — I  once  saw  you  yio'd 
the  place  of  honour  to  another. — I  saw  you,  in  the  presence 
of  the  nobles,  receive  the  second  compliment. — Leonora,  that 
sight  tormented  me.  I  resolved  it  should  be  so  no  longer — 
Henceforth  it  ceases.  Do  you  hear  the  warlike  noise  which 
echoes  through  my  palace  ? — What  you  suspect  is  true. — Re- 
tire to  rest,  Countess — to-morrow  you  shall  awake  Duchess 
OF  Genoa 

Leonora  {clasping  her  hands  together,  and  throwing  herself 
into  a  chair),     0  God !     My  very  fears  !     I  am  undone  ! 

Fiesco  {seriously,  and  with  dignity).  Let  me  speak  out, 
my  love.  Two  of  my  ancestors  wore  the  triple  crown.  The 
blood  of  the  Fiescos  flows  not  pure  unless  beneath  the  purple. 
Shall  your  husband  only  reflect  a  borrowed  splendour  ?  (In  a 
more  energetic  manner,)  What !  shall  he  owe  his  rank  alone 
to  capricious  chance,  which,  from  the  ashes  of  mouldering 
greatness,  has  patched  together  a  John  Louis  Fiesco  ?  No, 
Leonora,  I  am  too  proud  to  accept  from  others  what  my  own 
powers  may  achieve.  This  night  the  hereditary  titles  of 
my  ancestors  shall  return  to  deck  their  tombs — Lavagna's 
counts  exist  no  longer — a  race  of  princes  shall  begin. 

Leonora  (mournfully,  and  giving  way  to  imagination).  I 
see  my  husband  fall,  transfixed  by  deadly  wounds. — (In  a 
hollow  voice.)  I  see  them  bear  my  husband's  mangled  corpse 
towards  me. — (Starting  up.)  The  first—  the  only  ball  has 
pierced  Fiesco's  heart 

Fiesco  (tenderly  seizing  her  hand).  Be  calm,  my  love. — 
The  only  ball  will  not  strike  me. 

Leonora  (looking  steadfastly  at  him).  Does  Fiesco  so  con- 
fidently challenge  Heaven?  If,  in  the  scope  of  countless 
possibilities,  one  chance  alone  were  adverse,  that  one  might 
happen,  and  I  should  lose  my  husband. — Think  that  thou 
venturest  Heaven,  Fiesco ;  and,  though  a  million  chances 
VTer3  in  thy  favour,  would'st  thou  dare  tempt  the  Almighty 
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by  risking  on  a  cast  thy  hopes  of  everlasting  happiness  ?  No, 
my  husband ! — When  thy  whole  being  is  at  stake,  each  thro\f 
is  blasphemy. 

FiEsco.  Be  not  alarmed.  Fortune  and  I  are  hotter  friends. 

Leonora.  x\h!  say  you  so,  Fiesco?  You,  who  have 
watched  the  soul-convulsing  game,  which  some  call  pastime  ? 
Have  you  not  seen  the  sly  deceiver,  Fortune,  how  she  leads 
on  her  votary  with  gradual  favours,  till,  heated  with  success,  he 
rushes  headlong,  and  stakes  his  all  upon  a  single  cast  ?  Then 
in  the  decisive  moment,  she  forsakes  him,  a  victim  of  his 
rashness— and  stood  you  then  unmoved?  0,  my  husband, 
thinli  not  that  thou  hast  but  to  show  thyself  among  the  people 
to  be  adored. — '  Tis  no  slight  task  to  rouse  republicans  from 
their  slumber,  and  turn  them  loose,  like  the  unbridled  steed, 
just  conscious  of  his  hoofs.  Trust  not  those  traitors. 
They  among  them  who  are  most  discerning,  even  while  they 
instigate  thy  valour,  fear  it:  the  vulgar  worship  thee  with 
senseless  and  unprofitable  adoration.  Whichever  way  I  look, 
Fiesco  is  undone. 

FiEsco  (pacing  the  room  in  great  emotion).  To  be  irreso- 
lute is  the  most  certain  danger.  He  that  aspires  to  greatness 
must  be  daring. 

Leonora.  Greatness,  Fiesco ! — ^Alas !  thy  towering  spirit 
ill  accords  with  the  fond  wishes  of  my  heart ! — Should  fortune 
favour  thy  attempt — shouldst  thou  obtain  dominion — alas  !  I 
then  shall  be  but  the  more  wretched. — Condemned  to  misery 
ehouldst  thou  fail — if  thou  succeed,  to  misery  still  greater. — 
Here  is  no  choice  but  evil.  Unless  he  gain  the  ducal  power> 
Fiesco  perishes — if  I  embrace  the  duke,  I  lose  my  husband. 

Fiesco.     I  understand  you  not. 

Leonora.  Ah !  my  Fiesco,  in  the  stormy  atmosphere  that 
surrounds  a  throne,  the  tender  plant  of  love  must  perish.  The 
heart  of  man,  e'en  were  that  heart  Fiesco's,  is  not  vast  enough 
for  two  all-powerful  idols — idols  so  hostile  to  each  other. — 
Love  has  tears,  and  can  sympathise  with  tears.  Ambition  ha& 
eyes  of  stone,  from  which  no  drop  of  tenderness  can  e'er  distil 
Love  has  but  one  favoured  object,  and  is  indifferent  to  ali 
the  world  beside.  Ambition,  with  insatiable  hunger,  rages 
amid  the  spoil  of  nature,  and  changes  the  immense  world 
into  one  dark  and  horrid  prison-house.  Love  paints  iu 
every  desert  an  Elysium.     And,  when  thou  wouldst  recliuc 
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upon  my  bosom,  the  cares  of  empire,  or  rebellious  vassals, 
would  fright  away  repose. — If  I  should  throw  myself  into  thy 
arms,  thy  despot  fears  would  hear  a  murderer  rushing  forth  to 
strike  thee,  and  urge  thy  trembling  flight  through  all  the 
palace.  Nay,  black  Suspicion  would  at  last  o'erwhelm  do- 
mestic concord. — If  thy  Leonora's  tenderness  should  offer 
thee  a  refreshing  draught,  thou  wouldst  with  horror  push  away 
the  goblet,  and  call  it  poison 

FiEsco  {starting),  Leonora,  cease!  Those  thoughts  are 
dreadful. 

Leonoea.  And  yet  the  picture  is  not  finished.  Let  love 
be  sacrificed  to  greatness — and  even  peace  of  mind — if 
Fiesco  but  remain  unchanged.  0  God  !  that  thought  is  rack- 
ing torture. — Seldom  do  angels  ascend  the  throne — still  sel- 
domer  do  they  descend  it  such.  Can  he  know  pity,  who  is 
raised  above  the  common  fears  of  man  ?  Will  he  speak  the 
accents  of  compassion,  w^ho  at  every  wish  can  launch  a  bolt  of 
thunder  to  enforce  it? — [She  stops,  then  timidly  advances,  and 
takes  his  hand  with  a  look  of  tender  reproach.)  Princes, 
Fiesco! — those  abortions  of  ambition  and  weakness — who 
presume  to  sit  in  judgment  betwixt  the  godhead  and  mor- 
tality.    Wicked  servants — worse  rulers. 

Fiesco  [walking  about  much  agitated).  Leonora,  cease ! 
The  bridge  is  raised  behind  me 

Leonoka  {with  a  look  of  tenderness).  And  why,  my  husband  ? 
Deeds  alone  are  irrevocable.  Thou  once  didst  swear  {fondly 
clinging  to  him,  and  somewhat  archly)  that  all  thy  projectsfc? 
vanished  before  my  beauty.  Thou  hast  forsworn  thyself,  dis- 
sembler— or  else  my  charms  have  prematurely  withered. 
Ask  thy  own  heart  where  lies  the  blame? — {More  ardently, 
and  throwing  her  arms  round  him.)  Eeturn,  Fiesco  !  Con- 
quer thyself !  Eenounce  !  Love  shall  indemnify  thee.  O 
Fiesco,  if  my  heart  cannot  appease  thy  insatiate  passions,  the 
diadem  will  be  found  still  poorer. — Come,  I  '11  study  the  in- 
most wishes  of  thy  soul. — I  will  melt  into  one  kiss  of  love 
all  the  charms  of  nature,  to  retain  for  ever  in  these  heavenly 
bonds  the  illustrious  captive. — As  thy  heart  is  infinite,  so 
shall  be  my  passion. — To  be  a  source  of  happiness  to  a  being 
who  places  all  its  heaven  in  thee,  Fiesco! — Ought  that  to 
leave  any  void  in  thy  heart  ? 

Fiesco  {with  great  emotion).     Leonora — what  hast  tho'j 
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done?     {He falls,  overcome,  on  her  neck.)    I  shall  never  moro 

dare  to  meet  the  eyes  of  Genoa's  citizens 

Leonora  (ivith  lively  expression).  Let  us  fly,  Fiesco  ! — let 
us  with  scorn  reject  these  gaudy  nothings,  and  pass  our 
future  days  only  in  the  retreats  of  love  !  (She  presses  him  to 
her  breast  with  rapture.)  Our  souls,  serene  as  the  unclouded 
sky,  shall  never  more  he  blackened  by  the  poisonous  breath 
of  sorrow :  our  lives  shall  flow  harmoniously  as  the  music  of 
the  murmuring  brook. — [A  cannon-shot  is  heard — Fiesco  dis- 
engages himself — all  the  Conspirators  enter.) 

Scene  XV, 

Conspirators.     The  hour  is  come ! 

Fiesco  {to  Leonora, ^irmZt/).  Farewell! — for  ever — unless 
Genoa  to-morrow  be  laid  prostrate  at  thy  feet.  {Going  to  rush 
out.) 

BouRG.  {cries  out).  The  Countess  faints !  (Leonora  in  a 
swoon — all  run  to  support  her.) 

Fiesco  {kneeling  before  her,  in  a  tone  of  despair).  Leonora  1 
Save  her !  For  heaven's  sake,  save  her  !  (Rosa  and  Arabella 
run  to  her  assistance)  She  lives — she  opens  her  eyes — • 
{jumps  up  resolutely?^  Now  to  close  Doria's !  (Conspirators 
rush  out.) 


ACT  V. 


Scene  I. — After  midnight. — The  great  street  of  Genoa.—  A 
few  lamps,  which  gradually  become  extinguished. — In  the 
hack-ground  is  seen  the  Gate  of  St.  Thomas,  which  is  shut. 
Men  pass  over  the  stage  with  lanterns. — The  patrol  go  their 
round. — Afterwards,  everything  is  quiet  except  the  waves  of 
the  sea,  which  are  heard  at  a  distance,  rather  tempestuous. — 

Fiesco  {armed,  before  the  Doria  Palace)  and  Andreas. 

Fiesco.  The  old  man  has  kept  his  word. — The  lights  are 
all  extinguished  in  the  palace — the  guards  dismissed — 1 11 
ring.  (Rings  at  the  gate.)  Ho!  Halloo!  Awake,  Doria! 
Thou  art  betrayed.     Awake !  Halloo  !  Halloo  I 

Andreas  (appearing  at  the  balcony).     Who  rings  there  ? 

Fiesco  (in  a  feigned  voice)      Ask  not,  but  follow  mc  I 
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Duke,  thy  star  has  set;  Genoa  is  in  arms  against  thee  !     Thy 
executioners  are  near,  and  canst  thou  sleep,  Andreas  ? 

Andreas  (tvith  dignity).  I  remember,  when  the  raging  sea 
contended  with  my  gallant  vessel — when  her  keel  cracked  and 
the  wind  split  her  topmast.  Yet  Andreas  Doria  then  slept 
soundly. — Who  sends  these  executioners  ? 

FiEsco.  A  man  more  terrible  than  your  raging  sea — 
John  Louis  Fiesco. 

Andreas  (laughs).  You  jest,  my  friend.  Come  in  the 
day  time  to  play  your  tricks.     Midnight  suits  them  badly. 

FiEsco.     Dost  thou  then  depise  thy  monitor  ? 

Andreas.  I  thank  him,  and  retire  to  rest.  Fiesco,  wea- 
ried with  his  rioting,  sleeps  and  has  no  time  to  think  of 
Doria. 

Fiesco.  Wretched  old  man ! — Trust  not  the  artful  serpent! 
Its  back  is  decked  with  beauteous  colours — but,  when  you 
would  approach  to  view  it,  you  are  suddenly  entwined  within  its 
deadly  folds. — You  despised  the  perfidious  Moor.  Do  not 
despise  the  counsels  of  a  friend.  A  horse  stands  ready 
saddled  for  you — fly,  while  you  have  time ! 

Andreas.  Fiesco  has  a  noble  mind.  I  never  injured 
him,  and  he  will  not  betray  me. 

Fiesco.  Fiesco  has  a  noble  mind,  and  yet  betrays  thee. 
He  gives  thee  proof  of  both. 

Andreas.  There  is  a  guard,  which  would  defy  Fiesco 's 
power,  unless  he  led  against  them  legions  of  spirits. 

Fiesco  {scornfully).  That  guard  I  should  be  glad  to  see, 
to  despatch  it  with  a  message  for  eternity. 

Andreas  [in  an  elevated  manner).  Vain  scoffer !  Knowest 
thou  not  that  Andreas  has  seen  his  eightieth  year,  and  that 
Genoa  beneath  his  rule  is  happy?     {Leaves  the  balcony.) 

Fiesco  {looks  after  him  with  astonishment).  Must  I  then 
destroy  this  man,  before  I  have  learnt  how  difficult  it  is  to 
equal  him  ? — {He  walks  up  and  down  some  time  in  meditation,^ 
—  'Tis  past,  Andreas.  I  have  repaid  the  debt  of  greatness. 
Destruction,  take  thy  course !  (He  hastens  into  a  remote 
street  Drums  are  heard  on  all  sides,  A  hot  engagement  at 
the  St.  Thomas's  Gate.  The  gate  is  forced,  and  oj^ens  a  pro- 
spect into  the  harbour^  in  which  lie  several  ships  with  lights 
on  board,) 
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Scene  II. 

GiANETTiNO  {in  a  scarlet  mantle),  Lomellino — {Servants  goincr 
before  them  with  torches). 

GiANET.  {stops).  Who  was  it  that  commanded  the  alarm  to 
be  beat  ? 

LoMEL.     A  cannon  was  fired  on  board  one  of  the  galleys. 

GiANET.  The  slaves  perhaps  have  risen  in  mutiny.  {Firing 
heard  at  the  gate  of  St.  Thomas.) 

LoMEL.     Hark ! — A  shot ! 

GiANET.  The  gate  is  open.  The  guards  are  in  confusion ! 
{To  the  servants.) — Quick,  rascals !  Light  us  to  the  har 
hour.     (Proceeding  hastily  towards  the  gate,) 

Scene  III. 

The  former;  Bourgognino,  with  some  Conspirators,  coming 
from  the  gate  of  St.  Thomas. 

BouRG.     Sebastian  Lascaro  w^as  a  brave  soldier. 

Zent.     He  defended  himself  like  a  bear,  till  he  fell. 

GiANET.  {steps  hack  startled).  What  do  I  hear? — {to  his 
servants.)     Stop ! 

BouRG.     Who  goes  there  with  torches  ? 

LoMEL.  {to  GiANET.).  Priuce,  they  are  enemies !  Turn  to 
the  left. 

BouRG.  {calls  to  them  peremptorily).  Who  goes  there  with 
the  torches  ? 

Zent.     Stand !     Your  watch- word? 

GiANET.  [draws  his  sword  fiercely).     Loyalty  and  Doria  ! 

BouRG.  {foaming  ivith  rage).  Violator  of  the  republic,  and 
of  my  bride ! — [To  the  Conspirators,  rushing  upon  Gianet.) 
— Brothers,  this  shortens  our  labour.  His  devils  themselves 
deliver  him  into  our  hands — [runs  him  through  with  his 
sword.) 

Gianet.  [falling).  Murder !  Murder !  Murder !  Revengo 
me,  Lomellino 

Lomel.  and  Servants  (/i/m^).     Help!  Murder!  Murder! 

Zent.  [hallooing  with  vehemence),  Doria  is  down  Stop 
the  Count  Lomellino  ! — (Lomel.  is  taken,) 
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LoMEL.  {kneeling).  Spare  but  my  life,  I  '11  join  your 
party. 

BouBG.  {Looking  at  Gianet.).  Is  this  monster  yet  alive? 
—Let  the  coward  fly.     (Lomel.  escapes,) 

Zent.  St.  Thomas's  Gate  our  own ! — Gianettino  slain ! — 
Haste  some  of  you  and  tell  Fiesco. 

Gianet.  [heaving  him,self  from  the  ground  in  agony).  Fi- 
esco !     Damnation  ! — [Dies.) 

BouRO.  [pulling  the  sword  out  of  Gianet.'s  body).  Free- 
dom to  Genoa,  and  to  my  Bertha !  Your  sword,  Zenturione. 
— Take  to  my  bride  this  bloody  w^eapon — ^her  dungeon  is 
thrown  open.  I  '11  follow  thee,  and  bring  the  bridal  kiss. 
{They  separate  through  different  streets.) 

Scene  IV. 
Andeeas  Doria,  Germans. 

German.  The  storm  drove  that  w^ay.  Mount  your  horse, 
Duke! 

Andreas.  Let  me  cast  a  parting  look  at  Genoa's  towers ! 
No — it  is  not  a  dream.     Andreas  is  betrayed. 

German.  The  enemy  is  all  around  us. — Away ! — Fly ! — 
Be3^ond  the  boundaries ! 

Andreas  [throwing  himself  upon  the  dead  body  of  his  ne- 
phew). Here  will  I  die.  Let  no  one  talk  of  flight.  Here 
lies  the  prop  of  my  old  age — my  career  is  ended.  (Calcagno 
appears  at  a  distance,  with  Conspirators.) 

German.     Danger  is  near.     Fly,  Prince  !     (Brums  beat.) 

Andreas.  Hark,  Germans,  hark!  These  are  the  Ge- 
noese, whose  chains  I  broke. — [Hiding  his  face) — Do  your 
countrymen  thus  recompense  their  benefactors  ? 

German.  Away !  Away !  While  we  stay  here,  and  notch 
their  swords  upon  our  German  bones — (Calcagno  comes 
nearer,) 

Andreas.  Save  yourselves  !  Leave  me ! — and  go,  declare 
the  horrid  story  to  the  shuddering  nations,  that  Genoa  slew 
its  father 

German.  Slew!  'sdeath,  that  shall  not  be. — Comrades, 
Ptand  firm !  Surround  the  Duke  !  [They  draw  their  swords,) 
Teach  thes^  Italian  dogs  to  reverence  his  gray  head 
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Calcagno  {calls  out).  Who  goes  there?  What  have  we 
here? 

Geeman.  German  blows — (retreat  fighting,  and  carry  off 
the  body  of  Gianet.). 

Scene  V. 

Leonora,   in  male  attire,  Arabella  following — they  walk 

along  timidly, 

Arabella.     Come,  my  lady,  pray  let  us  hasten  onward. 

Leonora.  This  way  the  tumult  rages — hark !  was  not 
that  a  dying  groan? — Ah,  they  surround  him! — At  Fiesco's 
breast  they  point  their  fatal  muskets — at  my  breast  they 
point  them — Hold !  hold  !  It  is  my  husband !  (Throws  her 
arms  up  in  agony.) 

Arabella.     For  Heaven's  sake,  my  lady ! 

Leonora  {with  wild  enthusiasm,  calling  on  all  sides),  0 
my  Fiesco !  my  Fiesco  ! — His  firmest  friends  desert  him. — 
The  faith  of  rebels  is  unsteady  (shuddering). — Rebels !  Hea-^ 
ven !    Is  Fiesco,  then,  a  chief  of  rebels  ? 

Arabella.  No,  Signora.  He  is  the  great  deliverer  of 
Genoa. 

Leonora  (emphatically).  Ha !  that  would  indeed  be  glo- 
rious ! — And  shall  Leonora  tremble  ? — shall  the  bravest  re- 
publican be  wedded  to  the  most  timid  woman  ? — Go,  Arabella ! 
When  men  contend  for  empires,  even  a  woman's  soul  may 
kindle  into  valour.  (Drums  again  heard,)  I  '11  rush  among 
the  combatants. 

Arabella  {clasping  her  hands  together).  All-gracious 
Heaven ! 

Leonora.  Softly!  What  strikes  my  foot?  Here  is  a 
hat — and  here  a  mantle.  A  sword  too ! — (she  lifts  it  up) 
— a  heavy  sword,  my  Arabella ;  but  I  can  carry  it,  and  the 
sword  shall  not  disgrace  its  bearer.    (The  alarm-hell  sounds.) 

Arabella.  Hark!  Hark!  How  terrible  it  sounds  yon- 
der, from  the  tower  of  the  Dominicans !  God  have  mercy 
on  us ! 

Leonora  (enthusiastically).  Rather  say,  how  delightful ! 
In  the  majestic  sound  of  this  alarm-bell  my  Fiesco  speaks  to 
Genoa.  (Brums  are  heard  louder.)  Ha!  Never  did  flutes 
so  sweetly  strike  my  ear.     Even  these  drums  are  animated 
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bj  Fiesco.  My  heart  beats  higher.  All  Genoa  is  roused ; 
the  very  mercenaries  follow  his  name  with  transport — and 
shall  his  wife  be  fearful?  (Alarm-bells  sound  from  three 
other  towers,)  No — my  hero  shall  embrace  a  heroine.  My 
Brutus  clasp  within  his  arms  a  Roman  wife.  I  '11  be  his 
Portia.  {Putting  on  Gianettino's  hat,  and  throwing  his 
scarlet  mantle  round  her,) 

Arabella.  My  gracious  lady,  how  wildly  do  you  rave! 
(Alarm  hells  and  drums  are  heard.) 

Leonora.  Cold-blooded  wretch ;  canst  thou  see  and  hear 
all  this,  and  yet  not  rave?  The  very  stones  are  ready  to 
weep  that  they  have  not  feet  to  run  and  join  Fiesco — These 
palaces  upbraid  the  builder,  who  laid  their  foundations  so 
firmly  in  the  earth,  that  they  cannot  fly  to  join  Fiesco — 
The  very  shores,  were  they  able,  would  forsake  their  office  in 
order  to  follow  his  glorious  banner,  though  by  so  doing  they 
abandoned  Genoa  to  the  mercy  of  the  ocean — What  might 
shake  death  himself  out  of  his  leaden  sleep,  has  not  power 
to  rouse  thy  courage  ?    Away  ! — 1 11  find  my  way  alone 

Arabella.     Great  God f^You  will  not  act  thus  madly? 

Leonora  {with  heroic  haughtiness)  Weak  girl !  I  will. 
{With  great  animation.)  Where  the  tumult  rages  the  most 
fiercely — Where  Fiesco  himself  leads  on  the  combat — ^Me 
thinks  I  hear  them  ask,  "  Is  that  Lavagna,  the  unconquered 
hero,  who  with  his  sword  decides  the  fate  of  Genoa  ?  Is  that 
Lavagna?" — Yes,  I  will  say;  yes,  Genoese,  that  is  Lavagna; 
and  that  Lavagna  is  my  husband ! 

Sacco  {entering  with  Conspirators).  Who  goes  there? — 
Doria  or  Fiesco  ? 

Leonora  {with  enthusiasm).  Fiesco  and  liberty !  {Retires 
into  another  street — A  tumult,  Arabella  lost  in  the  crowd.) 

Scene  VL 

Sacco,  with  a  number  of  followers.     Calcagno,  meeting  him 

with  others, 

Calcagno.     Andreas  has  escaped. 

Sacco.     Unwelcome  tidings  to  Fiesco. 

Calcagno.  Those  Germans  fight  like  furies !  They  planted 
themselves  around  the  old  man  like  rocks :  I  could  not  even  get 
a  glimpse  of  him     Nine  of  our  men  are  done  for ;  I  myself  was 
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slightly  wounded.  Zounds!  If  they  thus  serve  a  foreign 
tyrant,  how  will  they  guard  the  princes  of  their  country ! 

Sacco.  Numbers  have  flocked  already  to  our  standard, 
and  all  the  gates  are  ours. 

Calcagno.  I  hear  they  still  are  fighting  desperately  at  the 
citadel. 

Sacco.     Bourgognino  is  amongst  them.    Where  is  Verrina  ? 

Calcagno.  He  guards,  like  Cerberus,  the  passage  between 
Genoa  and  the  sea — an  anchovy  could  scarcely  pass  him. 

Sacco.     I  '11  rouse  the  suburbs 

Calcagno.  1 11  away  to  the  market  place — Drummers, 
strike  up !     {They  march  off,  drums  heating.) 

Scene  VII. 

Moor.     A  troop  of  Thieves,  with  lighted  matches. 

Moor.  Now  1 11  let  you  into  a  secret,  my  boys ;  'twas  I 
that  cooked  this  soup,  but  the  devil  a  spoonful  do  they  give 
me.  Well — I  care  not — This  hubbub  is  just  to  my  taste — 
We  11  set  about  burning  and  plundering.  While  they  are 
squabbling  for  a  dukedom,  we  11  make  a  bonfire  in  the  churches 
that  shall  warm  the  frozen  apostles.  {They  disperse  themselves 
among  the  neighbouring  houses.) 

Scene  VIII. 
Bourgognino — Bertha,  disguised  as  a  hoy. 

BouRG  Rest  here,  dear  youth ;  thou  art  in  safety.  Dost 
thou  bleed? 

Bertha  {in  a  feigned  voice).     No — Not  at  all. 

Bourg.  {with  energy).  Rise,  then,  1 11  lead  thee  where 
thou  mayst  gain  wounds  for  Genoa — wounds  beautiful  like 
these.     {Uncovering  his  arm.) 

Bertha  {starting).     Heavens! 

Bourg.  Art  thou  frightened,  youth  ?  Too  early  didst  thou 
put  on  the  man.     What  age  hast  thou  ? 

Bertha.     Fifteen  years. 

Bourg.  That  is  unfortunate  I  For  this  night's  business 
thou  art  five  years  too  young. — Who  is  thy  father  ? 

Bertha.     The  truest  citizen  in  Genoa. 

Bourg.     Gently,  boy !     That  name  belongs  alone  to  tho 
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father  of  my  betrothed  bride.  Dost  thou  know  the  house 
of  Verrii?.a  ? 

Bertha.     I  should  think  so. 

BouRG.  (eagerly).     And  knowest  thou  his  lovely  daughter  ? 

Bertha.     Her  name  is  Bertha. 

BouRa.  Go,  quickly !  Carry  her  this  ring.  Say  it  shall 
be  our  wedding-ring;  and  tell  her  the  blue  crest  fights 
bravely.  Now  farewell !  I  must  hasten  yonder — The  danger 
is  not  yet  over.     (Some  houses  are  seen  on  fire,) 

Bertha  {in  a  soft  voice),     Scipio ! 

BouRG.  {struck  with  astonishment).  By  my  sword !  I  know 
that  voice. 

Bertha  {falling  upon  his  neck).  By  my  heart !  I  am  well 
known  here. 

BouRG.  Bertha  !  {Alarm-hells  sound  in  the  suburbs  —  a 
tumult — BouRGOGNiNO  and  Bertha  embrace^  and  are  lost  in 
the  crowd.) 

*t^*  In  lieu  of  the  preceding  scene,  Schiller  substi- 
tuted THE  FOLLOWING,  DURING  HIS  STAY  AT  LEIPZIG  IN  1785, 
FOR  THE  USE  OF  THE  THEATRE  THERE. 

A  subterranean  vault,  lighted  by  a  single  lamp.  The  back- 
ground remains  quite  dark.  Bertha  is  discovered  sitting  on 
a  stone  in  the  foreground ;  a  black  veil  covers  her  face — 
After  a  pause  she  7ises,  and  walks  to  and  fro. 

Bertha.  Still  no  sound?  No  sign  of  human  footstep? 
No  approach  of  my  deliverers. — Horrible  suspense !  Fearful 
and  hopeless  as  that  of  one  buried  alive  beneath  the  sod  of  the 
church^^ard.  And  for  what  dost  thou  wait,  poor  deceived  one  ? 
An  inviolable  oath  immures  thee  in  this  dungeon.  Gianettino 
Doria  must  fall,  and  Genoa  be  freed,  or  Bertha  left  to  pine 
iiway  her  miserable  existence — such  was  my  father's  oath. 
Fearful  prison-house,  to  which  there  is  no  key  but  the  death- 
groan  of  a  well-guarded  tyrant.  {Looking  round  the  vault.) 
How  awful  is  this  stillness !  terrible  as  the  silence  of  the 
grave!  How  fearfully  the  darkness  creeps  from  yonder 
vaults.  My  lamp,  too,  is  flickering  in  its  socket.  {Walking 
up  and  down  energetically.)  Oh,  come,  come,  my  beloved,  'tip 
horrible  to  die  here.     {A  pause ; — then  she  starts  up,  and  rushes 
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to  and  fro,  wringing  her  hands  in  deep  despair!)  He  has  for- 
saken me!  He  has  broken  his  oath,  he  has  forgotten  his 
Bertha.  The  living  think  not  of  the  dead,  and  this  vault  is 
mj  tomb.  Hope  no  more,  wretched  one.  Hope  flourishes 
only  where  the  eye  of  the  Almighty  pervades — into  this  dun- 
geon it  never  penetrates [Again  a  pause ;  she  becomes  still 

more  alarmed.) 

Or  have  my  deliverers  perished?  Perchance  the  bold  at- 
tempt has  failed,  the  danger  has  overwhelmed  the  courageous 
youth. — 0  unhappy  Bertha,  perhaps  even  now  their  ghosts 
are  wandering  through  these  vaults,  and  weep  over  thy  vain 
hopes.  [Shuddering.)  Heavens  !  if  they  are  dead  I  am  irre- 
vocably lost,  irrevocably  abandoned  to  a  horrible  death.  {Leans 
against  the  ivall  for  support.  After  a  pause  she  continues  de- 
spondingly)  And  if  my  beloved  one  still  lives — if  he  should 
return  to  keep  his  word,  to  fetch  his  bride  away  in  triumph, 
and  find  all  here  lonely  and  silent,  and  the  inanimate  corpse 
no  longer  sensible  to  his  transports — when  his  burning  kisses 
shall  in  vain  endeavour  to  restore  the  life  which  has  fled  from 
these  lips,  and  his  tears  flow  on  me  hopelessly — when  my  father 
shall  sink  weeping  on  the  body  of  his  daughter,  and  the  voice 
of  his  lamentations  echo  through  the  regions  of  my  prison- 
house. — Oh,  then  repeat  not  to  them  my  complaints,  ye 
walls !  Tell  them  that  I  sufl'ered  like  a  heroine,  and  that  my 
last  sigh  was  forgiveness.  {Sinks  exhausted  on  the  stone — 
pau^se — a  confused  sound  of  drums  and  hells  is  heard  from  be- 
hind  the  stage  in  various  directions.  Bertha  starts  to  her  feet.) 
Hark !  what  means  this  ?  Am  I  awake,  or  do  I  dream  ?  How 
dreadfully  the  bells  clang.  That  is  no  sound  of  ringing  to 
prayers.  (The  noise  comes  nearer  and  increases ;  she  rushes  to 
and  fro  alarmed)  Louder  and  louder  yet !  Heavens,  they 
are  alarm-bells !  they  are  alarm-bells !  Have  enemies  sur- 
prised the  city  ?  Is  Genoa  in  flames  ? — A  wild  and  dreadful 
din,  like  the  trampling  of  myriads !  What 's  that  ?  {Some 
one  knocks  loudly  at  the  door.)  They  come  this  way — they 
draw  the  bolts — {rushing  towards  the  back-ground.)  Men! 
Men!  Liberty!  Deliverance!  (Bourgognino  enters  hastily 
with  a  drawn  sword,  folloyoed  by  several  torch-bearers.) 

BouRG.  {calling  out  loudly).  Thou  art  free,  Bertha !  The 
tyrant  is  dead !     This  sword  has  passed  through  his  heart. 

Bertha  {running  into  his  arms).     My  deliverer  !  My  angel ! 

BouRG.     Dost  thou  hear  the  alarm-bells,  and  the  roll  of  the 
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drums  ?     Fiesco  has  conquered,  Genoa  is  free,  and  thy  father's 
curse  annihilated. 

Bertha.  Oh.  heavens !  This  dreadful  uproar,  these  alarm* 
bells,  then,  were  for  me  ? 

BouRG.  For  thee,  Bertha !  They  are  our  marriage  chimes. 
Leave  this  horrid  dungeon,  and  follow  me  to  the  altar. 

Bertha.  To  the  altar,  Bourgognino  ?  Now,  at  this  mid- 
night hour  ?  While  this  awful  tumult  is  raging  as  though  the 
whole  globe  were  crushing  to  atoms  ?  (Verrina  enters  unper- 
ceived,  and  remains  standing  silently  at  the  entrance.) 

BouRG.  In  this  beautiful,  glorious  night,  in  which  all 
Genoa  celebrates  its  freedom,  as  a  bond  of  love,  this  sword, 
still  dyed  with  the  tyrant's  blood,  shall  be  my  wedding  gear — 
this  hand,  still  warm  from  the  heroic  deed,  the  priest  shall 
lay  in  thine — Fear  not,  my  love,  and  follow  me  to  the 
church.  (Verrina  approaches,  steps  between  both,  and  em- 
braces them,) 

Verrina.     God  bless  you,  my  children ! 

Bertha  and  Bourg.  {falling  at  his  feet).     0  my  father  ! 

Verrina  {lays  his  hands  on  them  both — a  p)ause — then  he 
turns  solemnly  to  Bourgognino).  Never  forget  how  dearly 
thou  hast  won  her!  Never  forget  that  thy  marriage  dates 
from  the  day  of  Genoa's  freedom.  {Turning  toivards  Bertha 
in  a  grave  and  dignified  manner ?i  Thou  art  the  daughter  of 
Verrina,  and  'twas  thy  husband  slew  the  tyrant.  {After  a 
pause  he  beckons  them  to  rise,  and  says,  with  suppressed  emotion.) 
The  priest  awaits  you. 

Bertha  and  Bourg.  {together).  How,  my  father?  Will 
you  not  accompany  us  thither  ? 

Verrina  {very  gravely).  A  terrible  duty  calls  me  else- 
w^here  ;  my  prayers  shall  accompany  you.  {Drums  and  trum- 
pets, intermixed  with  acclamations,  are  heard  in  the  distance) 
What  means  this  shouting? 

Bourg.  They  are  proclaiming  Fiesco  duke.  The  populace 
adore  him,  and  with  eager  acclamations  brought  him  the  purple ; 
the  nobles  looked  on  mth  dismay,  but  dared  not  refuse  their 
sanction. 

Verrina  {laughs  bitterly).  You  see,  my  son,  I  must  away 
with  speed,  to  be  the  first  to  tender  the  oath  of  allegiance  t3 
the  new  monarch. 

Bourg.  {holds  him.  back  alarmed)  What  is  your  purpose? 
1  '11  go  with  you 
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Bertha  {hanging  anxiously  on  Bourgognino).  Heavens ! 
what  means  this,  Bourgognino?  What  is  my  father  medi- 
tating ? 

Veerina.  My  son,  I  have  converted  all  my  possessions 
into  gold,  and  have  conveyed  it  on  board  thy  ship.  Take  thy 
bride,  and  embark ,  without  delay.  Perhaps  I  shall  soon 
follow^  perhaps  never — Hasten  to  Marseilles,  and  (embracing 
them  with  emotion)  God  be  with  you. 

BouuG.  [determinedly),  Verrina,  I  must  stay ;  the  danger 
is  not  yet  past. 

Verrina  {leading  him  towards  Bertha).  Look  to  thy 
bride,  thou  proud,  insatiable  one.  Thou  hast  despatched  thy 
tyrant,  leave  me  to  deal  with  mine.  [Exeunt, 

(end    of   the   ADDnTONAIi  SCENE.) 

Scene  IX. 
FiESCO  and  ZiBO  from  different  sides.     Attendants, 

FiEsco  (m  great  anger).    Who  set  fire  to  those  houses  ? 

ZiBO.     The  citadel  is  taken. 

FiEsco.     Who  set  those  houses  on  fire  ? 

ZiBO  {to  the  attendants).  Despatch  a  guard  to  apprehend 
the  villains.     {Some  soldiers  go.) 

FiEsco.  Will  they  make  me  an  incendiary  ?  Hasten  with 
the  engines !  {Attendants  go.)  But  are  you  sure  that  Gia- 
nettino  has  fallen  ? 

ZiBO.     So  they  say. 

FiEsco  {wildly).  They  say  so  only !  Who  say  ?  Declare, 
upon  your  honour,  has  he  escaped  ? 

ZiBo  {doubtfully).  If  I  may  trust  my  eyes  against  the 
assertion  of  a  nobleman,  then — Gianettino  lives. 

FiEsco  {starting).    Zibo,  your  eyes  may  cost  your  head 

ZiBO.  'Tis  but  eight  minutes  since  I  saw  him  in  the 
crowd,  dressed  in  his  scarlet  cloak  and  yellow  plume. 

FiESCo  {wildly).  Heaven  and  hell !  Zibo  ! — Bourgognino 
shall  answer  for  it  with  his  head.  Hasten,  Zibo !  secure 
the  barriers. — Sink  all  the  boats,  that  he  may  not  escape  by 
sea.  —  This  diamond,  Zibo — ^the  richest  in  all  Italy — this 
diamond  shall  reward  the  man  who  brings  me  tidings  of 
Gianettino's  death.     (Zibo  hastens  away,)     Fly,  Zibo! 

Q 
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Scene  X. 
FiEsco,  Sacco,  the  Moor,  Soldiers. 

Sacco.  We  found  this  Moor  throwing  a  lighted  match  into 
the  convent  of  the  Jesuits. 

FiEsco.  Thy  treachery  was  overlooked  when  it  concerned 
myself  alone.  The  halter  awaits  the  incendiary.  Take  him 
away,  and  hang  him  at  the  church-door. 

Moor.  Plague  on  it !  — that 's  an  awkward  piece  of  business 
— Is  there  no  way  out  of  it  ? 

FiEsco.     No. 

Moor.     Send  me  awhile  to  the  galleys 

FiESCO  (beckoning  to  the  attendants).     To  the  gallows. 

Moor  (impudently).     Then  1 11  turn  Christian. 

FiEsco.     The  church  refuses  the  dregs  of  infidelity. 

Moor  (m  an  insinuating  manner).  At  least  send  me  drunk 
into  eternity ! 

FiEsco.     Sober. 

Moor.  Don't  hang  me  up,  however,  beside  a  Christian 
church ! 

FiEsco.  A  man  of  honour  keeps  his  word.  I  promised 
thee  a  gallows  of  thy  own. 

Sacco.  No  more  prating,  heathen !  we  've  business  of  more 
consequence. 

Moor.     But — stay — Perhaps  the  rope  may  break  ? 

FiEsco  (to  Sacco).     Let  it  be  double. 

Moor.  Well—If  it  must  be  so — The  devil  may  make 
ready  for  an  extra  guest.  (Soldiers  lead  him  off,  and  hang 
him  at  a  little  distance.) 

Scene  XI. 
FiESCO — Leonora  appearing  at  a  distance,  in  the  scarlet  cloak 

of  GlANETTINO. 

FiESCo  (perceiving  her,  rushes  forward — then  stops).  Do 
I  not  know  that  crest  and  mantle  ?  (Rushes  on  furiously.) — 
Yes,  I  know  them.  (Runs  her  through  with  his  sword.)  li 
thou  hast  three  lives,  then  rise  again — (Leonora  falls  with  a 
hollow  groan — The  march  of  victory  is  heard,  with  drums 
horns,  and  hautboys  ) 
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Scene  XII. 

FiESCO,  Calcagno,  Sacco,  Zenitjrione,  Ztbo  ; 
Soldiers,  with  drums  and  colours. 

FiEsco  (^advancing  toward  them  in  triumph).  Genoese — the 
die  is  cast. — Here  lies  the  viper  of  my  soul,  the  abhorred  food 
of  my  resentment.  Lift  high  your  swords ! — Gianettino  is  no 
more! 

Calcagno.  And  I  come  to  inform  you  that  two-thirds  of 
Genoa  have  declared  for  our  party,  and  swear  obedience  to 
Fiesco's  standard. 

Ztbo.  By  me  Yerrina  sends  his  greeting  to  you  from  the 
admiral's  galley,  with  the  dominion  of  the  sea. 

Zent.  By  me  the  governor  of  the  city  sends  his  keys  and 
staff  of  office. 

Sacco.  And  in  me  (kneeling)  the  less  and  greater  senate 
of  the  republic  kneel  down  before  their  master,  and  supplicate 
for  favour  and  protection. 

Calcagno.  Let  me  be  the  first  to  welcome  the  illustrious 
conqueror  within  his  walls — Bow  your  colours ! — Hail,  Duke 
of  Genoa ! 

All  (taking  off  their  hats).  Hail!  Hail,  Duke  of  Genoa! 
— {March  of  triumph — FiEsco  stands  the  whole  time  ivith  his 
head  sunk  upon  his  breast,  in  a  meditating  posture.) 

Calcagno.  The  people  and  the  senate  wait  to  see  their 
gracious  sovereign  invested  in  the  robes  of  dignity. — Great 
duke,  permit  us  to  follow  you  in  triumph  to  the  senate- 
house. 

FiEsco.  First  allow  me  to  listen  to  the  dictates  of  my 
heart.  I  was  obliged  to  leave  a  most  dear  person  in  anxious 
apprehension— a  person  who  w^ill  share  with  me  the  glory  of 
this  night.  (^To  the  company.)  Will  you,  my  friends,  attend 
me  to  your  amiable  duchess  !     (Going.) 

Calcagno.  Shall  this  murderous  villain  lie  here,  and  hide 
his  infamy  in  obscurity? 

Zent.     Plant  his  head  upon  a  halberd. 

ZiBO.  Let  his  mangled  carcase  sweep  the  streets  V — (The% 
hold  lights  toward  the  body.) 

Calcagno  (terrified,  and  in  a  low  voice).     Look,  Genoese 

Q  2 
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By  heavens,  this  is  not  the  face  of  Gianettino !     (All  look  al 
the  body.) 

FiEsco  (^fixes  his  eyes  upon  it  ivith  an  eager  look,  which  he 
withdraws  slowly — then,  with  convulsive  wildness,  exclaims) — - 
No!  ye  devils! — That  is  not  the  face  of  Gianettino — Oh 
malicious  fiend! — Genoa  mine,  say  you?  Mine?  {Bushing 
forward  with  a  dreadful  shriek.)  Oh,  trickery  of  Hell !  It  is 
my  wife  !  {He  sinks  to  the  ground  in  agony — The  Conspira- 
TORS  stand  around  in  groups,  shuddering — A  dead  silence.) 

FiEsco  {liaising  himself^  exhausted  —  in  a  faint  voice). 
But  tell  me  truly,  Genoese,  have  I  indeed  slain  my  wife  ? — I 
conjure  you  look  not  so  ghastly  upon  this  illusion ! — Heaven 
be  praised !  there  are  fates  which  man  has  not  to  fear,  becauso 
he  is  but  man.  This  must  be  one  of  them.  He  who  is  de- 
nied the  joys  of  heaven  can  scarce  be  doomed  to  bear  the 
pains  of  hell. — This  dread  infliction  would  be  even  more. — 
God  be  praised !  It  must  be  so. — And  this  is  nought  but  the 
chimera  of  a  disordered  brain. 

Scene  XIII. 

The  former — ^Arabella  enters,  weeping. 

Arabella.  Let  them  kill  me !  What  have  I  now  to 
dread?  Have  pity  on  me,  Genoese — 'Twas  here  I  left  my 
dearest  mistress,  and  nowhere  can  I  find  her. 

FiESCO  {approaching  her — with  a  low  and  trembling  voice). 
Was  Leonora  thy  mistress  ? 

Arabella  {ivith  pleasure).  Are  you  there,  my  most  gra- 
cious and  dear  good  lord? — Be  not  displeased  with  us.  We 
could  no  longer  restrain  her. 

FiEsco  (in  aZarm).  Eestrainher!  Wretch!  From  what? 

Arabella.     From  following 

FiEsco  {violently).     Ha !  From  following  what  ? 

Arabella.     The  tumult 

FiESCO.     What  was  her  dress  ? 

Arabella.     A  scarlet  mantle. 

FiEsco  {in  a  transport  of  rage).  Get  thee  to  the  abyss  of 
hell!— The  mantle? 

Arabella.     Lay  here  upon  the  ground. 

Some  of  the  Conspirators  {talking  apart).  'Twas  hen? 
that  Gianettino  was  killed. 
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FiEsco  {ready  to  faint,  to  Arabella).  Thy  mistress  is 
found — (Arabella  advances  anxiously — Fiesco  casts  his  eyes 
round  the  whole  circle — then,  with  a  faltering  voice) — 'Tis  true 
- — 'Tis  true — Andi  I  am  the  instrument  of  this  horrid  deed — 
(Madly.)  Back!  back!  ye  human  forms!  Oh!  {gnashing 
his  teeth  ivildly,  and  looking  up  towards  heaven)  had  I  but  this 
created  orb  between  my  teeth — I  feel  as  though  I  could  tear 
the  universe  to  fragments,  till  nature's  face  was  hideous  as 
the  pain  that  gnaws  my  soul!  (To  the  others,  that  stand 
around  trembling.)  See,  how  they  stand  aghast  there,  mi- 
serable creatures !  blessing  themselves  and  rejoicing  that  they 
are  not  as  I  am.  I  alone  feel  the  blow.  (Wildly.)  I! — 
why  I  ? — Why  not  these  as  w^ell  ?  Why  is  my  sorrow  denied 
the  balm  of  being  shared  with  others  ? 

Calcagno  (timidly).     Most  gracious  duke ! 

Fiesco  (rushes  on  him  with  a  look  of  fiend-like  joy).  Ha! 
Welcome !  Here,  Heaven  be  thanked,  is  one  whom  the 
same  thunderbolt  has  struck ! — (Pressing  Calcagno  furiously 
in  his  arms. )  Brother  of  my  sorrows  !  Welcome  to  your  share 
of  destruction !  She 's  dead — Didst  thou  not  also  love  her  ? 
(Forcing  him  toward  the  dead  body.)  Behold  her  and  despair ! 
She's  dead — (Fixing  his  eyes  earnestly  on  one  part  of  the 
stage.)  Oh,  that  I  could  stand  upon  the  brink  of  the  infernal 
gulf,  and  view  below  all  hell's  variety  of  torments ! — could 
hear  the  horrid  shrieks  of  damned  souls !  (Approaching  the 
tody,  trembling.)  Here  lies  my  murdered  wife — Nay — that 
says  too  little — The  wife  that  I  myself  have  murdered — Oh! 
'Tis  the  cunningest  of  Hell's  devices — First  I  was  allured  to 
the  topmost  pinnacle  of  joy — To  the  very  threshold  of  heaven 
— Then — In  an  instant  hurled  headlong  down — And  then — 
Oh  that  my  breath  could  send  a  pestilence  to  hell ! — And  then 
was  made  the  murderer  of  my  wife — Fool  that  I  was,  to 
trust  two  erring  eyes !  0  fiends,  this  is  your  masterpiece 
of  torture !  (All  the  Conspirators  lean  upon  their  swords, 
much  afflicted — a  pause) 

Fiesco  (exhausted,  and  looking  mournfidly  round  the  circle). 
Yes,  by  heavens  !  They  who  feared  not  to  draw  their  swords 
against  their  prince  are  shedding  tears !  (With  dejection  ) 
Speak !  Do  you  weep  over  this  havoc  caused  by  treacherous 
death,  or  do  you  bewail  the  fall  of  your  leader's  spirit? — 
{Turning   toward   the   dead   body  in   an    affecting   posture ) 
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Where  iron-hearted  warriors  were  melted  into  tears,  Fiesco 
uttered  only  imprecations  of  despair.  (Kneels  down,  weeping^ 
by  her  side.)  Pardon  me,  Leonora — The  decrees  of  Heaven 
are  immutable;  they  yield  not  to  mortal  anger. — (JVith  a 
melancholy  tenderness.)  0  Leonora,  years  ago  my  fancy 
painted  that  triumphant  hour  when  I  should  present  thee  to 
Genoa  as  her  duchess — Methought  I  saw  the  lovely  blush 
that  tinged  thy  modest  cheek  —  The  timid  heaving  of  thy 
beauteous  bosom  beneath  the  snowy  gauze  —  I  heard  the 
gentle  murmurs  of  thy  voice,  which  died  away  in  rapture! 
— (More  lively.)  Ah,  how  intoxicating  to  my  soul  were  the 
proud  acclamations  of  the  people !  How  did  my  love  rejoice 
to  see  its  triumph  marked  in  the  sinking  envy  of  its  rivals ! 
— Leonora ! — The  hour  which  should  confirm  these  hopes  is 
come. — Thy  Fiesco  is  Duke  of  Genoa — And  yet  the  meanest 
beggar  would  not  exchange  his  poverty  for  my  greatness  and 
my  sufferings.  (More  affected.)  He  has  a  wife  to  share  his 
troubles — With  whom  can  I  share  my  splendour  ?  (He  wesps 
bitterly,  and  throws  himself  on  the  dead  body — Compassion 
marked  upon  the  countenances  of  all,) 

Calcagno.     She  was,  indeed,  a  most  excellent  lady. 

ZiBO.  This  event  must  be  concealed  from  the  people. — 
'Twould  damp  the  ardour  of  our  party,  and  elevate  the  enemy 
with  hope. 

Fiesco  (rises,  collected  and  firm).  Hear  me,  Genoese ! — 
Providence,  if  rightly  I  interpret  its  designs,  has  struck  me  with 
this  wound  only  to  try  my  heart  for  my  approaching  greatness. 
The  blow  was  terrible. — Since  I  have  felt  it,  I  fear  neither 
torture  nor  pleasure. — Come !  Genoa,  you  say,  awaits  me — 
I  will  give  to  Genoa  a  prince  more  truly  great  than  Europe 
ever  saw.  Away ! — for  this  unhappy  princess  I  will  prepare  a 
funeral  so  splendid,  that  life  shall  lose  its  charms,  and  cold 

corruption  glitter  like  a  bride.     Follow  your  duke  ! 

\Exeu7iU  with  music  and  colours. 

Scene  XIV. 

Andkeas,  Lomeluno 

Andreas.     Yonder  they  go,  with  shouts  of  exultation. 
LoMEL     They  are  intoxicated  with  success.     The  gates  are 
deserted  and  all  are  hastening  toward  the  senate-house 
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Andreas.  It  was  my  nephew  only  whom  Genoa  could  not 
brook.     My  nephew  is  no  more.     Hear,  Lomellino  ! 

LoMEL.     What,  duke  ? — still  ? — do  you  still  hope  ? 

Andreas  (sternly).  And  dost  thou  tremble  for  my  life — 
and  mock  me  with  the  name  of  duke  the  while  thou  wouldst 
forbid  me  hope. 

LoMEL.  My  gracious  lord,  a  raging  nation  lies  in  Fiesco's 
scale  ;  what  counterpoise  in  yours  ? 

Andreas  {with  dignity  and  animation).     Heaven  ! 

LoMEL.  (shrugging  up  his  shoulders).  The  times  are  past, 
my  lord,  when  armies  fought  under  the  guidance  of  celestial 
leaders.  Since  gunpowder  was  invented,  angels  have  ceased 
to  fight. 

Andreas.  Wretch  that  thou  art !  Wouldst  thou  bereave 
an  aged  head  of  its  support,  its  God!  (In  an  earnest  and 
commanding  tone.)  Go  !  Make  it  known  through  Genoa  that 
Andreas  Doria  is  still  alive.  Say  that  Andreas  entreats  the 
citizens,  his  children,  not  to  drive  him,  in  his  old  age,  to 
dwell  with  foreigners,  who  ne'er  would  pardon  the  exalted 
state  to  which  he  raised  his  country.  Say  this — and  farther 
say,  Andreas  begs  but  so  much  ground  within  his  fatherland 
as  may  contain  his  bones. 

LoMEL.     I  obey — but  I  despair  of  success.     (Going) 

Andreas.  Stay  —  Take  with  thee  this  snowy  lock — and 
say  it  was  the  last  upon  my  head.  Say  that  I  plucked  it  on 
that  night,  when  ungrateful  Genoa  tore  itself  from  my  heart. — 
For  fourscore  years  it  hung  upon  my  temples,  and  now  has 
left  my  bald  head,  chilled  with  the  winter  of  age.  The  lock  is 
weak,  but  'twill  suffice  to  fasten  the  purple  on  that  young 

usurper. 

[Exit — Lomellino  hastens  into  another  street — Shouts 
are  heard,  with  trumpets  and  drums. 

Scene  XV. 
Verrina  (coming  from  the  harbour).  Bertha,  and 

BOURGOGNINO. 

Verrina.     What  mean  these  shouts  ? 
BouRG.     They  proclaim  Fiesco  duke. 
Bertha  (to  Bourgognino,  timidly).     Scipio!   My  father's 
looks  are  dreadful 
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Verbina.     Leave  me,  my  children ! — 0  Genoa !  Genoa ! 

BouRG.  The  populace  adore  him,  and  with  transports 
hailed  him  as  their  duke.  The  nobles  looked  on  with  horror, 
but  dared  not  oppose  it. 

Verrina.  My  son,  I  have  converted  all  my  possessions 
into  gold  and  conveyed  it  on  board  thy  vessel  Take  thy  wife 
with  thee,  and  set  sail  immediately.  Perhaps  I  soon  shall 
follow — Perhaps — never  more. — Hasten  to  Marseilles,  and — 
(embracing  them  mournfully  and  with  energy) — may  the  Al- 
mighty guide  you.  [Exit  hastily. 

Bertha.  I  beseech  thee,  say,  on  what  dreadful  project  does 
my  father  brood  ? 

BouRG.     Didst  thou  understand  thy  father  ? 

Bertha.  He  bade  us  fly. — Merciful  Heaven ! — Fly  on  our 
bridal  day ! 

BouRG.     He  spoke  it,  and  we  must  obey. 

[Exeunt  toward  the  harbour. 


Scene  XVI. 
Verrina,  and  E'tesco  [in  the  ducal  habit),  meeting. 

FiEsco.     Welcome,  Verrina!    I  was  anxious  to  meet  thee. 

Verrina.     I  also  sought  Fiesco. 

FiESCO.    Does  Verrina  perceive  no  alteration  in  his  friend? 

Verrina  [with  reserve).     I  wish  for  none. 

Fiesco.     But  do  you  see  none  ? 

Verrina  [without  looking  at  him).     I  should  hope  not ! 

FiEsco.     I  ask,  do  you  perceive  none  ? 

Verrina  [after  a  slight  glance).     None  ! 

FiEsco.  See,  then,  how  idle  is  the  observation,  that  power 
makes  a  tyrant.  Since  we  parted  I  am  become  the  Duke  of 
Genoa,  and  yet  Verrina  [j^ressing  him  to  his  bosom)  finds  my 
embrace  still  glowing  as  before. 

Verrina.  I  grieve,  that  I  must  return  it  coldly.  The 
sight  of  majesty  falls  like  a  keen-edged  weapon,  cutting  off  all 
affection  between  the  Duke  and  me.  To  John  Louis  Fiesco 
belonged  the  territory  of  my  heart. — Now  he  has  conquered 
Genoa,  I  resume  that  poor  possession. 

FiEsco  [with  astonishment).  Forbid  it,  Heaven !  That 
price  is  too  enormous  even  for  a  dukedom. 
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Verrina  {muttering).  Hum !  Is  liberty  then  out  of  fashion , 
that  republics  are  so  lightly  thrown  away  upon  the  first  that 
offers  himself? 

FiESCo  [bites  his  lips),  Verrina,  say  this  to  no  one  but 
Fiesco. 

Verrina.  Oh,  of  course !  Great  indeed  must  be  that  mind 
which  can  hear  the  voice  of  truth  without  offence — But  alas ! 
the  cunning  gamester  has  failed  in  one  single  card.  He  cal- 
culated all  the  chances  of  envious  opposition,  but  unfortunately 
overlooked  one  antagonist — the  patriot — [very  significantly), 
— But  perhaps  the  oppressor  of  liberty  has  still  in  store  some 
scheme  for  banishing:  patriotic  virtue. — I  swear  by  the  living 
God  that  posterity  shall  sooner  collect  my  mouldering  bones 
from  off  the  wheel  than  from  a  sepulchre  within  that  country 
which  is  governed  by  a  Duke. 

FiESCo  (taking  him  tenderly  by  the  hand).  Not  even  w^hen 
that  Duke  is  thy  brother? — Not  if  he  should  make  his  princi- 
pality the  treasury  of  that  benevolence  which  was  restrained 
by  his  domestic  poverty  ? — Not  even  then,  Verrina  ? 

Verrina.  No — not  even  then ! — We  pardon  not  the  rob- 
ber because  he  made  gifts  of  his  plunder,  nor  does  such  gene- 
rosity suit  Verrina.  I  might  permit  my  fellow  citizens  to 
confer  a  benefit  on  me — because  I  should  hope  some  day  to 
make  them  an  adequate  return. — That  which  a  prince  confers 
is  bounty ;  but  bounty  undeserved  I  would  receive  alone  from 
God. 

Fiesco  (angrily).  It  were  as  easy  to  tear  Italy  from  the 
bosom  of  the  ocean  as  to  shake  this  stubborn  enthusiast  from 
his  prejudices. 

Verrina.  Well  mayst  thou  talk  of  tearing:  thou  hast 
torn  the  republic  from  Doria,  as  a  lamb  from  the  jaws  of  the 
wolf,  only  that  thou  mightest  devour  it  thyself. — But  enough 
of  this — just  tell  me,  Duke,  what  crime  the  poor  wretch  com- 
mitted whom  you  ordered  to  be  hung  up  at  the  Church  of  thf 
Jesuits  ? 

FiEsco.     The  scoundrel  set  fire  to  the  city. 

Verrina.     Yet  the  scoundrel  left  the  laws  untouched. 

FiEsco.     Verrina  presumes  upon  my  friendship. 

Verrina.  Away  with  friendship  ! — I  tell  thee  I  no  longer 
love  thee. — I  swear  to  thee,  that  I  hate  thee — hate  thee  like 
the  serpent  of  Paradise,  that  first  disturbed  the  happiness  of 
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creation,  and  brought  upon  mankind  unbounded  sorrow. — Ilea:? 
me,  Fiesco !  I  speak  to  thee,  not  as  a  subject  to  his  master, 
not  as  a  friend  to  his  friend,  but  as  man  to  man — {with 
bitterness  and  vehemence.)  —  Thou  hast  committed  a  crime 
against  the  majesty  of  the  eternal  God,  in  permitting  virtue 
to  lead  thy  hands  to  wickedness,  and  in  suffering  the  pa- 
triots of  Genoa  to  violate  their  country.  —  Fiesco,  had  thy 
villany  deceived  me  also ! — Fiesco,  by  all  the  horrors  of  eter- 
nity !  with  my  own  hands  I  would  have  strangled  myself,  and 
on  thy  head  spurted  the  venom  of  my  departing  soul. — A 
princely  crime  may  break  the  scales  of  human  justice,  but 
thou  hast  insulted  Heaven,  and  the  last  judgment  wdll  decide 
the  cause.  (Fiesco  remains  speechless,  looking  at  him  with 
astonishment.)  Do  not  attempt  to  answer  me.  Now  we 
have  done. — [After  walking  several  times  up  and  down)— Duke 
of  Genoa,  in  the  vessels  of  yesterday's  tyrant,  I  have  seen  a 
miserable  race,  who,  at  every  stroke  of  their  oars  ruminate 
upon  their  long-expiated  guilt,  and  weep  their  tears  into  the 
ocean,  which,  like  a  rich  man,  is  too  proud  to  count  them.  A 
good  prince  begins  his  reign  with  acts  of  mercy.  Wilt  thou 
release  the  galley-slaves  ? 

Fiesco  (sharply).  Let  them  be  the  first-fruits  of  my 
tyranny.     Go,  and  announce  to  them  their  deliverance. 

Verrina.  You  will  enjoy  but  half  the  pleasure,  unless  you 
see  their  happiness.  Perform  this  deed  thyself — The  great 
are  seldom  witnesses  of  the  evils  which  they  cause.  And 
shall  they,  too,  do  good  by  stealth  and  in  obscurity? — Me- 
thinks  the  Duke  is  not  too  great  to  sympathize  with  a  beggar. 

Fiesco.  Man,  thou  art  dreadful ;  yet  I  know  not  why,  I 
must  follow  thee.     {Both  go  toward  the  sea.) 

Verrina  {stops,  much  affected).  But  once  more  embrace 
me,  Fiesco.  Here  is  no  one  by  to  see  Verrina  weep,  or  to 
behold  a  prince  give  way  to  feeling — {he  embraces  him-  eagerly). 
Surely  never  beat  two  greater  hearts  together — we  loved  each 
other  so  fraternally — {weeping  violently  on  Fiesco 's  neck). 
Fiesco  !  Fiesco !  Thou  makest  a  void  in  my  bosom,  which  all 
mankind,  thrice  numbered,  could  not  fill  up. 

Fiesco  {mti£h  affected).     Be  still  my  friend. 

Verrina.  Throw  off  this  hateful  purple,  and  I  will  be  so 
— The  first  prince  was  a  murderer,  and  assumed  the  purplo 
to  hide  the  bloody  stains  of  his  detested  deeds. — Hear  mo, 
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Fiesco! — I  am  a  warrior,  little  used  to  weeping — Fiesco — 
these  are  my  first  tears — throw  off  this  purple ! 

Fiesco.     Peace ! 

Verrina  {inore  vehemently),  Fiesco,  place  on  the  one  side 
all  the  honours  of  this  great  globe,  on  the  other  all  its  tortures ; 
the)''  should  not  make  me  kneel  before  a  mortal — Fiesco 
{falling  on  his  knee),  this  is  the  first  bending  of  my  knee — 
throw  off  this  purple ! 

Fiesco.     Rise,  and  no  longer  irritate  me  ! 

Verrina  (m  a  determined  tone).  I  rise  then,  and  will  no 
longer  irritate  thee.  {They  stand  on  a  board  leading  to  a 
galley.)    The  Prince  must  take  precedence. 

Fiesco.     Why  do  you  pull  my  cloak  ? — It  falls 

Verrina  {with  bitter  irony).  If  the  purple  falls,  the  Duke 
must  after  it.     {He  pushes  him,  into  the  sea.) 

FiESCO  {Calls  out  of  the  waves).  Help,  Genoa!  Help! 
Help  thy  Duke !     {Sinks.) 

Scene  XVII. 

Calcagno,  Sacco,  Zibo,  Zenturione — Conspirators. 

People. 

Calcagno  {crying  out).  Fiesco!  Fiesco!  Andreas  is  re- 
turned— half  Genoa  joins  Andreas. — ^Where  is  Fiesco? 

Verrina  {in  a  firm  tone).     Drowning. 

Zent.     Does  hell,  or  madness  prompt  thy  answer  ? 

Verrina.  Drowned — if  that  sound  better. — I  go  to  join- 
Andreas. — {The  Conspirators  stand  in  groups,  astonished.  TAd 
CMrtain  falls  ?^ 
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A  TRAGEDY. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 

^President  Von  Walter,  Prime  Mi-  Miller,  the   Town  Musician,  and 

nister  in  the  Court  of  a  German  Teacher  of  Music. 

Prince.  Mrs.  Miller,  his  wife. 

Perdinand,  his  son;   a  Major  in  Louisa,  the  daughter  of  Miller,  in 

the  Army ;  in  love   with  Louisa  love  with  Ferdinand. 

Miller.  Lady  Milford,  the  Princes  Mistress, 

Baron  Von  Kalb,  Court  Marshal  Sophy,  attendant  on  Lady  Milford. 

{or  Chamberlain).  An  old  Valet  in  the  service  of  the 

Worm,  Private  Secretary  to  the  Pre-  Prince. 

sident.  Officers,  Attendants,  ^c. 


ACT  I. 

Scene  I. 
Miller — Mes.  Mtlleii. 


Miller  (walking  quickly  up  and  down  the  room).  Once  for 
all !  The  affair  is  becoming  serious.  My  daughter  and  the 
baron  will  soon  be  the  town-talk — my  house  lose  its  character 
— the  president  will  get  wind  of  it,  and — the  short  and  long 
of  the  matter  is,  1 11  show  the  younker  the  door. 

Mrs.  Mill.  You  did  not  entice  him  to  your  house — did 
not  thrust  your  daughter  upon  him ! 

Mill.  Didn't  entice  him  to  my  house — didn't  thrust  the 
girl  upon  him !  Who  '11  believe  me  ? — I  was  master  of  my 
own  house.  I  ought  to  have  taken  more  care  of  my  daughter 
I  should  have  bundled  the  major  out  at  once,  or  have  gone 
'Straight  to  his  excellency,  his  papa,  and  disclosed  all. — Th? 
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young  baron  will  get  off  merely  with  a  snubbing,  I  know  that 
well  enough,  and  all  the  blame  will  fall  upon  the  fiddler. 

Mrs.  Mill,  {sipping  her  coffee).  Pooh !  nonsense !  How 
can  it  fall  upon  you?  What  have  people  to  do  with  you? 
You  follow  your  profession,  and  pick  up  pupils  wherever  you 
can  find  them. 

Mill.  All  very  fine,  but  please  to  tell  me,  what  will  be  the 
upshot  of  the  whole  affair  ?  He  can't  marry  the  girl — mar- 
riage is  out  of  the  question,  and  to  make  her  his — God  help 
us  ! — ''  Good  by  t'ye ! " — No,  no — when  such  a  sprig  of  nobility 
has  been  nibbling  here,  and  there,  and  everywhere,  and  has* 
glutted  himself  with  the  devil  knows  what  all,  of  course  it  '11 
be  a  relish  to  my  young  gentleman  to  get  a  mouthful  of  sweet 
water.  Take  heed!  Take  heed!  If  you  were  dotted  with 
eyes,  and  could  place  a  sentinel  for  every  hair  of  your  head, 
he  '11  bamboozle  her  under  your  very  nose ;  add  one  to  her 
reckoning,  take  himself  off,  and  the  girl 's  ruined  for  life,  left 
in  the  lurch,  or,  having  once  tasted  the  trade,  will  carry  it  on. 
{Striking  his  forehead.)     Oh,  horrible  thought ! 

Mrs.  Mill.     God  in  his  mercy  protect  us  ! 

Mill.  We  shall  want  His  protection — You  may  well  say 
that. — ^What  other  object  can  such  a  scapegrace  have  ? — The 
girl  is  handsome — well  made — can  show  a  pretty  foot.  How  the 
upper  story 's  furnished,  matters  little.  That 's  blinked  in  you 
women,  if  Nature  has  not  played  the  niggard  in  other  re- 
spects. Let  this  harum-scarum  but  turn  over  this  chapter 
— ho !  ho !  his  eyes  will  glisten  like  Rodney's,  when  he  got  scent 
of  a  French  frigate — then  up  with  all  sail,  and  at  her,  and — I 
don't  blame  him  for  it — Flesh  is  flesh.     I  know  that  very  W'Cll. 

Mrs.  Mill.  You  should  only  read  the  beautiful  billy-doux 
which  the  baron  writes  to  your  daughter.  Gracious  me  ! 
Why  it's  as  clear  as  the  sun  at  noonday  that  he  loves  her 
purely  for  her  virtuous  soul. 

Mill.  That's  the  right  strain!  We  beat  the  sack,  but 
mean  the  ass's  back.  He  who  wishes  to  pay  his  respects  to 
the  flesh  needs  only  a  kind  heart  for  a  go-between.  What  did 
I  myself  ? — When  we  've  once  so  far  cleared  the  ground,  that 
the  affections  cry  ready!  slap!  the  bodies  follow  their  ex- 
ample, the  appetites  are  obedient,  and  the  silver  moon  kindly 
plays  the  pimp. 

Mrs.  Mill.     And  then  only  tliink  of  the  beautiful  books 
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that  the  majoi  has  sent  us.  Your  daughter  always  prays  out 
of  them. 

Mill,  (whistles).  Prays  !  You  Ve  hit  the  mark.  The  plain 
simple  food  of  nature  is  much  too  raw  and  indigestible  for  this 
aaaccaroni  gentleman's  stomach.  It  must  be  cooked  for  him 
artificially,  in  the  infernal  pestilential  pitcher  of  your  novel 
writers.  Into  the  fire  with  the  rubbish !  I  shall  have  the  girl 
taking  up  with — God  knows  what  all — about  heavenly  fooleries, 
that  will  get  into  her  blood,  like  Spanish  flies,  and  scatter  to 
the  winds  the  handful  of  Christianity  that  cost  her  father  so 
much  trouble  to  keep  together.  Into  the  fire  with  them,  I 
say !  The  girl  will  take  the  devil's  own  nonsense  into  her 
head;  'midst  the  dreams  of  her  fools  paradise  she'll  not 
know  her  own  home,  but  forget,  and  feel  ashamed  of  her 
father,  the  music-master;  and,  lastly,  I  shall  lose  a  worthy, 
honest  son-in-law,  who  might  have  nestled  himself  so  snugly 
into  my  connections No!  damn  it  I  {Jumps  up  in  a  pas- 
sion.) I  '11  break  the  neck  of  it  at  once,  and  the  major — 
yes,  yes,  the  major ! — shall  be  shown  where  the  carpenter 
made  the  door.     [Going,) 

Mrs.  Mill.  Be  civil.  Miller  !  How  many  a  bright  shilling 
have  his  presents 

Mill,  [comes  hack,  and  goes  up  to  her).  The  blood-money 
of  my  daughter? — To  Beelzebub  with  thee,  thou  infamous 
bawd  ! — Sooner  will  I  vagabondize  with  my  violin,  and  fiddle 
for  a  bit  of  bread — sooner  will  I  break  to  pieces  my  instru- 
ment, and  carry  dung  on  the  sounding-board,  than  taste  a 
mouthful  earned  by  my  only  child  at  the  price  of  her  soul 
and  future  happiness.  Give  up  your  cursed  coffee  and  snufiP- 
taking,  and  there  11  be  no  need  to  carry  your  daughter's  face 
to  market.  I  have  always  had  my  bellyful  and  a  good  shirt 
to  my  back  before  this  confounded  scamp  put  his  nose  into 
my  crib. 

Mrs.  Mill.  Now  don't  be  so  ready  to  pitch  the  house  out 
of  window.  How  you  flare  up  all  of  a  sudden !  I  only  meant 
to  say  that  we  shouldn't  offend  the  major,  because  he  is  the 
son  of  the  president. 

Mill.  There  lies  the  root  of  the  mischief.  For  that  rea- 
so"i — for  that  very  reason,  the  thing  must  be  put  a  stop  to  this 
very  day  !  The  president,  if  he  is  a  just  and  upright  father. 
will  give  me  his  thanks.     You  must  brush  up  my  red  plushy 
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and  I  will  go  straight  to  his  excellency.  I  shall  say  to  him  : 
Your  excellency's  son  has  an  eye  to  my  daughter ;  my  daughter 
is  not  good  enough  to  be  your  excellency's  son's  wife,  but  too 
good  to  be  your  excellency's  son's  strumpet,  and  there  's  an  end 
of  the  matter. — My  name 's  Miller. 

Scene  IT. 
Enter  Secbetary  Worm. 

Mrs.  Mill.  Ah  !  Good  morning,  Mr.  Seckertary  !  Have 
we  indeed  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you  again  ? 

Worm.  All  on  my  side — on  my  side,  cousin  Miller ! 
Where  a  highborn  cavalier's  visits  are  I'eceived,  mine  can  be 
of  no  account  whatever. 

Mrs.  Mill.  How  can  you  think  so,  Mr.  Seckertary  ?  His 
lordship  the  baron,  Major  Ferdinand,  certainly  does  us  the 
honour  to  look  in  now  and  then,  but,  for  all  that,  we  don't 
undervalue  others. 

Mill,  (vexed).  A  chair,  wife,  for  the  gentleman!  Be 
seated,  kinsman. 

Worm  (lays  aside  hat  and  stick,  and  seats  himself).  Well, 
well — and  how  then  is  my  future — or  past — bride  ?  I  hope 
she  '11  not  be — may  I  not  have  the  honour  of  seeing — Miss 
Louisa  ? 

Mrs.  Mill.  Thanks  for  inquiries,  Mr.  Seckertary,  but 
my  daughter  is  not  at  all  proud. 

Mill,  [angry,  jogs  her  with  his  elbow).     Woman  ! 

Mrs.  Mill.  Sorry  she  can't  have  that  honour,  Mr.  Secker- 
tary.    My  daughter  is  now  at  mass. 

Worm.  I  am  glad  to  hear  it, — glad  to  hear  it.  I  shall 
have  in  her  a  pious,  Christian  wife ! 

Mrs.  Mill,  [smiting,  in  a  stupidly  affected  manner).  Yes — 
but,  Mr.  Seckertary 

Mill,  [greatly  incensed,  pulh  her  ears).     Woman ! 

Mrs.  Mill.  If  our  family  can  serve  you  in  any  other  way 
—with  the  greatest  pleasure,  Mr.  Seckertary 

Worm  [frowning  angrily).  In  any  other  way!  Muclj 
obliged !  much  obliged ! — hm  !  hm  !  hm ! 

Mrs.  Mill.  But — as  you  j^ourself  must  see,  Mr.  Seeker 
tary 

Mill,  [in  a  rage,  shaking  hisjist  at  her).     Woman  ! 
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Mrs.  Mill.  Good  is  good,  and  better  is  better,  and  one 
does  not  like  to  stand  between  fortune  and  one's  only  child 
{with  vulgar  pride).     You  understand  me,  Mr.  Seckertary? 

Worm.     Understand?      Not  exac Oh,  yes — But  what 

do  you  really  mean  ? 

Mrs.  Mill.     Why — why — I    only    think — I    mean 

(coughs).     Since,  then.  Providence  has  determined  to  make  a 
great  lady  of  my  daughter 

Worm  {jumping  from  his  chair).  What 's  that  you  say  ? 
what? 

Mill.  Keep  your  seat,  keep  your  seat,  Mr.  Secretary !  The 
woman  's  an  out-and-out  fool !  Where  's  the  great  lady  to  come 
from  ?  How  you  ahow  your  donkey's  ears  by  talking  such 
stuff. 

Mrs.  Mill.  Scold  as  long  as  you  will.  I  know  what  I 
know — and  what  the  major  said,  he  said. 

Mill,  {snatches  up  his  fiddle  in  anger).  Will  you  hold 
your  tongue  ?  Shall  I  throw  my  fiddle  at  your  head  ? — 
What  can  you  know  ?  What  can  he  have  said  ? — Take  no 
notice  of  her  clack,  kinsman ! — Away  with  you  to  your 
kitchen  ! — You  '11  not  think  me  first  cousin  of  a  fool,  and  that 
I  'm  looking  out  so  high  for  the  girl  ?  You  '11  not  think  that 
of  me,  Mr.  Secretary  ? 

Worm.  Nor  have  I  deserved  it  of  you,  Mr.  Miller  !  You 
have  always  shown  yourself  a  man  of  your  word,  and  my 
contract  to  your  daughter  was  as  good  as  signed.  I  hold  an 
office  that  will  maintain  a  thrifty  manager;  the  president 
befriends  me ;  the  door  to  advancement  is  open  to  me  when- 
ever I  may  choose  to  take  advantage  of  it.  You  see  that  my 
intentions  towards  Miss  Louisa  are  serious ;  if  you  have  been 
won  over  by  a  fop  of  rank 

Mrs.  Mill.     Mr.  Seckertary  !  more  respect,  I  beg 

Mill.  Hold  your  tongue,  I  say.  Never  mind  her,  kins- 
man. Things  remain  as  they  were.  The  answer  I  gave  you 
last  harvest,  I  repeat  to-day.  I  '11  not  force  my  daughter.  If  you 
suit  her — well  and  good, — then  it 's  for  her  to  see  that  she  can 
be  happy  with  you.  If  she  shakes^her  head — still  better — be 
it  so,  I  should  say — then  you  must  be  content  to  pocket  the 
refusal,  and  part  in  good  fellowship  over  a  bottle  with  her 
father. — 'Tis  the  girl  who  is  to  live  with  you — not  I.  Why 
should  I,  out  of  sheer  caprice,  fasten  a  husband  upon  the  girl 
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for  whom  she  has  no  inclination  ? — That  the  evil  one  may  hunt 
me  down  like  a  wild  beast,  in  my  old  age, — that  in  every  drop 
I  drink — in  every  bit  of  bread  I  bite,  I  might  swallow  the 
bitter  reproach :  Thou  art  the  villain,  who  destroyed  his  child's 
happiness ! 

Mrs.  Mill.  The  short  and  the  long  of  it  is — I  refuse  my 
consent  downright ;  my  daughter 's  intended  for  a  lofty  station, 
and  I'll  go  to  law  if  my  husband  is  going  to  be  talked  over. 

Mill.  Shall  I  break  every  bone  in  your  body,  you  mill- 
clack? 

Worm  {to  Miller).  Paternal  advice  goes  a  great  way  with 
the  daughter,  and  I  hope  you  know  me,  Mr.  Miller  ? 

Mill.  Plague  take  you !  'Tis  the  girl  must  know  you. 
What  an  old  crabstick  like  me  can  see  in  you  is  just  the  very 
last  thing  that  a  dainty  young  girl  wants.  I  '11  tell  you  to  a 
hair,  if  you're  the  man  for  an  orchestra — but  a  woman's 
heart  is  far  too  deep  for  a  music-master.  And  then,  to  be 
frank  with  you — you  know  I'm  a  blunt,  straightforward 
fellow — you  '11  not  give  thank 'ye  for  my  advice. — I  '11  persuade 
my  daughter  to  no  one — ^but  from  you,  Mr.  Sec — I  would 
dissuade  her !  Hear  me  out.  A  lover,  who  calls  upon 
the  father  for  help — with  permission — is  not  worth  a  pinch 
of  snuff.  If  he  has  anything  in  him,  he'll  be  ashamed 
to  take  that  old-fashioned  way  of  making  his  deserts  known 
to  his  sweetheart.     If  he  hasn't  the  courage,  why,  he 's  a 

milksop,  and  no  Louisas  w^ere  born  for  the  like  of  him. 

No !  he  must  carry  on  his  commerce  with  the  daughter 
behind  the  father's  back.  He  must  manage  so  to  win  her 
heart,  that  she  would  rather  wish  both  father  and  mother 
at  Old  Harry  than  give  him  up — or  that  she  come  herself, 
fall  at  the  father's  feet,  and  implore  either  for  death  on  the 
rack,  or  the  only  one  of  her  heart. — That 's  the  fellow  for  me  ! 
that  I  call  love  !  and  he  who  can't  bring  matters  to  that  pitch 
with  a  petticoat  may stick  the  goose  feather  in  his  cap. 

Worm  (seizes  hat  and  stick,  and  hurries  out  of  the  room) 
Much  obliged,  Mr.  Miller  ! 

Mill,  {going  after  him,  slowly).  For  what?  for  wha^,? 
You  haven't  taken  anything,  Mr.  Secretary  !     (Comes  hack.) 

He  won't  hear,  and  off  he's  gone The  very  sight  of  that 

quill-driyer  is  like  poison  and  brimstone  to  me.  An  ugly, 
contraband  knave,  smuggled  into  the  world  by  some  lewd 
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prank  of  the  devil with  his  malicious  little  pig's  e/es,  foxy 

hair,  and  nutcracker  chin,  just  as  if  Nature,  enraged  at  such 
a  bungled  piece  of  goods,  had  seized  the  ugly  monster  by  it, 
and  flung  him  aside. — No  !  rather  than  throw  away  my  daugh 
ter  on  a  vagabond  like  him,  she  may God  forgive  me  ! 

Mrs.  Mill.  The  wretch! — but  you'll  be  made  to  keep  a 
clean  tongue  in  your  head  ! 

Mill.  Ay,  and  you  too,  with  your  pestilential  baron — you, 
too,  must  put  my  bristles  up. — You're  never  more  stupid  than 
when  you  have  the  most  occasion  to  show  a  little  sense. 
What's  the  meaning  of  all  that  trash,  about  your  daughter 
being  a  great  lady  ?  If  it 's  to  be  cried  out  about  the  town 
to-morrow,  you  need  only  let  that  fellow  get  scent  of  it.  He 
is  one  of  your  worthies  who  go  sniffing  about  into  people's 
houses,  dispute  upon  everything,  and,  if  a  slip  of  the  tongue 
happen  to  you,  skurry  with  it  straight  to  the  prince,  mistress, 
and  minister,  and  then  there  's  the  devil  to  pay. 

Scene  III. 
'Enter  Louisa,  with  a  hook  in  her  hand, 

Louisa.     Good  morning,  dear  father ! 

Mill,  [affectionately).  Bless  thee,  my  Louisa ! — I  rejoice 
to  see  thy  thoughts  are  turned  so  diligently  to  thy  Creator. 
Continue  so,  and  his  arm  will  support  thee. 

Louisa.  Oh  !  I  am  a  great  sinner,  father  ! — Was  he  not 
here,  mother  ? 

Mrs.  Mill.     Who,  my  child  ? 

Louisa.  Ah !  I  forgot  that  there  are  others  in  the  world 
besides  him — my  head  wanders  so. — Was  he  not  here? 
Ferdinand  ? 

Mill,  {with  melancholy,  serious  voice),  I  thought  my 
Louisa  had  forgotten  that  name  in  her  devotions  ? 

Louisa  (after  looking  at  him  steadfastly  for  some  time),  I 
understand  you,  father.  I  feel  the  knife  which  stabs  my  con- 
science ;  but  it  comes  too  late.  I  can  no  longer  pray,  father 
— Heaven  and  Ferdinand  divide  my  bleeding  soul,  and  I  fear 
— I  fear — (after  a  pause).  Yet  no,  no,  good  father. — The 
painter  is  best  praised  when  we  forget  him  in  the  contempla- 
tion of  his  picture. — When  in  the  contemplation  of  Ws  mas- 
terpiece, my  delight  makes  me  forget  the  Creator;  is  not  that, 
father,  the  true  praise  of  God  ? 
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Mill,  (throws  himself  in  displeasure  on  a  chair).  There 
we  have  it !     Those  are  the  fruits  of  your  ungodly  reading. 

Louisa  (uneasy,  goes  to  the  window).  Where  can  he  be 
now  ?     Ah !  the  high-born  ladies  who  see  him — listen  to  him 

1  am  a  poor  forgotten  maiden.     (Startles  at  that  ivord, 

and  rushes  to  her  father.)  But  no,  no  ! — forgive  me. — I  do  not 
repine  at  my  lot.  I  ask  but  little — to  think  on  him — that  can 
harm  no  one.  Ah  !  that  I  might  breathe  out  this  little  spark 
of  life  in  one  soft  fondling  Zephyr  to  cool  his  cheek  ! — That 
this  fragile  floweret,  youth,  were  a  violet,  on  which  he  might 
tread,  and  I  die  modestly  beneath  his  feet  I  I  ask  no  more, 
father  !  Can  the  proud,  majestic  day-star  punish  the  gnat  for 
basking  in  its  rays  ? 

Mill,  (deeply  affected,  leans  on  the  arm  of  his  chair,  and 
covers  his  face).  My  child,  my  child — with  joy  would  I  sacri- 
fice the  remnant  of  my  days,  hadst  thou  never  seen  the 
major. 

Louisa  [terrified?)  How?  how  ? — What  did  you  say? No, 

no !  that  could  not  be  your  meaning,  good  father. — You  know  not 
that  Ferdinand  is  mine  ! — You  know  not  that  God  created  him 
for  me,  and  for  my  delight  alone  I  [After  a  pause  of  recollec- 
tion.) The  first  moment  that  I  beheld  him — and  the  blood 
rushed  into  my  glowing  cheeks — every  pulse  beat  with  joy; 
every  throb  told  me,  every  breath  whispered,  *'  'Tis  he  ! " — 
And  my  heart,  recognising  the  long-desired  one,  repeated 
*'  'Tis  he  ! " — And  the  whole  world  was  as  one  melodious  echo 
of  my  delight ! — Then — oh !  then  was  the  first  dawning  of  my 
soul !  A  thousand  new  sentiments  arose  in  my  bosom,  as 
flowers  rise  from  the  earth  when  spring  approaches.  I  forgot 
there  was  a  world,  yet  never  had  I  felt  that  world  so  dear  to 
me ! — I  forgot  there  was  a  God,  yet  never  had  I  so  loved 
him! 

Mill,  [runs  to  her  and  clasps  her  to  his  bosom).  Louisa  ! 
my  beloved,  my  admirable  child ! — Do  what  thou  wilt. — Take 
all — all — my  life — the  baron— God  is  my  witness — him  I  can 
never  give  thee  !  [Exit, 

Louisa.  Nor  would  I  have  him  now,  father  !  Time  on  earth 
is  but  a  stinted  dew-drop  in  the  ocean  of  eternity.  'Twill 
swiftly  glide  in  one  delicious  dream  of  Ferdinand — I  re- 
nounce him  for  this  life  !  But  then,  mother — then  wheii 
the  bounds  of  separation  are  removed — when  the  hated  dis 
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tinctions  of  rank  no  longer  part  us — when  men  will  bo 
only  men — I  shall  bring  nothing  with  me  save  my  inno- 
cence I — Yet  often  has  my  father  told  me,  that  at  the 
Almighty's  coming  riches  and  titles  will  be  worthless;  and 
that  hearts  alone  will  be  beyond  all  price. — Oh !  then  shall  I 
be  rich ! — There,  tears  will  be  reckoned  for  triumphs,  and 
purity  of  soul  be  preferred  to  an  illustrious  ancestry.  Then, 
then,  mother,  shall  I  be  noble  ! — In  what  will  he  then  be  su- 
perior to  the  girl  of  his  heart  ? 

Mrs.  Mill,  [starts  from  her  seat.)  Louisa !  the  baron ! 
He  is  jumping  over  the  fence  !     Where  shall  I  hide  myself? 

Louisa  [begins  to  tremble).     Oh  !  do  not  leave  me,  mother ! 

Mrs.  Mill.  Mercy !  What  a  figure  I  am,  I  am  quite 
ashamed !     I  cannot  let  his  lordship  see  me  in  this  state  ! 

[Exit, 

Scene  IV. 

Louisa — Ferdinand.  [He  flies  towards  her — she  falls  back 
into  her  chair,  pale  and  trembling. — He  remains  standing 
before  her — they  look  at  each  other  for  some  moments  in 
silence. — A  pause,) 

Ferdinand.     So  pale,  Louisa  ? 

Louisa  [rising,  and  embracing  him).  It  is  nothing — no- 
thing now  you  are  here — it  is  over. 

Ferd.  (takes  her  hand,  and  raises  it  to  his  lips).  And  does 
my  Louisa  still  love  me  ? — My  heart  is  yesterday's  ;  is  thine 
the  same  ?  I  flew  hither  to  see  if  thou  wert  happy,  that  I 
might  return  and  be  so  too. — But  I  find  thee  whelmed  in  sor- 
row! 

Louisa.     Not  so,  my  beloved,  not  so ! 

Feed.  Confess,  Louisa ! — you  are  not  happy.  I  see 
through  your  soul  as  clearly  as  through  the  transparent  lustre 
of  this  brilliant. — No  spot  can  harbour  here  unmarked  by  me 
— ^no  thought  can  cloud  your  brow  that  does  not  reach  your 
lover's  heart.  Whence  comes  this  grief?  Tell  me,  I  be- 
seech you !  Ah !  could  I  feel  assured  this  mirror  still  remained 
unsullied,  there  'd  seem  to  me  no  cloud  in  all  the  universe ! 
Tell  me,  dear  Louisa,  what  afflicts  you  ? 

Louisa  [looking  at  him  with  anxiety  for  a  few  moments), 
Ferdinand !  couldst  thou  but  know  how  such  discourse  exalts 
the  tradesman's  daughter 
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Ferd.  (surprised).  What  say'st  thou? — Tell  me,  girl! 
how  earnest  thou  by  that  thought  ? — Thou  art  my  Louisa  I 
who  told  thee  thou  couldst  be  aught  else? — See,  false  one, 
see,  for  what  coldness  I  must  chide  thee  !  Were  indeed  thy 
whole  soul  absorbed  by  love  for  me,  never  hadst  thou  found 
time  to  draw  comparisons  !  When  I  am  with  thee,  my  pru- 
dence is  lost  in  one  look  from  thine  eyes :  when  I  am  ab- 
sent, in  a  dream  of  thee!  But  thou — thou  canst  harbour 
prudence  in  the  same  breast  with  love  !^ — Fie  on  thee !  Every 
moment  bestowed  on  this  sorrow  was  a  robbery  from  affec- 
tion and  from  me. 

Louisa  {pressing  his  hand,  and  shaking  her  head  with  a 
melancholy  air).  Ferdinand,  you  would  lull  my  apprehen- 
sions to  sleep  ;  you  would  divert  my  eyes  from  the  precipice 
into  which  I  am  falling. — I  can  see  the  future ! — The  voice 
of  honour — your  prospects,  your  father's  anger — my  nothing- 
ness. {Shudders,  and  suddenly  drops  his  hand.)  Ferdinand  ! 
a  sword  hangs  over  us !     They  would  separate  us ! 

Feed,  {jumps  up).  Separate  us !  Whence  these  appre- 
hensions, Louisa  ?  Who  can  rend  the  bonds  that  bind  two 
hearts,  or  separate  the  tones  of  one  accord  ? — True,  I  am  a 
nobleman — but  show  me  that  my  patent  of  nobility  is  older 
than  the  eternal  laws  of  the  universe — or  my  scutcheon  more 
valid  than  the  handwriting  of  Heaven  in  my  Louisa's  eyes  ? 
"This  woman  is  for  this  man?" — I  am  son  of  the  prime 
minister.  For  that  very  reason,  what  but  love  can  soften  the 
curses  which  my  father's  extortions  from  the  country  will 
entail  upon  me  ? 

Louisa.     Oh  !  how  I  fear  that  father ! 

Feed.  I  fear  nothing — nothing  but  that  your  affection 
should  know  bounds.  Let  obstacles  rise  between  us,  huge  as 
mountains,  I  will  look  upon  them  as  a  ladder  by  which  to  fly 
into  the  arms  of  my  Louisa  !  The  tempest  of  opposing  Fate 
shall  but  fan  the  flame  of  my  affection :  dangers  will  only 
serve  to  make  Louisa  yet  more  charming. — Then  speak  no 
more  of  terrors,  my  love !  I  myself — I  will  watch  over 
thee,  carefully  as  the  enchanter's  dragon  watches  over  buried 
gold.  Trust  thyself  to  me !  thou  shalt  need  no  other  angel. 
I  will  throw  myself  between  thee  and  Fate — for  thee  receive 
each  wound.  For  thee  will  T  catch  each  drop  distilled  from  the 
cup  of  joy,  and  bring  it  thee  in  the  bowl  of  love.    {Embraciu^ 
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her  affectionately.)  This  arm  shall  support  my  Louisa  through 
life.  Fairer  than  it  dismissed  thee,  shall  Heaven  receive  thee 
back,  and  confess  with  delight  that  love  alone  can  give  per- 
fection to  the  soul. 

Louisa  {disengaging  herself  from  him,  greatly  agitated). 
No  more !  I  beseech  thee  !  Ferdinand !  no  more  !  Couldst 
thou  know — Oh  !  leave  me,  leave  me  ! — Little  dost  thou  feel 
how  these  hopes  rend  my  heart  in  pieces  like  fiends  !  (Going.) 

Feed,  {detaining  her).  Stay,  Louisa !  stay !  Why  this 
agitation  ? — Why  those  anxious  looks  ? 

Louisa.  I  had  forgotten  these  dreams,  and  was  happy. 
Now — now — from  this  day  is  the  tranquillity  of  my  heart  no 
more.  Wild  impetuous  wishes  wall  torment  my  bosom  !  Go  ! 
God  forgive  thee !  Thou  hast  hurled  a  fire-band  into  my 
young  peaceful  heart,  which  nothing,  nothing  can  extinguish  I 
[She  breaks  from  him,  and  rushes  from  the  apartment,  followed 
by  Ferdinand.) 

Scene  V. — A  Chamber  in  the  President's  House. 

The  President,  with  the  grand  order  of  the  cross  about  his 
neck,  and  a  star  at  his  breast — Secretary  Worm 

President.  A  serious  attachment,  say  you?  No,  no. 
Worm  ;  that  I  never  can  believe. 

Worm.  If  your  excellency  pleases,  I  will  bring  proofs  of 
my  assertions. 

Pres.  That  he  has  a  fancy  for  the  wench — flatters  her 
— and,  if  you  will,  pretends  to  love  her — all  this  is  very  pos- 
sible,— nay — excusable — but — ^And  the  daughter  of  a  musi- 
cian,  you  say? 

Worm.     Of  Miller,  the  music  master. 

Pres.     Handsome  ? — But  that  of  course. 

Worm  {with  warmth).  A  most  captivating  and  lovely 
blondine,  who,  without  saying  too  much,  might  figure  advan- 
tageously beside  the  greatest  beauties  of  the  court. 

Pres.  {laughs).  It 's  very  plain,  Worm,  that  you  have  an 
eye  upon  the  jade  yourself — I  see  that.  But  listen.  Worm. 
— That  my  son  has  a  passion  for  the  fair  sex  gives  me  hope 
that  he  will  find  favour  with  the  ladies.  He  may  make  his 
way  at  court.  The  girl  is  handsome,  you  say — I  am  glad 
tD  think  my  son  has  taste       Can  he  deceive  the  silly  wench. 
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by  holding  out  honourable  intentions — still  better;  it  will 
show  that  he  is  shrewd  enough  to  play  the  hypocrite  when 
it  serves  his  purpose.  He  may  become  prime  minister — if 
he  accomplish  his  purpose !  Admirable  !  that  will  prove  to 
me  that  Fortune  favours  him.  Should  the  farce  end  with  a 
chubby  grand- child — incomparable  !  I  will  drink  an  extra 
bottle  of  Malaga  to  the  prospects  of  my  pedigree,  and  cheer- 
fully pay  the  wench's  lying-in  expenses. 

Worm.  All  I  wish,  is,  that  your  excellency  may  not  have 
to  drink  that  bottle  to  drown  your  sorrow. 

Pres.  (sternly).  Worm  !  remember  that,  what  I  once  be- 
lieve, I  believe  obstinately— that  I  am  furious  when  angered. 
I  am  willing  to  pass  over  as  a  joke  this  attempt  to  stir  my 
blood.  That  j^ou  are  desirous  of  getting  rid  of  your  rival,  I 
can  very  well  comprehend,  and  that,  because  you  might  have 
some  difficulty  in  supplanting  the  son,  you  endeavour  to 
make  a  cat's-paw  of  the  father  I  can  also  understand — I  am 
even  delighted  to  find  that  you  are  master  of  such  excellent 
qualifications  in  the  way  of  roguery. — Only,  friend  Worm, 
pray  don't  make  me,  too,  the  butt  of  your  knavery. — Under- 
stand me,  have  a  care  that  your  cunning  trench  not  upon  my 
plans ! 

Worm.  Pardon  me,  your  excellency!  If  even — as  you 
suspect — -jealousy  is  concerned,  it  is  only  with  the  eye,  and 
not  with  the  tongue. 

Pres.  It  would  be  better  to  dispense  with  it  altogether. 
What  can  it  matter  to  you,  simpleton,  whether  you  get  your 
coin  fresh  from  the  mint,  or  it  comes  through  a  banker  ?  Con- 
sole yourself  with  the  example  of  our  nobility.  Whether 
known  to  the  bridegroom  or  not,  I  can  assure  you  that, 
amongst  us  of  rank,  scarcely  a  marriage  takes  place  but  what 
at  least  half  a  dozen  of  the  guests — or  the  footmen — can  state 
the  geometrical  area  of  the  bridegroom's  paradise. 

Worm  {bowing).  My  lord!  Upon  this  head  I  confess 
myself  a  plebeian. 

Pkes.  And,  besides,  you  may  soon  have  the  satisfaction  of 
turning  the  laugh  most  handsomely  against  your  rival.  At  this 
very  moment  it  is  under  consideration  in  the  cabinet,  that,  upon 
the  arrival  of  the  new  duchess.  Lady  Milford  shall  apparently  be 
discarded,  and,  to  complete  the  deception,  form  an  alliance.  You 
know,  Worm,  how  greatly  my  influence  depends  upon  this 
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lady — how  my  mightiest  prospects  hang  upon  the  jassions  of 
the  prince  The  duke  is  now  seeking  a  partner  for  Lady  Mil- 
ford,  Some  one  else  may  step  in — conclude  the  bargain  for 
her  ladyship,  win  the  confidence  of  the  prince,  and  make 
himself  indispensable,  to  my  cost. — Now,  to  retain  the  prince 
in  the  meshes  of  my  family,  I  have  resolved  that  my 
Ferdinand  shall  marry  Lady  Milford. — Is  that  clear  to 
you? 

Worm.  Quite  dazzling — Your  excellency  has  at  least  con- 
vinced me  that,  compared  with  the  President,  the  Father  is 
but  a  novice.  Should  the  major  prove  as  obedient  a  son  as 
you  show  yourself  a  tender  father,  your  demand  may  chance 
to  be  returned  with  a  protest. 

Pres.  Fortunately  I  have  never  yet  had  to  fear  opposition 
to  my  will,  when  once  I  have  pronounced,  **  It  shall  be  so ! " 
But  now,  Worm,  that  brings  us  back  to  our  former  subject ! — 
I  will  propose  Lady  Milford  to  my  son  this  very  day.  The 
face  which  he  puts  upon  it  shall  either  ccinfirm  your  suspicions, 
or  entirely  confute  them. 

Worm.  Pardon  me,  my  lord !  The  sullen  face  which  he 
most  assuredly  will  put  upon  it  may  be  placed  equally  to  the 
account  of  the  bride  you  offer  to  him,  as  of  her  from  whom 
you  wish  to  separate  him.  I  would  beg  of  you  a  more  posi- 
tive test! — Propose  to  him  some  perfectly  unexceptionable 
woman.  Then,  if  he  consents,  let  Secretary  Worm  break  stones 
on  the  highway  for  the  next  three  years. 

Pres.  {biting  his  lips).     The  devil ! 

Worm.  Such  is  the  case,  you  may  rest  assured!  The 
mother — stupidity  itself — has,  in  her  simplicity,  betrayed  all 
to  me. 

Pres.  {pacing  the  room,  and  trying  to  rejjr ess  his  rage).  Good! 
this  very  morning,  then ! 

Worm.  Yet,  let  me  entreat  your  excellency  not  to  forget 
that  the  major — is  my  master's  son 

Pres.     No  harm  shall  come  to  him.  Worm. 

Worm.  And  that  my  service  in  ridding  you  of  an  unwel- 
come daughter-in-law 

Pres.  Should  be  rewarded  by  my  helping  you  to  a  wife  ? 
That  too,  Worm ! 

Worm  (bowing  with  delight).  Eternally  your  lordship's 
slave.     {Going.) 
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Pees,  {threatening  him).  As  to  what  I  have  confided  to 
you,  AVorrn !    If  you  dare  but  to  whisper  a  syllable 

Worm  (laughs).  Then  your  excellency  will  no  doubt  ex- 
pose my  forgeries !  [Exit. 

Pres.  "Yes,  yes,  you  are  safe  enough !  I  hold  you  in  the 
fetters  of  your  own  knavery,  like  a  trout  on  the  hook ! 

Enter  Servant. 

Servant.     Marshal  Kalb 

Pres.     The  very  man  I  wished  to  see. — Introduce  him. 

[Exit  Servant. 

Scene  VI. 

Marshal  Kalb,  in  a  rich  hut  tasteless  court-dress,  with  Cham- 
herlairis  keys,  two  watches,  sword,  three- cornered  hat,  and  hair 
dressed  a  la  Herisson.  He  bustles  up  to  the  President,  a7id 
diffuses  a  strojig  scent  of  musk  through  the  whole  theatre.---^ 
President. 

Marshal.  Ah!  good  morning,  my  dear  baron!  Quite 
delighted  to  see  you  again — Pray  forgive  my  not  having  paid 
my  respects  to  you  at  an  earlier  hour — the  most  pressing 
business — The  duke's  bill  of  fare — invitation  cards — arrange- 
ments for  the  sledge  party  to-day — Ah ! — besides  it  was  ne- 
cessary for  me  to  be  at  the  levee,  to  inform  his  highness  of  the 
state  of  the  weather. 

Pres.  True,  marshal!  Such  weighty  concerns  were  not 
to  be  neglected ! 

Marshal.  Then  a  rascally  tailor,  too,  kept  me  waiting  for 
him! 

Pres.     And  yet  ready  to  the  moment  ? 

Marshal.  Nor  is  that  all!  —  One  misfortune  follows  at 
the  heels  of  the  other,  to-day !     Only  hear  me  ! 

Pres.  (ahsen*\.     Can  it  be  possible  ? 

Marshal.  Oust  listen! — Scarce  had  I  quitted  my  car- 
riage, when  the  horses  became  restive,  and  began  to  plunge 
and  rear — Only  imagine! — splashed  my  breeches  all  over 
with  mud !  What  was  to  be  done  ?  Fancy,  my  dear  baron, 
just  fancy  yourself  for  a  moment  in  my  predicament !  Thero 
I  stood!  the  hour  was  late!  a  day's  journey  to  return — Yet 
to  appear  before  his   highnoRs   in  this — Good  heavens! — • 
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What  did  I  bethink  me  of? — I  pretended  to  faint!  They 
bundle  me  into  my  carriage!  I  drive  home  like  mad — ■ 
change  my  dress — hasten  back — and  only  think ! — in  spite  of 
all  this  I  was  the  first  person  in  the  antechamber !  What  say 
you  to  that  ? 

Pees.  A  most  admirable  impromptu  of  mortal  wit — But 
tell  me,  Kalb,  did  you  speak  to  the  duke  ? 

Maeshal  [importantly).     Full  twenty  minutes  and  a  half. 

Pees.  Indeed  ?  Then  doubtless  you  have  important  news 
to  impart  to  me  ? 

Maeshal  {seriously,  after  a  pause  of  reflection).  His  high- 
ness wears  a  Merde  d'Oye  beaver  to-day. 

Pbes.  God  bless  me ! — and  yet,  marshal,  I  have  even 
greater  news  to  tell  you.  Lady  Milford  will  soon  become 
my  daughter-in-law. — That,  I  think,  will  be  new  to  you? 

Maeshal.     Is  it  possible  !    And  is  it  already  agreed  upon  ? 

Pees.  It  is  settled,  marshal — and  you  would  oblige  me 
by  forthwith  waiting  upon  her  ladyship,  and  preparing  her  to 
receive  Ferdinand's  visit.  You  have  full  liberty,  also,  to  cir- 
culate the  news  of  my  son's  approaching  nuptuals. 

Maeshal.  My  dear  friend !  With  consummate  pleasure  ! 
What  could  I  desire  more  ?  I  fly  to  the  baroness  this  moment. 
Adieu !  (Embracing  him.)  In  less  than  three  quarters  of  an 
hour  it  shall  be  known  throughout  the  town.  [Skips  off. 

Pees,  {smiling  contemptuously).  How  can  people  say  that 
such  creatures  are  of  no  use  in  the  world  ?  Now,  then,  mas- 
ter Ferdinand  must  either  consent  or  give  the  whole  town  the 
lie.  (Rings — Woem  enters.)  Send  my  son  hither.  (Woem 
retires ;  the  Peesident  walks  up  and  down,  full  of  thought) 

Scene  VII. 

Pessident — Feedinand. 

Feed.     In  obedience  to  your  commands,  sir 

Pees.  Ay,  if  I  desire  the  presence  of  my  son,  I  must 
command  it — Ferdinand,  I  have  observed  you  for  some  time 
past,  and  find  no  longer  that  open  vivacity  of  youth  which 
once  so  delighted  me.  An  unusual  sorrow  broods  upon 
your  features ;  you  shun  your  father ;  you  shun  society. — For 
shame,  Ferdinand!  At  your  age  a  thousand  irregularities 
are  easier  forgiven  than  one  instant  of  idle  melancholy.     Leava 
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this  to  me,  my  son !  Leave  the  care  of  your  future  happiness 
to  my  direction,  and  study  only  to  co-operate  with  my  designs 
- — Come,  Ferdinand,  embrace  me  ! 

Feed.     You  are  most  gracious  to-day,  father ! 

Pres.  *' To-day,"  you  rogue? — and  your  "to-day"  with 
such  a  vinegar  look  ?  [Seriously.)  Ferdinand  ! — For  whose 
Bake  have  I  trod  that  dangerous  path  which  leads  to  the  affec- 
tions of  the  prince  ?  For  whose  sake  have  I  for  ever  destroyed 
my  peace  with  Heaven  and  my  conscience? — Hear  me,  Ferdi- 
nand— I  am  speaking  to  my  son — For  whom  have  I  paved 
the  way  by  the  removal  of  my  predecessor  ?  a  deed  which  the 
more  deeply  gores  my  inward  feelings,  the  more  carefully  I 
conceal  the  dagger  from  the  world !  Tell  me,  Ferdinand,  for 
whose  sake  have  I  done  all  this  ? 

Feed,  [recoiling  with  horror).  Surely  not  for  mine,  father, 
not  for  mine  ?  Surely  not  on  me  can  fall  the  bloody  reflection 
of  this  murder? — By  my  Almighty  Maker,  it  were  better 
never  to  have  been  born  than  to  be  the  pretext  for  such  a 
crime! 

Pees.  What  sayest  thou? — How? — But  I  will  attribute 
these  strange  notions  to  thy  romantic  brain — Ferdinand — let 
me  not  lose  my  temper — Ungrateful  boy !  Thus  dost  thou 
repay  me  for  my  sleepless  nights  ?  Thus  for  my  restless 
anxiety  to  promote  thy  good  ?  Thus  for  the  never-dying  scor- 
pion of  my  conscience  ?  Upon  me  must  fall  the  burden  of 
responsibility;  upon  me  the  curse,  the  thunderbolt  of  the 
Judge. — Thou  receivest  thy  fortune  from  another's  hand — the 
crime  is  not  attached  to  the  inheritance. 

Feed,  [extending  his  right  hand  towards  heaven).  Here  I 
solemnly  abjure  an  inheritance  which  must  ever  remind  me  of 
a  parent's  guilt ! 

Pees.  Hear  me,  sirrah !  and  do  not  incense  me ! — Were 
you  left  to  your  own  direction,  you  would  crawl  through  life 
in  the  dust. 

Feed.  Oh!  better,  father,  far,  far  better,  than  to  crawl 
about  a  throne ! 

Pees,  [repressing  his  anger).  So  ! — Then  compulsion  must 
make  you  sensible  of  your  good  fortune !  —  To  that  point, 
which  with  the  utmost  striving  a  thousand  others  fail  to 
reach,  you  have  been  exalted  in  your  very  sleep.  At  twelve 
you  received  a  commission :  at  twenty  a  command.     I  have 
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succeeded  in  obtaining  for  you  the  duke  s  patronage.  He 
bids  you  lay  aside  your  uniform,  and  share  mth  me  his  favour 
and  his  confidence.  He  spoke  of  titles — embassies — of  ho- 
nours bestowed  but  upon  few. — A  glorious  prospect  spreads 
itself  before  you ! — The  direct  path  to  the  place  next  the 
throne  lies  open  to  you! — Nay,  to  the  throne  itself,  if  the 
actual  power  of  ruling  is  equivalent  to  the  mere  symbol — - 
Does  not  that  idea  awaken  your  ambition  ? 

Ferd.  No  !  My  ideas  of  greatness  and  happiness  differ 
widely  from  yours. — Your  happiness  is  but  seldom  known, 
except  by  the  misery  of  others. — Envy,  terror,  hatred  are  the 
melancholy  mirrors  in  which  the  smiles  of  princes  are  re- 
flected— Tears,  curses,  and  the  wailings  of  despair,  the  horrid 
banquet  that  feasts  your  supposed  elect  of  fortune ;  intoxi- 
cated with  these,  they  rush  headlong  into  eternity,  staggering 
to  the  throne  of  judgment. — My  ideas  of  happiness  teach  me 
to  look  for  its  fountain  in  myself !  All  my  wishes  lie  centred 
in  my  heart ! 

Pres.  Masterly !  Inimitable !  Admirable !  The  first  school- 
ing I  have  received  these  thirty  years !  Pity  that  the  brain  at 
fifty  should  be  so  dull  at  learning ! — But — that  such  talent 
may  not  rust,  I  will  place  one  by  your  side  on  whom  you  car 
practise  your  harlequinade  follies  at  pleasure. — You  will  re- 
solve— resolve  this  very  day — to  take  a  wife. 

Ferd.  (starting  back  amazed).     Father ! 

Pres.  Answer  me  not ! — I  have  made  proposals,  in  your 
name,  to  Lady  Milford — You  will  instantly  determine  upon 
going  to  her,  and  declaring  yourself  her  bridegroom. 

Ferd.     Lady  Milford!  father? 

Pres.     I  presume  she  is  not  unknown  to  you ! 

Ferd.  {passionately).  To  what  brothel  is  she  unknown 
through  the  dukedom  ?  But  pardon  me,  dearest  father !  It 
is  ridiculous  to  imagine  that  your  proposal  can  be  serious. 
Would  you  call  yourself  father  of  that  infamous  son  who  mar- 
ried a  licensed  prostitute  ? 

Pres.  Nay,  more !  I  would  ask  her  hand  myself,  if  she 
•would  take  a  man  of  fifty. — Would  not  you  call  yourself  that 
infamous  father  s  son  ? 

Ferd.     No !  as  God  lives !  that  would  I  not ! 

Pres.  An  audacity,  by  my  honour !  which  I  pardon  for  its 
excessive  singularity. 
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Feed.  I  entreat  you,  father,  release  me  from  a  de- 
mand which  would  render  it  insupportable  to  call  mjself 
your  son. 

Pres.  Are  you  distracted,  boy?  What  reasonable  man 
would  not  thirst  after  a  distinction  which  makes  him,  as  one 
of  a  trio,  the  equal  and  co-partner  of  his  sovereign  ? 

Feed.  You  are  quite  an  enigma  to  me,  father !  "  A  dis- 
tinction," do  you  call  it?  A  distinction  to  share  that  with  a 
prince,  wherein  he  places  himself  on  a  level  with  the  meanest  of 
his  subjects  ?  {The  Peesident  hursts  into  a  loud  laugh.) — You 
may  scoff — I  must  submit  to  it  in  a  father. — With  what  coun- 
tenance should  I  support  the  gaze  of  the  meanest  labourer, 
who  at  least  receives  an  undivided  person  as  the  portion  of 
his  bride  ?  With  what  countenance  should  I  present  myself 
before  the  world  ?  before  the  prince  ?  nay,  before  the  harlot 
herself,  who  seeks  to  wash  out  in  my  shame  the  brandmarks 
of  her  honour  ? 

Pbes.  Where  in  the  world  couldst  thou  collect  such  no- 
tions, boy  ? 

Feed.  I  implore  you,  father,  by  heaven  and  earth  1  By 
thus  sacrificing  your  only  son  you  can  never  become  so  happy 
as  you  will  make  him  miserable !  If  my  life  can  be  a  step 
to  your  advancement,  dispose  of  it. — My  life  you  gave  me; 
and  I  will  never  hesitate  a  moment  to  sacrifice  it  wholly  to 
your  welfare. — But  my  honour,  father ! — If  you  deprive  me  of 
this,  the  giving  me  life  was  a  mere  trick  of  wanton  cruelty,, 
and  I  must  equally  curse  the  parent  and  the  pander. 

Pees,  (tapping  him  on  the  shoulder  in  a  friendly  manner). 
That 's  as  it  should  be,  my  dear  boy !  Now  I  see  that  you  are 
a  brave  and  noble  fellow,  and  worthy  of  the  first  woman  in  the 
dukedom — You  shall  have  her — This  very  day  you  shall  be 
affianced  to  the  Countess  of  Ostheim ! 

Feed,  {in  new  disorder).  Is  this,  then,  destined  to  be  the 
hour  of  my  destruction  ? 

Pees,  {regarding  him  with  an  eye  of  suspicion).  In  this 
union,  I  imagine,  you  can  have  no  objection  on  the  score 
of  honour  ? 

Feed.  None,  father,  none  whatever — Frederica  of  Ostheim 
would  make  any  other  the  happiest  of  men. — {Aside,  in  tha 
greatest  agitation.)  His  kindness  rends  in  pieces  that  reiHr 
nant  of  my  heart  which  his  cinielty  left  un wounded 
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Pres.  (/lis  Gi^e  still  fixed  upon  him).  I  expect  your  grati* 
tude,  Ferdinand ! 

Ferd.  (rushes  towards  him,  and  kisses  his  hands).  Father, 
your  goodness  awakens  every  spark  of  sentiment  in  my 
bosom — Father!  receive  my  warmest  thanks  for  your  kind 
intentions.  Your  choice  is  unexceptionable — But — I  cannot 
— I  dare  not — Pity  me,  father,  I  never  can  love  the  countess ! 

Pres.  {drawing  back).  Ha !  ha !  now  I  ve  caught  you, 
young  gentleman !  The  cunning  fox  has  tumbled  into 
the  trap.  Oh  you  artful  hypocrite ! — It  was  not,  then,  honour 
which  made  you  refuse  Lady  Milford  ? — It  was  not  the  wo- 
man, but  the  nuptials,  which  alarmed  you!  (Ferdinand 
stands  petrified  for  a  moment;  then  recovers  himself,  and  pre- 
pares  to  quit  the  chamber  hastily.) — Whither  now?  Stay, 
sir!  Is  this  the  respect  due  to  your  father?  (Ferdinand 
returns  slowly.)  Her  ladyship  expects  you — The  duke  has  my 
promise  !  Both  court  and  city  believe  all  is  settled. — If  thou 
makest  me  appear  a  liar,  boy ! — If,  before  the  duke — the  lady 
- — the  court  and  city — thou  shouldst  make  me  appear  a  liar ! — 
tremble,  boy ! — or  when  I  have  gained  information  of  certain 

circumstances How  now?  Why  does  the  colour  so  sud-' 

denly  forsake  your  cheeks  ? 

Ferd.  [pale  and  trembling).  How? — What? — Nothing — 
It  is  nothing,  my  father ! 

Pres.  (casting  upon  him  a  dreadful  look).  Should  there  be 
cause — If  I  should  discover  the  source  whence  this  obstinacy 
proceeds! — Boy!  boy!  the  very  suspicion  drives  me  dis- 
tracted!— Leave  me  this  moment — 'Tis  now  the  hour  of 
parade.  As  soon  as  the  word  is  given,  go  thou  to  her  lady- 
ship— At  my  nod,  a  dukedom  trembles ;  we  shall  see  whether 
a  disobedient  son  dare  dispute  my  will!  {Ooing,  returns.) 
Remember,  sir !  fail  not  to  w^ait  on  Lady  Milford,  or  dread 
my  anger !  [Exit, 

Ferd.  {awakens,  as  if  from  a  dream).  Is  he  gone  ?  Was 
that  a  fathers  voice? — Yes,  I  will  go — I  will  see  her — I 
will  say  such  things  to  her — hold  such  a  mirror  before  her 
eyes — Then,  base  woman,  shouldst  thou  still  demand  my 
hand—In  the  presence  of  the  assembled  nobles,  the  miHtary, 
and  the  people— Gird  thyself  with  all  the  pride  of  thy  na- 
tive Brilain — I,  a  German  youth,  will  spurn  thee !         [Endt 
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ACT  II. 

Scene  I. — A  room  in  Lady  Milford's  home.  On  the  right 
of  the  stage  stands  a  sofa,  on  the  left  a 'pianoforte. 

Lady  Mil  ford,  in  a  loose  hut  elegant  negligee,  is  running  her 
hand  over  the  keys  of  the  pianoforte  as  Sophy  advances 
from  the  window, 

Sophy.  The  parade  is  over,  and  the  officers  are  separating— 
but  I  see  no  signs  of  the  major. 

Lady  M.  [rises  and  walks  up  and  down  the  room  in  visible 
agitation).  I  know  not  what  ails  me  to-day,  Sophy !  I  never  felt 
so  before — you  say  you  do  not  see  him  !  It  is  evident  enough 
that  he  is  by  no  means  impatient  for  this  meeting — my  heart 
feels  oppressed  as  if  by  some  heavy  crime.  Go  !  Sophy,  order  the 
most  spirited  horse  in  the  stable  to  be  saddled  for  me — I  must 
away  into  the  open  air,  where  I  may  look  on  the  blue  sky, 
and  hear  the  busy  hum  of  man.  I  must  dispel  this  gloominess 
by  change  and  motion. 

Sophy.  If  you  feel  out  of  spirits,  my  lady,  why  not  invite 
company ! — Let  the  prince  give  an  entertainment  here,  or 
have  the  ombre  table  brought  to  you.  If  the  prince  and  all 
his  court  were  at  my  beck  and  call,  I  would  let  no  whim  or 
fancy  trouble  me ! 

Lady  M.  (throwing  herself  on  the  couch).  Pray  spare  me. 
I  would  gladly  give  a  jewel  in  exchange  for  every  hour's 
respite  from  the  infliction  of  such  com  oany !  I  always  have 
my  rooms  tapestried  with  these  creatur^.s ! — Narrow-minded, 
miserable  beings,  who  are  quite  shocked  si  by  chance  a  candid 
and  heart-felt  word  should  escape  one's  lips  J — and  stand  aghast 
as  though  they  saw  an  apparition — Slaves,  moved  by  a  single 
puppet  wire,  which  I  can  govern  as  easily  as  the  threads  of 
my  embroidery ! — What  can  I  have  in  common  with  such 
insipid  wretches,  whose  souls,  like  their  watches,  are  regulated 
by  machinery?  What  pleasure  can  I  have  in  the  society 
of  people  whose  answers  to  my  questions  I  know  beforehand  ? 
How  can  I  hold  communion  with  men,  who  dare  not  venture 
on  an  opinion  of  their  own,  lest  it  should  differ  from  mine ! 
Away  with  them — I  care  not  to  ride  a  horse  that  has  not  spirit 
enough  to  champ  the  bit !     (Goes  to  the  window.) 

Sophy.  But  surely,  my  lady,  you  except  the  prince,  the  hand 
Bomest,  the  wittiest,  and  the  most  gallant  man  in  all  his  duchy 


256  LOVE   AND    INTRIGUE.  [ACT  II, 

Lady  M.  (returning).  Yes,  in  his  duchy,  that  was  well 
said — and  it  is  only  a  royal  duchy,  Sophy,  that  could  in  the 
least  excuse  my  weakness.  You  say  the  world  envies 
me  !  Poor  thing  !  It  should  rather  pity  me  !  Believe  me, 
of  all  who  drink  of  the  streams  of  royal  bounty,  there  is  none 
more  miserable  than  the  sovereign's  favourite,  for  he  who  is 
great  and  mighty  in  the  eyes  of  others  comes  to  her  but  as 
the  humble  suppliant !  It  is  true,  that  by  the  talisman  of 
his  greatness  he  can  realize  every  wish  of  my  heart,  as  readily 
as  the  magician  calls  forth  the  fairy  palace  from  the  depths 
of  the  earth  ! — He  can  place  the  luxuries  of  both  Indies  upon 
my  table — turn  the  barren  wilderness  to  a  paradise, — can  bid 
the  broad  rivers  of  his  land  play  in  triumphal  arches  over 
my  path, — or  expend  all  the  hard-earned  gains  of  his  subjects 
in  a  single  feu-de  joie  to  my  honour.  But  can  he  school  his 
heart  to  respond  to  one  great  or  ardent  emotion  ?  Can  he 
extort  one  noble  thought  from  his  weak  and  indigent  brain  ? 
Alas !  my  heart  is  thirsting  amid  all  this  ocean  of  splendour — 
what  avail,  then,  a  thousand  virtuous  sentiments,  when  I  am 
only  permitted  to  indulge  in  the  pleasures  of  the  senses. 

Sophy  {regarding  her  with  surprise).  Dear  lady,  you  amaze 
me !  how  long  is  it  since  I  entered  your  service  ? 

Lady  M.  Do  you  ask,  because  this  is  the  first  day  on 
which  you  have  learnt  to  know  me  ?  I  have  sold  my  honour 
to  the  prince,  it  is  true,  but  my  heart  is  still  my  own — a 
heart,  dear  Sophy,  which  even  yet  may  be  worth  the  acceptance 
of  an  honourable  man — a  heart  over  which  the  pestilential  blast 
of  courtly  corruption  has  passed,  as  the  breath  which  for  a 
moment  dims  the  mirror's  lustre. — Believe  me,  my  spirit 
would  long  since  have  revolted  against  this  miserable  thraldom, 
could  my  ambition  have  submitted  to  see  another  advanced 
to  my  place. 

Sophy.  And  could  a  heart  like  yours  so  readily  surrender  it- 
self to  mere  ambition  ? 

Lady  M.  (with  energy).  Has  it  not  already  been  avenged  ? 
nay,  is  it  not  even  at  this  very  moment  making  me  pay  a 
heavy  atonement  (with  emphasis  laying  her  hand  on  Sophy's 
shoulder)?  Believe  me,  Sophy,  woman  has  but  to  choose 
between  ruling  and  serving,  but  the  utmost  joy  of  power  is 
a  worthless  possession,  if  the  mightier  joy  of  being  slave  ta 
the  man  we  love  be  denied  us. 
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Sophy.  A  truth,  dear  lady,  which  I  could  least  of  all  have 
expected  to  hear  from  your  lips  ! 

Lady  M.  And  wherefore,  Sophy  ? — Does  not  woman  show, 
by  her  childish  mode  of  swaying  the  sceptre  of  power,  that  she 
is  only  fit  to  go  in  leading  strings  !  Have  not  my  fickle 
humours — my  eager  pursuit  of  wild  dissipation — betrayed  to 
you,  that  I  sought  in  these  to  stifle  the  still  wilder  throbbings 
of  my  heart  ? 

Sophy  [starting  back  with  surprise).  This  from  you,  my 
lady? 

LadyM.  (continuing  ivith  increasing  energy).  Appease 
these  throbbings.  Give  me  the  man  in  whom  my  thoughts 
are  centered — the  man  I  adore,  without  whom  life  were 
worse  than  death. — Let  me  -but  hear  from  his  lips  that 
the  tears  of  love  with  which  my  eyes  are  bedewed  outvie  the 
gems  that  sparkle  in  my  hair,  and  I  will  throw  at  the  feet  of 
the  prince  his  heart  and  his  dukedom,  and  flee  to  the 
uttermost  parts  of  the  earth  with  the  man  of  my  love ! 

Sophy  (looking  at  her  in  alarm).  Heavens !  my  lady ! 
control  your  emotion 

Lady  M.  {in  surprise).  You  change  colour!  To  what 
have  I  given  utterance  ?  yet,  since  I  have  said  thus  much, 
let  me  say  still  more — let  my  confidence  be  a  pledge  of  your 
fidelity, — I  will  tell  you  all. 

Sophy  [looking  anxiously  round).  I  fear  my  lady — I  dread 
it — I  have  heard  enough  ! 

Lady  M.  This  alliance  with  the  major — ^you,  like  the  rest 
of  the  world,  believe  to  be  the  result  of  a  court  intrigue — Sophy, 
— blush  not — be  not  ashamed  of  me — it  is  the  work  of — my 
love! 


Sophy.     Heavens !     As  I  suspected ! 

Lady  M.  Yes,  Sophy,  they  are  all  deceived.  The  weak 
prince — the  diplomatic  baron, — the  silly  marshal — each  and 
all  of  these  are  firmly  convinced  that  this  marriage  is  a  most 
infallible  means  of  preserving  me  to  the  prince,  and  of  uniting 
us  still  more  firmly  ! — but  this  will  prove  the  very  means  of 
separating  us  for  ever,  and  bursting  asunder  these  execrable 
bonds.  The  cheater,  cheated — outwitted  by  a  weak  woman. 
Ye,  yourselves,  are  leading  me  to  the  man  of  my  heart — this 
was  all  I  sought — Let  him  but  once  be  mine — be  but  mine—' 
then,  oh,  then,  a  long  farewell  to  all  this  despicable  pomp ! 

8 
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Scene  II. — An  old  valet  of  the  Duke's,  with  a  casket  of  jewels. 

The  former. 

Valet.     His  Serene  Highness  begs  your  ladyship's  aceep 
tance  of  these  jewels  as  a  nuptial  present.     They  have  just 
arrived  from  Venice. 

Lady  M.  [opens  the  casket,  and  starts  hack  in  astonishment). 
What  did  these  jewels  cost  the  duke  ? 

Valet.     Nothing ! 

Lady  M.  Nothing!  Are  you  beside  yourself  ?  (retreating 
a  step  or  two,)  Old  man!  you  fix  on  me  a  look  as  though 
you  v^ould  pierce  me  through. — Did  you  say  these  precious 
jewels  cost  nothing  ? 

Valet.  Yesterday  seven  thousand  children  of  the  land 
left  their  homes  to  go  to  America — they  pay  for  all. 

Lady  M.  [sets  the  casket  suddenly  down,  and  paces  up 
and  down  the  room;  after  a  pause,  to  the  Valet).  What 
distresses  you,  old  man  ?  you  are  weeping  ! 

Valet  {wiping  his  eyes,  and  trembling  violently).  Yes, 
for  these  jewels — My  two  sons  are  among  the  number 

Lady  M.     But  they  went  not  by  compulsion  ? 

Valet  {laughing  bitterly).  Oh !  dear  no  !  they  were  aL 
volunteers !  There  were  certainly  some  few  forward  lads,  who 
pushed  to  the  front  of  the  ranks  and  inquired  of  the  colonel 
at  what  price  the  prince  sold  his  subjects  per  yoke,  upon 
which  our  gracious  ruler  ordered  the  regiments  to  be 
marched  to  the  parade,  and  the  malcontents  to  be  shot.  We 
heard  the  report  of  the  muskets,  and  saw  brains  and  blood 
spurting  about  us,  while  the  whole  band  shouted — "  Plurrah  for 
America." 

Lady  M.   And  I  heard  nothing  of  all  this  ! — saw  nothing ! 

Valet.  No  !  most  gracious  lady  ! — because  you  rode  off  to  the 
bear  hunt  with  his  highness,  just  at  the  moment  the  drum  was 
beating  for  the  march.  'Tis  a  pity  your  ladyship  missed  the 
pleasure  of  the  sight — here,  crying  children  might  be  seen 
following  their  wretched  father — there,  a  mother  distracted 
with  grief  was  rushing  forward  to  throw  her  tender  infant 
among  the  bristling  bayonets — here,  a  bride  and  bridegroom 
were  separated  with  the  sabre's  stroke — and  there,  graybeards 
vere  seen  to  stand  in  despair,  and  to  fling  their  very  crutches 
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after  their  sons  into  the  New  World — and,  in  the  midst 
of  all  this,  the  drums  were  beating  loudly,  that  the  prayers 
and  lamentations  might  not  reach  the  Almighty  ear. 

Lady  M.  [rising  in  violent  emotion).  Away  with  these 
jewels — their  rays  pierce  my  bosom  like  the  flames  of  hell. 
Moderate  your  grief,  old  man.  Your  children  shall  be  restored 
to  you.     You  shall  again  clasp  them  to  your  bosom. 

Valet  {with  warmth).  Yes,  Heaven  knows !  We  shall 
meet  again!  As  they  passed  the  city-gates,  they  turned 
round  and  cried  aloud  :  *'  God  bless  our  wives  and  children-  — 
long  life  to  our  gracious  sovereign.  At  the  day  of  judgment 
we  shall  all  meet  again ! " 

Lady  M.  {walks  ujo  and  down  the  room  in  great  agitation). 
Horrible  !  most  horrible  ! — and  they  would  persuade  me  that 
I  had  dried  up  all  the  tears  in  the  land.  Now,  indeed,  my 
eyes  are  fearfully  opened !  Go — tell  the  prince  that  I  will 
thank  him  in  person !  {As  the  valet  is  going  she  drops  the 
purse  into  his  hat.)  And  take  this  as  a  recompense  for  the 
truth  you  have  revealed  to  me. 

Valet  (^throws  the  purse  ivith  co7item.pt  on  the  table).  Keep 
it,  with  your  other  treasures.  [Exit. 

Lady  M.  (looking  after  him  in  astonishment).  Sophy, 
follow  him,  and  inquire  his  name.  His  sons  shall  be  restored 
to  him.  (Sophy  goes.  Lady  Milford  becomes  absorbed  in 
thought.  Pause.  Then  to  Sophy  as  she  returns.)  Was 
there  not  a  report  that  some  town  on  the  frontier  had  been 
destroyed  by  fire,  and  four  hundred  families  reduced  to 
beggary  ?    ( She  rings. ) 

Sophy.  What  has  made  your  ladyship  just  think  of  that  ? 
Yes — such  was  certainly  the  fact,  and  most  of  these  poor 
creatures  are  either  compelled  to  serve  their  creditors  as  bonds- 
men, or  are  dragging  out  their  miserable  days  in  the  depths 
of  the  royal  silver  mines. 

Enter  a  Servant.    What  are  your  ladyship's  commands  ? 

Lady  M.  (giving  him  the  case  of  jewels).  Carry  this  to 
my  treasurer  without  delay.  Let  the  jewels  be  sold  and  the 
money  distributed  among  the  four  hundred  families  who 
were  ruined  by  the  fire. 

Sophy.  Consider,  my  lady,  the  risk  you  run  of  displeasing 
his  highness. 

Lady  M.  {with  dignity).     Should  I  encircle  my  brows  witU 

6   ^ 
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the  curses  of  his  subjects?  (Makes  a  sign  to  the  servant,  who 
goes  away  with  the  jeivel  case.)  Wouldst  thou  have  me  dragged 
to  the  earth  by  the  dreadful  weight  of  the  tears  of  misery  ?  Nay  ! 
Sophy,  it  is  better  far  to  wear  false  jewels  on  the  brow,  and  to 
have  the  consciousness  of  a  good  deed  within  the  breast ! 

Sophy.  But  diamonds  of  such  value !  Why  not  rather 
give  some  that  are  less  precious  ?  Truly,  my  lady,  it  is  an 
unpardonable  act. 

Lady  M.  Foolish  girl!  For  this  deed  more  brilliants 
and  pearls  will  flow  for  me  in  one  moment  than  kings  ever 
wore  in  their  richest  diadems !  Ay,  and  infinitely  more 
beautiful ! 

Servant  enters.     Major  von  Walter ! 

Sophy  (running  hastily  to  the  help  of  Lady  Milford,  tvho 
seems  fainting).     Heavens,  my  lady,  you  change  colour  ! 

Lady  M.  The  first  man  who  ever  made  me  tremble — 
(To  the  Servant).  I  am  not  well — ^but  stay — what  said  the 
major  ? — ^how  ? Oh !  Sophy  !     I  look  sadly  ill,  do  I  not  ? 

Sophy.     I  entreat  you,  my  lady,  compose  yourself. 

Servant.  Is  it  your  ladyship's  wish  that  I  should  deny 
you  to  the  major  ? 

Lady  M.  (hesitating).  Tell  him — I  shall  be  happy  to  see 
him.  (Exit  Servant.)  What  shall  I  say  to  him,  Sophy?  how 
shall  I  receive  him  ?  I  will  be  silent — Alas  !  I  fear  he  will 
despise  my  weakness.  He  will — Ah,  me !  what  sad  fore- 
bodings oppress  my  heart !  You  are  going,  Sophy  !  stay,  yet — 
no,  no — he  comes — yes,  stay,  stay  with  me 

Sophy.     Collect  yourself,  my  lady,  the  major 

Scene  III. — Ferdinand  von  Walter.     The  former, 

Ferd.  (with  a  slight  how).  I  hope  I  do  not  interrupt  your 
ladyship  ? 

Lady  M.  {with  visible  emotion).  Not  at  all,  baron — not  in 
the  least. 

Ferd.  I  wait  on  your  ladyship,  at  the  command  of  my 
father. 

Lady  M.     Therein  I  am  his  debtor. 

Ferd.  And  I  am  charged  to  announce  to  you  that  our 
marriage  is  determined  on.  Thus  far  I  fulfil  the  commis- 
sion of  my  father. 
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Lady  M.  {changing  colour  and  trembling).  And  nor  of 
your  own  heart  ? 

Ferd.     Ministers  and  panders  have  no  concern  with  hearts. 

Lady  M.  {almost  speechless  with  emotion).  And  you  your- 
self— have  you  nothing  to  add  ? 

Feed,  {looking  at  Sophy).     Much !  my  lady,  much  ! 

Lady  M.  {motions  to  Sophy  to  withdraw).  May  I  beg  you 
to  take  a  seat  by  my  side  ? 

Feed.     I  will  be  brief,  lady. 

Lady  M.     Well ! 

Feed.     I  am  a  man  of  honour ! 

Lady  M.     Whose  worth  I  know  how  to  appreciate. 

Feed.     I  am  of  noble  birth  ! 

Lady  M.     Noble  as  any  in  the  land ! 

Feed.     A  soldier ! 

Lady  M.  {in  a  soft  affectionate  manner).  Thus  far  you  have 
only  enumerated  advantages,  which  you  share  in  common  with 
many  others.  Why  are  you  silent  regarding  those  noble 
qualities  which  are  peculiarly  your  own  ? 

Feed,  {coldly).     Here  they  would  be  out  of  place. 

Lady  M.  {with  increasing  agitatio7i).  In  what  light  am  I 
to  understand  this  prelude  ? 

Feed,  (slowly,  and  with  emphasis).  As  the  protest  of  the 
voice  of  honour — should  you  think  proper  to  enforce  the 
possession  of  my  hand  ? 

Lady  M.  {starting  with  indignation),  Major  von  Walter! 
What  language  is  this  ? 

Feed,  {calmly).  The  language  of  my  heart — of  my  un- 
spotted name, — and  of  this  true  sword. 

Lady  M.     Your  sword  was  given  to  you  by  the  prince. 

Feed.  'Twas  the  State  which  gave  it,  by  the  hands  of  the 
prince.  God  bestowed  on  me  an  honest  heart.  My  nobility  is 
derived  from  a  line  of  ancestry  extending  through  centuries. 

Lady  M.     But  the  authority  of  the  prince 

Feed,  {with  warmth).  Can  he  subvert  the  laws  of  hu- 
manity ?  or  stamp  glory  on  our  actions  as  easily  as  he  stamps 
value  on  the  coin  of  his  realm  ?  He  himself  is  not  raised 
above  the  laws  of  honour,  although  he  may  stifle  its  whispers 
with  gold — and  shroud  his  infamy  in  robes  of  ermine  ! — But 
enough  of  this,  lady  ! — It  is  too  late  now  to  talk  of  blasted 
prospects— or  of  the  desecration  of  ancestry—  or  of  that  nice 


262  LOVE   AND   INTRIGUE.  [ACT  11. 

sense  of  honour- — girded  on  with  my  sword — or  of  the  world's 
opinion.  All  these  I  am  ready  to  trample  under  foot,  as  soon 
as  you  have  proved  to  me  that  the  reward  is  not  inferior 
to  the  sacrifice ! 

Lady  M.  (in  extreme  distress  turning  aivay).  Major !  I  have 
not  deserved  this  ! 

Ferd.  (taking  her  hand).  Pardon  me,  lady — ^we  are  with- 
out witnesses.  The  circumstance  which  brings  us  together 
to-day — and  only  to-day — -justifies  me,  nay,  compels  me,  to 
reveal  to  you  my  most  secret  feelings.  I  cannot  comprehend, 
lady,  how,  a  being  gifted  with  so  much  beauty  and  spirit — 
qualities  which  a  man  cannot  fail  to  admire — could  throw 
herself  away  on  a  prince  incapable  of  valuing  aught 
beyond  her  mere  person — and  yet  not  feel  some  visitings  of 
shame,  when  she  steps  forth  to  ofifer  her  heart  to  a  man 
of  honour ! 

Lady  M.  {looking  at  him  with  an  air  of  pride).  Say  on, 
air,  without  reserve. 

Feed.  You  call  yourself  an  Englishwoman — pardon  me, 
lady,  I  can  hardly  believe  you. — The  free-born  daughter 
of  the  freest  people  under  heaven — a  people  too  proud  to 
imitate  even  foreign  virtues — would  surely  never  have  sold 
herself  to  foreign  vices  I — It  is  not  possible,  lady,  that  you 
should  be  a  native  of  Britain,  unless  indeed  your  heart  be  as 
much  below  as  the  sons  of  Britannia  vaunt  theirs  to  be  above 
all  others  ! 

Lady  M.     Have  you  done,  sir  ? 

Ferd.  Womanly  vanity — passions — temperament — a  na- 
tural appetite  for  pleasure — all  these  might,  perhaps,  be  pleaded 
in  extenuation,  —  for  virtue  often  survives  honour  —  and 
many,  who  once  trod  the  paths  of  infamy,  have  subsequently 
reconciled  themselves  to  society  by  the  performance  of 
noble  deeds,  and  have  thus  thrown  a  halo  of  glory  round  their 
evil  doings — but,  if  this  were  so,  whence  comes  the  mon- 
strous extortion  that  now  oppresses  the  people  with  a  weight 
never  before  known? — This  I  would  ask  in  the  name  of 
my  fatherland— and  now,  lady,  I  have  done  I 

Lady  M.  {with  gentleness  and  dignity).  This  is  the  first 
time.  Baron  von  Walter,  that  words  such  as  these  have  been 
addressed  to  me — and  you  are  the  only  man  to  whom  I  would 
in  return   have  vouchsafed   an  answer      Your  rejectioii  o( 
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my  hand  commands  my  esteem.  Your  invectives  against 
my  heart  have  my  full  forgiveness,  for  I  will  not  believe 
you  sincere,  since  he  who  dares  hold  such  language  to 
a  woman,  that  could  ruin  him  in  an  instant, — must  either 
believe  that  she  possesses  a  great  and  noble  heart — 
or  must  be  the  most  desperate  of  madmen. — That  you 
ascribe  the  misery,  of  this  land  to  me  may  He  forgive,  before 
whose  throne  you,  and  I,  and  the  prince,  shall  one  day  meet ! 
But,  as  in  my  person  you  have  insulted  the  daughter 
of  Britain,  so  in  vindication  of  my  country's  honour  you  must 
hear  my  exculpation. 

Feed,  (leaning  on  his  sword).    Lady,  I  listen  with  interest. 

Lady  M.  Hear,  then,  that  which  I  have  never  yet  breathed 
to  mortal,  and  whicli  none  but  yourself  will  ever  learn  from 
my  lips.  I  am  not  the  low  adventurer  you  suppose  me, 
sir ! — Nay !  did  I  listen  to  the  voice  of  pride,  I  might  even 
boast  myself  to  be  of  royal  birth ; — I  am  descended  from  the 
unhappy  Thomas  Norfolk,  who  paid  the  penalty  of  his  ad- 
herence to  the  cause  of  Mary,  Queen  of  Scots,  by  a  bloody  death 
on  the  scaffold. — My  father,  who,  as  royal  chamberlain,  had  once 
enjoyed  his  sovereign's  confidence,  was  accused  of  main- 
taining treasonable  relations  with  France,  and  was  condemned 
and  executed  by  a  decree  of  the  Parliament  of  Great  Britain. 
— Our  estates  were  confiscated,  and  our  family  banished  from 
their  native  soil.  My  mother  died  on  the  day  of  my  father's 
execution,  and  I — then  a  girl  of  fourteen — fled  to  Germany 
with  one  faithful  attendant. — A  casket  of  jewels,  and  this 
crucifix,  placed  in  my  bosom  by  my  dying  mother,  were  all 
my  fortune  ! 

[Feed.,  absorbed  in  thought,  surveys  Lady  Milfoed  with 
looks  of  compassion  and  sympathy, 

(Lady  M.  continuing  with  increased  emotion.)  Without  a 
name — without  protection  or  property — a  foreigner  and  an 
orphan,  I  reached  Hamburgh.  I  had  learnt  nothing  but  a  little 
French,  and  to  run  my  fingers  over  the  embroidery  frame,  or  the 
keys  of  my  harpsichord.  But,  though  I  was  ignorant  of  all 
useful  arts,  I  had  learnt  full  well  to  feast  off  gold  and  silver, 
to  sleep  beneath  silken  hangings,  to  bid  attendant  pages  obey 
my  voice,  and  to  listen  to  the  honied  words  of  flattery  and 
adulation.  Six  years  passed  away  in  sorrow  and  in  sadness— 
the  remnant  of  my  scanty  means  was  fast  melting  away — my  old 
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and  faithful  nurse  was  no  more — and — and  then  it  was  that 
fate  brought  your  sovereign  to  Hamburgh. — I  was  walking  be- 
side the  shores  of  the  Elbe,  wondering,  as  I  gazed  on  its  waters, 
whether  they  or  my  sorrows  were  the  deeper,  when  the  duke 
crossed  my  path.  He  followed  me,  traced  me  to  my  humble 
abode,  and,  casting  himself  at  my  feet,  vowed  that  he  loved 
me.  [She  pauses,  and,  after  struggling  with  her  emotion,  con- 
tinues in  a  voice  choked  by  tears.)  All  the  images  of  my  happy 
childhood  were  revived  in  hues  of  delusive  brightness — while 
the  future  lower 'd  before  me  black  as  the  grave. — My  heart 
panted  for  communion  with  another— and  I  sank  into  the 
arms  opened  to  receive  me !  {Turning  away.) — And  now  you 
condemn  me ! 

Ferd.  [greatly  agitated,  follows  her,  and  leads  her  back). 
Lady !  heavens  !  what  do  I  hear ! — What  have  I  done  ? — The 
guilt  of  my  conduct  is  unveiled  in  all  its  deformity ! — It  is 
impossible  you  should  forgive  me. 

Lady  M.  {endeavouring  to  overcome  her  emotion).  Hear 
me  on ! — The  prince,  it  is  true,  overcame  my  unprotected 
youth,  but  the  blood  of  the  Howards  still  glowed  within  my 
veins,  and  never  ceased  to  reproach  me ; — that  I,  the  descendant 
of  royal  ancestors,  should  stoop  to  be  a  prince's  paramour ! 
— Pride  and  destiny  still  contended  in  my  bosom,  when  the 
duke  brought  me  hither,  where  scenes  the  most  revolting  burst 
upon  my  sight! — The  voluptuousness  of  the  great  is  an  insa- 
tiable hysena— the  craving  of  whose  appetite  demands  perpe- 
tual victims.  Fearfully  had  it  laid  this  country  waste — 
separating  bridegroom  and  bride — and  tearing  asunder  even 
the  holy  bonds  of  marriage. — Here,  it  had  destroyed  the 
tranquil  happiness  of  a  whole  family — there,  the  blighting 
pest  had  seized  on  a  young  and  inexperienced  heart,  and 
expiring  victims  called  down  bitter  imprecations  on  the  heads 
of  their  undoers. — It  was  then  that  I  stept  forth  between 
the  lamb  and  the  tiger,  and,  in  a  moment  of  dalliance,  extorted 
from  the  duke  his  royal  promise  that  this  revolting  licen- 
tiousness should  cease. 

Ferd.  (pacing  the  room  in  violent  agitation).  No  more, 
lady !     No  more !  '^' 

Lady  M.  This  gloomy  period  was  succeeded  by  one  still  more 
gloomy — The  Court   swarmed  with  French  and  Italian   ad 
venturers — the  royal  sceptre  became  the  plaything  of  Parisian 
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harlots,  and  the  people  writhed  and  bled  beneath  their 
capricious  rule.  Each  had  her  day — I  saw  them  sink  be- 
fore me,  one  by  one,  for  I  was  the  most  skilful  coquette  of 
all! — It  was  then  that  I  seized  and  wielded  the  tyrant's 
sceptre  whilst  he  slumbered  voluptuously  in  my  embrace — 
then,  Walter,  thy  country,  for  the  first  time,  felt  the  hand  of 
humanity,  and  reposed  in  confidence  on  my  bosom.  (A  pause, 
during  which  she  gazes  upon  him  with  tenderness.)  Oh  !  that 
the  man,  by  whom,  of  all  others,  1  least  wish  to  be  mis- 
understood, should  compel  me  to  turn  braggart,  and  parade 
my  unobtrusive  virtues  to  the  glare  of  admiration ! — Walter, 
I  have  burst  open  the  doors  of  prisons — I  have  cancelled 
death-warrants  and  shortened  many  a  frightful  eternity  upon 
the  galleys. — Into  wounds  beyond  my  power  to  heal,  I  have 
at  least  poured  soothing  balsam — I  have  hurled  mighty  vil- 
lains to  the  earth,  and  oft  with  the  tears  of  a  harlot  saved  the 
cause  of  innocence  from  impending  ruin. — Ah !  young  man, 
how  sweet  were  then  my  feelings ! — How  proudly  did  these 
actions  teach  my  heart  to  support  the  reproaches  of  my  noble 
blood ! — And  now  comes  the  man,  who  alone  can  repay  me  for 
all  that  I  have  suffered — the  man,  whom  perhaps  my  relent- 
ing destiny  created  as  a  compensation  for  former  sorrows — the 
man,  whom  with  ardent  affection  I  already  clasp 'd  in  my 
dreams. 

Ferd.  {interrupting  her).  Hold,  lady,  hold !  You  exceed 
the  bounds  of  our  conference!  You  undertook  to  clear 
yourself  from  reproach,  and  you  make  me  a  criminal !  Spare 
me,  I  beseech  you !  Spare  a  heart,  already  overwhelmed  by 
confusion  and  remorse ! 

Lady  M.  {grasping  his  hand).  You  must  hear  me,  Walter ! 
— hear  me  now,  or  never.  Long  enough  has  the  heroine  sus- 
tained me ;  — now  you  must  feel  the  whole  weight  of  these 
tears !  Mark  me,  Walter  ! — Should  an  unfortunate — impe- 
tuously, irresistibly  attracted  towards  you — clasp  you  to  her 
bosom  full  of  unutterable,  inextinguishable  love,  —  should 
this  unfortunate  —  bowed  down  with  the  consciousness  of 
shame — disgusted  with  vicious  pleasures — heroically  exalted 
by  the  inspiration  of  virtue — throw  herself — thus  into  your 
arms  {embracing  him  in  an  eager  and  supplicating  rnanner) ; 
• — should  she  do  this,  and  you  still  pronounce  the   freezing 
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word  *'  Honour  I'' Should  she    pray  that   through  you 

she  might  he  saved — that  through  you  she  might  be  re- 
stored   to    her   hopes  of  heaven! (Turning    aivay     her 

heady  and  speaking  in  a  hollow  faltering  voice.)  Or  should 
she,  her  prayer  refused,  listen  to  the  voice  of  Despair,  and 
to  escape  from  your  image  plunge  herself  into  yet  more  fearful 
depths  of  infamy  and  vice 

Feed,  [breaking  from  her  in  great  emotion).  No,  by  hea- 
ven !  This  is  more  than  I  can  endure  1 — Lady,  I  am  com- 
pelled— Heaven  and  earth  compel  me — to  make  the  honest 
avowal  of  my  sentiments  and  situation. 

Lady  M.  [hastening  from  him).  Oh !  not  now !  By  all 
that  is  holy  I  entreat  you — Spare  me  in  this  dreadful 
moment,  when  my  lacerated  heart  bleeds  from  a  thousand 
wounds — Be  your  decision  life  or  death — I  dare  not — I  will 
not  hear  it ! 

Ferd.  I  entreat  you,  lady  !  I  insist !  What  I  have  to  say 
will  mitigate  my  offence,  and  warmly  plead  your  forgiveness 
for  the  past.  I  have  been  deceived  in  you,  lady — I  expected 
— nay,  I  wished,  to  find  you  deserving  my  contempt.  I  came 
determined  to  insult  you,  and  to  make  myself  the  object  of 
your  hate.  Happy  would  it  have  been  for  us  both  had  my 
purpose  succeeded !    [He  pauses ;  then  proceeds  in  a  gentle  and 

faltering   voice?)    Lady,    I  love !  I  love   a    maid    of 

humble  birth — Louisa  Miller  is  her  name,  the  daughter  of  a 
music-master.  (Lady  M.  turns  away  pale  and  greatly  agitated.) 
— I  know  into  what  an  abyss  I  plunge  myself;  but,  though 
prudence  bids  me  conceal  my  passion,  honour  overpowers  its 
precepts — I  am  the  criminal — I  first  destroyed  the  golden 
calm  of  Louisa's  innocence — I  lulled  her  heart  with  aspiring 
hopes,  and  surrendered  it,  like  a  betrayer,  a  prey  to  the  wildest 
of  passions.  You  will  bid  me  remember  my  rank — my  birth 
— my  father — schemes  of  aggrandisement — But  in  vain  — 
I  lov^! — My  hopes  become  more  fervent,  as  the  breach 
widens  between  nature  and  the  mere  conventions  of  society — 
between  my  resolution  and  worldly  prejudices  !  We  shall  see 
whether  love  or  nit^rest  is  victorious.  (Lady  M.  during 
this  has  retired  to  the  e>Jtreme  end  of  the  apartment,  and  covers 
her  face  with  both  hands. — Ferdinand  approaches  her,)  Have 
you  aught  to  answer,  lady  ? 
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Lady  M.  {in  a  tone  of  intense  suffering).  Nothing! — 
Nothing ! — but  that  you  destroy  yourself  and  me — and,  with 
us,  yet  a  third. 

Feed.     A  third? 

Lady  M.  Never  can  you  marry  Louisa ;  never  can  you  be 
happy  with  me.  We  shall  all  be  the  victims  of  your  father's 
rashness.  I  can  never  hope  to  possess  the  heart  of  a  husband 
who  has  been  forced  to  give  me  his  hand. 

Feed.  Forced,  lady  ?  Forced? — And  yet  given?  Will  you 
enforce  a  hand  without  a  heart? — Will  you  tear  from  a 
maiden  a  man,  who  is  the  whole  world  to  her  ? — Will  you  tear 
a  maiden  from  a  man,  who  has  centered  all  his  hopes  of  happi- 
ness on  her  alone  ? — Will  you  do  this,  lady  ? — you  who  but  a 
moment  before  were  the  lofty  noble-minded  daughter  of  Britain  ? 

Lady  M.  I  will,  because  I  must !  {earnestly  and  firmly.) 
My  passions,  Walter,  overcome  my  tenderness  for  you.— My 
honour  has  no  alternative — Our  union  is  the  talk  of  the  whole 
city. — Every  eye,  every  shaft  of  ridicule  is  bent  against  me. 
'Twere  a  stain  which  time  could  never  efface  should  a  subject 
of  the  prince  reject  my  hand ! — Appease  your  father,  if  you 
have  the  power !  Defend  yourself,  as  you  best  may! — my  reso- 
lution is  taken.— The  mine  is  fired,  and  I  abide  the  issue. 

[Exit.     Ferdinand  remains  in  speechless  astonishment 
for  some  moments ;  then  rushes  wildly  out. 

Scene  IV. — Millers  House. 
Miller  meeting  Louisa  and  Mrs.  Miller 

Miller.     Ay !  ay !  I  told  you  how  it  would  be ! 

Louisa  (hasteniny  to  him  with  anxiety).  What,  father? 
What? 

Miller  {running  up  and  down  the  room).  My  cloak, 
there— Quick,  quick! — I  must  be  beforehand  with  him — My 
cloak,  I  say  ! — Yes,  yes  !  this  was  just  what  I  expected ! 

Louisa.     For  God's  sake,  father !  tell  me  ? 

Mrs.  M.     What  is  the  matter.  Miller  ?    What  alarms  you  ? 

Miller  {throwing  down  his  wig).  Let  that  go  to  the 
friseur. — What  is  the  matter,  indeed  ? — And  my  beard,  too,  is 
nearly  half  an  inch  long — What 's  the  matter? — What  do  you 
think,  you  old  carrion. — The  devil  has  broke  loose,  and  you 
may  look  out  for  squalls. 
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Mrs.  M.  There,  now,  that's  just  the  way!  When  any 
thing  goes  wrong,  it 's  always  my  fault. 

Miller.  Your  fault?  Yes,  you  brimstone  faggot!  and 
whose  else  should  it  be  ? — This  very  morning,  when  you  were 
holding  forth  about  that  confounded  major — Did  I  not  say  then 
what  would  be  the  consequence  ?— That  knave,  Worm,  has 
blabbed. 

Mrs.  M.     Gracious  Heavens  ! — But  how  do  you  know  ? 

Miller.  How  do  I  know  ? — Look  yonder !  a  messenger  of 
the  minister  is  already  at  the  door  inquiring  for  the  fiddler. 

Louisa,  (turning  pale,  and  sitting  down).  Oh!  God!  I 
am  in  agony ! 

Miller.  And  you,  too,  with  that  languishing  air  ? — [laughs 
bitterly.) — But,  right !  Right ! — There  's  an  old  saying  that 
where  the  devil  keeps  a  breeding  cage  he  is  sure  to  hatch  a 
handsome  daughter. 

Mrs.  M.  But  how  do  you  know  that  Louisa  is  in  question? 
You  may  have  been  recommended  to  the  duke ;  he  may  want 
you  in  his  orchestra. 

Miller  (jumping  up,  and  seizing  his  fiddlestick).  May  the 
sulphurous  rain  of  hell  consume  thee ! — Orchestra — indeed ! 
Ay,  where  you,  you  old  procuress  shall  howl  the  treble  whilst 
my  smarting  back  groans  the  base.  (Throwing  himself  upon  a 
chair.)     Oh !  God  in  heaven  ! 

Louisa  (sinks  on  the  sofa,  p)ale  as  death).  Father! — 
Mother  ! — Oh !  my  heart  sinks  within  me. 

Miller  (starting  up  with  anger).  But  let  me  only  lay 
hands  on  that  infernal  quilldriver ! — I  '11  make  him  skip — Be 
it  in  this  world,  or  the  next— If  I  don't  pound  him  to  a  jelly, 
body  and  soul — if  I  don't  write  all  the  Ten  Commandments, 
the  seven  Penitential  Psalms,  the  five  books  of  Moses  and  the 
whole  of  the  Prophets  upon  his  rascally  hide,  so  distinctly  that 
the  blue  hieroglyphics  shall  be  legible  at  the  day  of  judgment 
— if  I  don't,  may  I 

Mrs.  M.  Yes,  yes,  curse  and  swear  your  hardest !  That 's 
the  way  to  frighten  the  devil !  Oh,  dear !  Oh,  dear !  Oh, 
gracious  heavens  !  What  shall  we  do  ?  Who  can  advise  us  ? 
Speak,  Miller,  speak;  this  silence  distracts  me!  (she  rum 
screaming  up  and  down  the  room.) 

Miller.     I  will  instantly  to  the  minister  1     I  will  open  my 
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mouth  boldly — and  tell  him  all  from  beginning  tc  end  !  You 
knew  it  before  me,  and  ought  to  have  given  me  a  hint  of  what 
was  going  on !  The  girl  might  yet  have  been  advised.  It 
might  still  have  been  time  to  save  her !  But,  no ! — There  was 
something  for  your  meddling  and  making — and  you  must 
needs  add  fuel  to  the  fire — Now  you  have  made  your  bed, 
you  may  lie  on  it.  As  you  have  brewed,  so  you  may  drink — I 
shall  take  my  daughter  under  my  arm,  and  be  off  with  her 
over  the  borders. 

Scene  V. 
MiLLEK,  Mrs.  Miller,  Louisa,  Ferdinand. 

Ferd.  {rushes  in,  terrified,  and  out  of  breath).     Has~^ 
my  father  been  here  ? 

Louisa  {starts  back  in  horror).  His  father?  Gracious 
Heaven ! 

Mrs.  M.  {wringing  her  hands).    The  Minister  here  ? 
Then  it 's  all  over  with  us  ! 

Miller  {laughs  bitterly).    Thank  God !  Thank  God  ! 
Now  comes  our  benefit ! 

Ferd.  {rushing  towards  Louisa,  and  clasping  her  in  his 
arms).  Mine  thou  art,  though  heaven  and  hell  were  placed 
between  us ! 

Louisa.  I  am  doomed  I — Speak,  Ferdinand ! — Did  you  not 
utter  that  dreaded  name  ? — Your  father  ? 

Ferd.  Be  not  alarmed !  the  danger  has  passed !  I 
have  thee  again !  again  thou  hast  me !  Let  me  regain  my 
breath  on  thy  dear  bosom.     It  was  a  dreadful  hour ! 

Louisa.  What  was  a  dreadful  hour  ?  Answer  me,  Ferdi- 
nand ! — I  die  with  apprehension ! 

Ferd.  {drawing  back,  gazing  upon  her  earnestly,  then 
in  a  solemn  tone).  An  hour,  Louisa,  when  another's  form 
stepped  between  my  heart  and  thee — an  hour  in  which  my  love 
grew  pale  before  my  conscience — when  Louisa  ceased  to  be  alJ 
in  all  to  Ferdinand ! 

[Louisa  sinks  back  upon  her  chair,  and  conceals  he9 

face. 

(Ferdinand  stands  before  her   in   speechless   agitation,  then 

turns  away  from  her  suddenly,  and  exclaims)  Never,  never ! 

Baroness,  'tis  impossible !  you  ask  too  much  !     Never  can  I 
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aacrifice  this  innocence  at  your  shrine. — No,  by  the  eternal 
God !  I  cannot  recall  my  oath,  which  speaks  to  me  from  thy 
soul-thrilling  eyes  louder  than  the  thunders  of  Heaven  ! — 
Behold,  lady ! — Inhuman  father,  look  on  this  !  Would  you 
have  me  destroy  this  angel?  Shall  my  perfidy  kindle  a  hell 
in  this  heavenly  bosom?  (fuming  towards  her  with  firmness). — 
No !  I  will  bear  her  to  thy  throne,  Almighty  Judge !  Thy 
voice  shall  declare  if  my  affection  be  a  crime.  {He  grasps  her 
handy  and  raises  her  from  the  sofa.)  Courage,  my  beloved ! 
— thou  hast  conquered — And  I  come  forth  a  victor  from  the 
terrible  conflict ! 

Louisa.  No,  no,  Ferdinand,  conceal  nothing  from  me! 
Declare  boldly  the  dreadful  decree  !  You  named  your  father? 
You  spoke  of  the  Baroness ! — The  shivering  of  death  seizes 
my  heart ! — 'Tis  said  she  is  about  to  be  married ! 

Feed,  [quite  overcome,  throws  himself  at  her  feet).  Yes, 
and  to  me,  dear  unfortunate  !     Such  is  my  father's  will ! 

Louisa  {after  a  deep  pause,  in  a  tremulous  voice,  but  with 
assumed  resignation).  Well! — Why  am  I  thus  affrighted? 
Has  not  my  dear  father  often  told  me  that  you  never  could 
be  mine  ? — But  I  was  obstinate,  and  believed  him  not.  {A 
second  pause;  she  falls  weeping  into  her  fathers  arms.) 
Father,  thy  daughter  is  thine  own  again ! — Father,  forgive 
me ! — 'Twas  not  your  child's  fault,  that  the  dream  was  so 
heavenly — the  waking  so  terrible  ! 

Miller.  Louisa!  Louisa!— 0  merciful  heaven !  she  has 
lost  her  senses  ! — My  daughter  !  My  poor  child ! — Curses 
upon  thy  seducer ! — Curses  upon  the  pandering  mother  who 
threw  thee  in  his  way ! 

Mrs.  M.  (weeping  on  Louisa's  neck).  Daughter,  do  I 
deserve  this  curse  ?  God  forgive  you,  major  ! — What  has 
this  poor  lamb  done,  that  you  bring  this  misery  upon  her  ? 

Ferd.  {with  resolution).  I  will  unravel  the  meshes  of  these 
intrigues. — I  will  burst  asunder  these  iron  chains  of  preju- 
dice— As  a  free-born  man  will  I  make  my  choice,  and  crush 
ihese  insect  souls  with  the  colossal  force  of  my  love !    [Going. 

Louisa  {rises  trembling  from  the  sofa,  and  attempts  to  follow 
him).  Stay,  oh!  stay! — Whither  are  you  going? — Father! 
— Mother  ! — He  deserts  us  in  this  fearful  hour ! 

Mrs.  M.  {hastens  towards  him,  and  detains  him).  The  Pre- 
sident is  coming  hither  ! — He  will   ill  use  my  child  ! — He 
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will  ill  use  us  all ! — and  yet,  major,  you  are  going  to  leave 
us. 

Miller  {laughs  hysterically).  Leave  us  ?  Of  course  he  is ! 
— What  should  hinder  him  ? — The  girl  has  given  him  all  she 
had.  {Grasping  Ferdinand  with  one  hand,  and  Louisa  toith 
the  other.)  Listen  to  me,  young  gentleman.  The  only  way  out 
of  my  house  is  over  my  daughter's  body. — If  you  possess  one 
single  spark  of  honour,  await  your  father's  coming ;  tell  him, 
deceiver,  how  you  stole  her  young  and  inexperienced  heart ; 
or,  by  the  God  who  made  me !  {thrusting  Louisa  towards  him 
with  violence  and  passion)  you  shall  crush  before  my  eyes  this 
trembling  worm,  whom  love  for  you  has  brought  to  shame  and 
infamy ! 

Ferd.  {returns,  and  walks  to  and  fro  in  deep  thought),  'Tis 
true,  the  President's  power  is  great — parental  authority  is  a 
mighty  word — even  crimes  claim  respect  when  concealed 
within  its  folds. — He  may  push  that  authority  far — very 
far ! — But  love  goes  beyond  it. — Hear  me,  Louisa ;  give  me 
thy  hand !  {clasping  it  firmly.)  As  surely  as  I  hope  for  Hea- 
ven's mercy  in  my  dying  hour,  I  swear — That  the  moment 
which  separates  these  hands  shall  also  rend  asunder  the 
thread  that  binds  me  to  existence ! 

Louisa.  You  terrify  me  ! — Turn  from  me  ! — ^Your  lips 
tremble  ! — your  eyes  roll  fearfully  ! — — 

Ferd.  Nay,  Louisa !  fear  nothing !  It  is  not  madness 
which  prompts  my  oath !  'tis  the  choicest  gift  of  Heaven,  De- 
cision, sent  to  my  aid  at  that  critical  moment,  when  an  op- 
pressed bosom  can  only  find  relief  in  some  desperate  remedy. 
— I  love  thee,  Louisa ! — Thou  shalt  be  mine  ! — 'Tis  resolved ! 

And  now  for  my  father ! 

\He  rushes  out,  and  is  met  by  the  President 

Scene  VL 

Miller,  Mrs.  Miller,  Louisa,  Ferdinand,  President 
with  Servants. 

Pres.  {as  he  enters).     So !  here  he  is !     {All  start  in  ter 
ror.) 

Ferd.  {retiring  a  few  paces).     In  the  house  of  innocence  1 
Pres.     Where  a  son  learns  obedience  to  his  father ! 
Ferd.     Permit  me  to 
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Pres.  {interrupting  him,  turns  to  Miller).  The  father,  I 
presume  ? 

Miller.     I  am  Miller,  the  musician. 

Pres.  {to  Mrs.  Miller).     And  you,  the  mother? 

Mrs.  M.     Yes,  alas!  her  unfortunate  mother! 

Ferd.  [to  Miller).  Father,  take  Louisa  to  her  chamber 
— she  is  fainting. 

Pres.  An  unnecessary  precaution ! — I  will  soon  arouse 
her.  {To  Louisa.)  How  long  have  you  been  acquainted  with 
the  President's  son  ? 

Louisa  [with  timidity).  Of  the  President's  son  I  have 
never  thought. — Ferdinand  von  Walter  has  paid  his  ad- 
dresses to  me  s-ince  November  last. 

Ferd.     And  he  adores  her ! 

Pres.  (to  Louisa).  Has  he  given  you  any  assurance  of  his 
love? 

Ferd.  But  a  few  minutes  since,  the  most  solemn,  and 
God  was  my  witness. 

Pres.  {to  his  son  angrily).  Silence  !  You  shall  have  oppor- 
tunity enough  of  confessing  your  folly.  {To  Louisa.)  I  await 
your  answer. 

Louisa.     He  swore  eternal  love  to  me. 

Ferd.     And  I  will  keep  my  oath. 

Pres.  {to  Ferdinand).  Must  I  command  your  silence  ? 
[To  Louisa). — Did  you  accept  his  rash  vows  ? 

Louisa  {with  tenderness).  I  did,  and  gave  him  mine  in 
exchange. 

Ferd.  {resolutely).    The  bond  is  irrevocable 

Pres.  {to  Ferdinand).  If  you  dare  to  interrupt  me  again, 
I  '11  teach  you  better  manners.  (To  Louisa,  sneeringly.) — And 
he  paid  handsomely  every  time,  no  doubt  ? 

Louisa.     I  do  not  understand  your  question. 

Pres.  {ivith  an  insulting  laugh).  Oh,  indeed  I  Well,  I  only 
mieant  to  hint,  that — as  everything  has  its  price — I  hope  you 
have  been  more  provident  than  to  bestow  your  favours  gratis : 
— or,  perhaps,  you  were  satisfied  wdth  merely  participating  in 
the  pleasure  ? — Eh  ?  how  was  it  ? 

Ferd.  {infuriated).  Hell  and  confusion  !  What  does  this 
mean  ? 

Louisa  {to  Ferdinand,  with  dignity  and  emotion).  Baron 
von  Walter,  now  you  are  free  ! 
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Feed.  Father !  virtue,  though  clothed  in  a  beggar's  garb, 
commands  respect ! 

Pees,  {laughing  aloud),  A  most  excellent  joke  !  The  fa- 
ther is  commanded  to  honour  his  son's  strumpet ! 

Louisa.  Oh !  Heaven  and  earth !  {Sinks  down  in  a 
swoon.) 

Feed,  {drawing  his  sword).  Father,  you  gave  me  life,  and, 
till  now,  I  acknowledged  your  claim  on  it. — That  debt  is  can- 
celled. {Beplaces  his  sword  in  the  scabbard,  and  j^oints  to 
Louisa.)     There  lies  the  bond  of  filial  duty  torn  to  atoms ! 

MiLLEE  {who  has  stood  apart  tremblmg,  now  comes  for- 
ward, by  turns  gnashing  his  teeth  in  rage,  and  shrinking  back 
in  terror).  Your  excellency,  the  child  is  the  father's  second  self. 
— No  offence,  I  hope ! — ^Who  strikes  the  child  hits  the  father 
— blow  for  blow — that 's  our  rule  here. — No  offence,  I  hope  ! 

Mes.  M.  God  have  mercy  on  us !  Now  the  old  man  has 
begun — we  shall  all  catch  it  with  a  vengeance  I 

Pees,  {who  has  not  understood  what  Mtltser  said).  What? 
is  the  old  Pander  stirred  up  ? — We  shall  have  something  to 
settle  together  presently,  Mr.  Pander ! 

MiLLEE.  You  mistake  me,  my  lord.  My  name  is  Miller, 
at  your  service  for  an  adagio — but,  as  to  lady-birds,  I  cannot 
serve  you.  As  long  as  there  is  such  an  assortment  at  court, 
we,  poor  citizens,  can't  afford  to  lay  in  stock ! — No  offence,  I 
hope ! 

MEe.  M.  For  Heaven's  sake,  man,  hold  your  tongue  !  would 
you  ruin  both  wife  and  child  ? 

Feed,  {to  his  father).  You  play  but  a  sorry  part  here,  my 
lord,  and  might  well  have  dispensed  with  these  witnesses. 

MiLLEE  {coming  nearer,  with  increasing  confidence).  To 
be  plain  and  above-board — No  offence,  I  hope — ^your  excel- 
lency may  have  it  all  your  own  way  in  the  Cabinet — but  this 
is  my  house. — I  'm  your  most  obedient  very  humble  servant 
when  I  wait  upon  you  with  a  petition,  but  the  rude,  unman- 
nerly intruder  I  have  the  right  to  bundle  out — No  offence,  I 
hope! 

Pees,  {pale  with  anger,  and  approaching  Millee).  What  ? 
What 's  that  you  dare  to  utter  ? 

Millee  {retreating  a  few  steps).  Only  a  little  bit  of  my 
mind,  sir — No  offence,  I  hope ! 

Pbes.  {furiously).     Insolent  villain! — ^Your  impertinencse 

T 
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shall  procure  you  a  lodging  in  prison. — [To  his  servants). — 
Call  in  the  officers  of  justice! — Away!  {Some  of  the  attendants 
go  out. — The  President  paces  the  stage  with  a  furious  air,) 
The  father  shall  to  prison;  the  mother  and  her  strumpet 
daughter,  to  the  pillory! — Justice  shall  lend  her  sword  to 
my  rage  !  For  this  insult  will  I  have  ample  amends. — Shall 
such  contemptible  creatures  thwart  my  plans,  and  set  father 
and  son  against  each  other  with  impunity? — Tremble,  mis- 
creants !  I  will  glut  my  hate  in  your  destruction — the  whole 
brood  of  you — father,  mother,  and  daughter,  shall  be  sacri- 
ficed to  my  vengeance ! 

Feed,  {to  Miller,  in  a  collected  and  firm  manner).  Oh ! 
not  so  ! Fear  not,  friends !  I  am  your  protector.  {Turn- 
ing to  the  President,  with  deference) — Be  not  so  rash,  father! 
For  your  own  sake  let  me  beg  of  you,  no  violence. — There  is 
a  corner  of  my  heart  where  the  name  of  father  has  never  yet 
been  heard. — Oh  !  press  not  into  that  I 

Pees.  Silence,  unworthy  boy!  Rouse  not  my  anger  to 
greater  fury ! 

Miller  (recovering  from  a  stupor).  Wife,  look  to  your 
daughter!  I  fly  to  the  duke. — His  highness'  tailor — God 
be  praised  for  reminding  me  of  it  at  this  moment — learns  the 
flute  of  me — I  cannot  fail  of  success.    {Is  hastening  off.) 

Pees.  To  the  duke,  will  you  ? — Have  you  forgotten  that  I 
am  the  threshold  over  which  you  must  pass,  or  failing,  perish  ? 
— To  the  duke,  you  fool  ? — Try  to  reach  him  with  your  la- 
mentations, when,  reduced  to  a  living  skeleton,  you  lie  buried 
in  a  dungeon  five  fathoms  deep,  where  light  and  sound  never 
enter;  where  darkness  goggles  at  hell  with  gloating  eyes  ! — 
There  gnash  thy  teeth  in  anguish ;  there  rattle  thy  chains 
in  despair,  and  groan,  "  Woe  is  me !  This  is  beyond  human 
endurance ! "    ^ 

Scene  VII. 

Officers  of  Justice — the  former. 

Feed,  {flies  to  Louisa,  who,  overcome  with  fear,  faints  ir* 
his  arms).  Louisa ! Help,  for  God's  sake !  Terror  over- 
powers her ! 

[MiLLEE,  catching  up  his  cane,  and  putting  on  his  hat, 
prepares  for  defence, — Mes.  Millee  throws  herself  on 
her  knees  before  the  President.] 


SC.  VTlJ  LOVE   AND    INTiUGUK.  275 

Pe:^.  [to  the  Officers ^  showing  his  star).  Arrest  thcso 
offenders  in  the  duke  s  name. — Boy,  let  go  that  strumpet  !— 
Fainting  or  not — when  once  her  neck  is  fitted  mth  the  iron 
collar,  the  mob  will  pelt  her  till  she  revives. 

Mrs.  Miller.     Mercy,  your  excellency!     Mercy!  Mercy! 

Miller  (snatching  her  from  the  ground  with  violence). 
Kneel  to  God,  you  howling  fool,  and  not  to — villains — since 
I  must  to  prison  any  w^ay  I 

Pres.  {biting  his  lips).  You  may  be  out  in  your  reckoning, 
scoundrel !  There  are  still  gallows  to  spare  !  {To  the  Officers.) 
Must  I  repeat  my  orders  ? 

[They  approach  Louisa. — Ferdinand  places  himself 
before  her, 

Ferd.  {fiercely).  Touch  her  who  dare!  {He  draws  his 
sword  and  flourishes  it,]  Let  no  one  presume  to  lay  a  finger 
on  her,  whose  life  is  not  well  insured.  {To  the  President.) 
As  you  value  your  own  safety,  father,  urge  me  no  further ! 

Pres.  {to  the  Officers  in  a  threatening  voice).  At  your  peril, 
cowards !     {They  again  attempt  to  seize  Louisa.) 

Ferd  Hell  and  furies !  Back,  I  say ! — [Driving  them 
away.)  Once  more,  father,  I  warn  you — have  some  thought 
for  your  own  safety  !     Drive  me  not  to  extremity ! 

Pres.  {enraged,  to  the  Officers).  Scoundrels  !  Is  this  your 
obedience  ?     {The  Officers  renew  their  efforts.) 

Ferd.  Well,  if  it  must  be  so  {attacking  and  wounding  seve- 
ral of  them),  Justice  forgive  me  ! 

Pres.  {exasperated  to  the  utmost).  Let  me  see  whether  I, 
too,  must  feel  your  weapon  ! — [He  seizes  Louisa,  and  delivers 
her  to  an  Officer), 

Feed,  {laughing  bitterly).  Father !  Father !  Your  con- 
duct is  a  galling  satire  upon  Providence,  who  has  so  ill 
understood  her  people,  as  to  make  bad  statesmen  of  excellent 
executioners  I 

Pres.  {to  the  Officers).     Away  with  her ! 

Ferd.  Father,  if  I  cannot  prevent  it,  she  must  stand  iu 
the  pillory — ^but  by  her  side  will  also  stand  the  son  of  the 
president — Do  you  still  insist  ? 

Pres.  The  more  entertaining  will  be  the  exhibition — 
Away  with  her ! 

Ferd.  I  will  pledge  the  honour  of  an  officer's  sword 
for  her— -Do  you  still  insist? 
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Pres.  Your  sword  is  already  familiar  with  disgrace — 
Away,  away  !     You  know  my  will ! 

Ferd.  \wrests  Louisa /rom  the  Officer  and  holds  her  with 
one  arm,  with  the  other  points  his  sword  at  her  bosom). 
Father — rather  than  tamely  see  my  wife  branded  with  in- 
famy, I  will  plunge  this  sword  into  her  bosom. — Do  you  still 
insist? 

Pres.     Do  it,  if  the  point  be  sharp  enough ! 

Feed,  {releases  Louisa,  and  looks  wildly  towards  Heaven). 
Be  thou  witness,  Almighty  God,  that  I  have  left  no  human 
means  untried  to  save  her ! — Forgive  me  now  if  I  have  re- 
course to  hellish  means — ^While  you  are  leading  her  to  the 
pillory  [speaking  loudly  in  the  President's  ear),  I  will  publish 
throughout  the  town  a  pleasant  history  of  how  a  President's 
chair  may  be  gained !  [Exit. 

Pres.  {as  if  thunder-struck).  How? — What  said  he? — 
Ferdinand ! — Eelease  her  instantly ! — {Rushes  after  his  son,) 


ACT  III 

Scene  I 
Room  at  the  President's.     Enter  President  and  Worm. 

Pres.     That  was  an  infernal  piece  of  business ! 

Worm.  Just  what  I  feared,  your  Excellency. — Opposition 
may  inflame  the  enthusiast,  but  never  converts  him. 

Pees.  I  had  placed  my  whole  reliance  upon  the  success  of 
this  attempt.  I  made  no  doubt  but,  if  the  girl  were  once 
publicly  disgraced,  he  would  be  obliged,  as  an  officer  and  a 
gentleman,  to  resign  her. 

Worm  An  admirable  idea!  Had  you  but  succeeded  in 
disgracing  her ! 

Pres.  And  yet — ^when  I  reflect  on  the  matter  coolly — ^I 
ought  not  to  have  suffered  myself  to  be  overawed. — It  was  a 
threat  which  he  never  could  have  meant  seriously ! 

Worm.  Be  not  too  certain  of  that !  There  is  no  folly  too 
gross  for  excited  passion !  You  say  that  the  baron  has  al- 
ways looked  upon  your  government  with  an  eye  of  disappro* 
bation :  I  can  readily  believe  it.     The  principles  which  he 
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brought  with  him  from  college  are  ill  suited  to  our  atmosphere 
What  have  the  fantastic  visions  of  personal  nobility  and  great- 
ness of  soul  to  do  in  a  court,  where  'tis  the  perfection  of  wis- 
dom to  be  great  and  little  by  turns,  as  occasion  demands? 
The  baron  is  too  young  and  too  fiery  to  take  pleasure  in  the 
slow  and  crooked  paths  of  intrigue.  That  alone  can  give  im- 
pulse to  his  ambition,  which  seems  glorious  and  romantic ! 

Pees,  {impatiently).  But  how  will  these  sagacious  remarks 
advance  our  affairs  ? 

Worm.  They  will  point  out  to  your  excellency  where  the 
wound  lies,  and  so,  perhaps,  help  you  to  find  a  remedy. — Such 
a  character — pardon  the  observation — ought  never  to  have 
been  made  a  confirdant,  or  should  never  have  been  roused  to 
enmity — He  detests  the  means  by  which  you  have  risen  to 
power ! — Perhaps  it  is  only  the  son  that  has  hitherto  sealed 
the  lips  of  the  betrayer !  Give  him  but  a  fair  opportunity  for 
throwing  off  the  bonds  imposed  upon  him  by  nature !  only 
convince  him,  by  unrelenting  opposition  to  his  passion,  that 
you  are  no  longer  an  affectionate  father,  and  that  moment  the 
duties  of  a  patriot  will  rush  upon  him  with  irresistible  force ! 
Nay,  the  high- wrought  idea  of  offering  so  unparalleled  a  sacri- 
fice at  the  shrine  of  justice  might  of  itself  alone  have  charms 
sufficient  to  reconcile  him  to  the  ruin  of  a  parent ! 

Pres.  Worm! — Worm! — To  what  a  horrible  abyss  do 
you  lead  me ! 

Worm.  Never  fear,  my  lord,  I  will  lead  you  back  in  safety ! 
— ^May  I  speak  without  restraint  ? 

Pres.  (throwing  himself  into  a  seat).  Freely,  as  felon  with 
felon. 

Worm.  Forgive  me  then. — It  seems  to  me  that  you  have 
to  ascribe  all  your  influence,  as  president,  to  the  courtly  art  of 
intrigue ;  why  not  resort  to  the  same  means  for  attaining  your 
ends  as  father  ?  I  well  remember  with  what  seeming  frank- 
ness you  invited  your  predecessor  to  a  game  at  piquet,  and 
caroused  half  the  night  with  him  over  bumpers  of  Burgundy ; 
and  yet  it  was  the  same  night  on  which  the  great  mine  you 
had  planned  to  annihilate  him  was  to  explode.  Why  did  you 
make  a  public  exhibition  of  enmity  to  the  major  ?  You  should 
by  no  means  have  let  it  appear  that  you  knew  anything  of  his 
love  affair. — You  should  have  made  the  girl  the  object  of  your 
attacks,  and  have  preserved  the  affection  of  your  son;  like  tlid 
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prudent  general,  who  does  not  engage  the  prime  of  the  enemy's 
force,  but  creates  disaffection  among  the  ranks ! 

Pres.     How  could  this  have  been  effected? 

Worm.  In  the  simplest  manner — even  now  the  game  is 
not  entirely  lost!  Forget  for  a  time  that  you  are  a  father. 
— Do  not  contend  against  a  passion  which  opposition  only 
renders  more  formidable. — Leave  me  to  hatch,  from  the 
heat  of  their  own  passions,  the  basilisk  which  shall  destroy 
them. 

Pres.     I  am  all  attention. 

Worm.  Either  my  knowledge  of  human  character  is  very 
small,  or  the  major  is  as  impetuous  in  jealousy  as  in  love. 
Make  him  suspect  the  girl's  constancy : — whether  probable  or 
not,  does  not  signify.  One  grain  of  leaven  will  be  enough  to 
ferment  the  whole  mass. 

Pres.     But  where  shall  we  find  that  grain  ? 

Worm.  Now,  then,  I  come  to  the  point: — but  first  explain 
to  me  how  much  depends  upon  the  major's  compliance. — 
How  far  is  it  of  consequence  that  the  romance  with  the  music- 
master's  daughter  should  be  brought  to  a  conclusion,  and  the 
marriage  with  Lady  Milford  effected  ? 

Pres.  How  can  you  ask  me,  Worm  ? — If  the  match  with 
Lady  Milford  is  broken  off,  I  stand  a  fair  chance  of  losing  my 
whole  influence;  on  the  other  hand,  if  I  force  the  major's 
consent,  of  losing  my  head. 

Worm  {with  animation).  Now,  have  the  kindness  to  listen 
to  me.  The  major  must  be  entangled  in  a  web. — Your  whole 
power  must  be  employed  against  his  mistress.  We  must 
make  her  write  a  love-letter,  address  it  to  a  third  party,  and 
contrive  to  drop  it  cleverly  in  the  way  of  the  major. 

Pres.  Absurd  proposal !  As  if  she  would  consent  to  sign 
her  own  death-warrant. 

Worm.  She  must  do  so,  if  you  will  but  let  me  follow  my 
own  plan.  I  know  her  gentle  heart  thoroughly ;  she  has  but 
two  vulnerable  sides,  by  which  her  conscience  can  be  attacked : 
they  are  her  father  and  the  major.  The  latter  is  entirely 
out  of  the  question;  we  must  therefore  make  the  most  of  the 
musician. — 

Pres.     In  what  way  ? 

Worm.  From  the  description  your  excellency  gave  me  of 
what  passed  in  his  house,  nothing  can  be  easier  than  to  terrify 
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the  father  with  the  threat  of  a  criminal  process.  The  person 
of  his  favourite,  and  of  the  keeper  of  the  seals,  is  in  some  de- 
gree the  representative  of  the  duke  himself,  and  he  who  of- 
fends the  former  is  guilty  of  treason  towards  the  latter. — At 
any  rate,  I  will  engage  with  these  pretences  to  conjure  up 
such  a  phantom  as  shall  scare  the  poor  devil  out  of  his  seven 
Benses. 

Pres.  But  recollect,  Worm,  the  afifair  must  not  be  carried 
so  far  as  to  become  serious. 

Worm.  Nor  shall  it. — It  shall  be  carried  no  further  than 
is  necessary  to  frighten  the  family  into  our  toils. — The  mu- 
sician, therefore,  must  be  quietly  arrested. — To  make  the  ne- 
cessity yet  more  urgent,  we  may  also  take  possession  of  the 
mother ; — and  then  we  begin  to  talk  of  criminal  process,  of  the 
scaffold,  and  of  imprisonment  for  life,  and  make  the  daughter's 
letter  the  sole  condition  of  the  parent's  release. 

Pres.  Excellent !  Excellent !  Now  I  begin  to  under- 
stand you ! 

Worm.  Louisa  loves  her  father — I  might  say  even  to 
adoration  !  The  danger  which  threatens  his  life,  or  at  least 
his  freedom — the  reproaches  of  her  conscience  for  being 
the  cause  of  his  misfortunes — the  impossibility  of  ever  be- 
coming the  major's  wife — the  confusion  of  her  brain,  which 
I  take  upon  myself  to  produce — all  these  considerations 
make  our  plan  certain  of  success. — She  must  be  caught  in  the 
snare. 

Pres.  But  my  son  ? — ^Will  he  not  instantly  get  scent  of 
it  ?    Will  it  not  make  him  yet  more  desperate  ? 

Worm.  Leave  that  to  me,  your  excellency! — The  old 
folks  shall  not  be  set  at  liberty  till  they  and  their  daughter 
have  taken  the  most  solemn  oath  to  keep  the  whole  transac- 
tion secret,  and  never  to  confess  the  deception. 

Pres.  An  oath?  Ridiculous!  What  restraint  can  an 
oath  be  ? 

Worm.  None  upon  us,  my  lord,  but  the  most  binding 
upon  people  of  their  stamp. — Observe,  how  dexterously  by 
this  measure  we  shall  both  reach  the  goal  of  our  desires. — 
The  girl  loses  at  once  the  affection  of  her  lover,  and  her  good 
name :  the  parents  will  lower  their  tone,  and,  thoroughly 
humbled  by  misfortune,  will  esteem  it  an  act  of  mercy,  if,  by 
giving  her  my  hand,  I  re-establish  their  daughter's  reputation. 
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Pbes.  [shaking  his  head  and  smiling).  Artful  villain !  1 
confess  myself  outdone — No  devil  could  spin  a  finer  snare  ! 
The  scholar  excels  his  master. — The  next  question  is,  to  whom 
must  the  letter  be  addressed  ? — With  whom  to  accuse  her  of 
having  an  intrigue. 

Worm.  It  must  necessarily  be  some  one,  who  has  all  to 
gain  or  all  to  lose  by  your  son's  decision  in  this  affair. 

Pres.  {after  a  moment's  reflection),  I  can  think  of  no  one 
but  the  marshal  ? 

Worm  [shrugs  his  shoulders).  The  marshal!  He  would 
certainly  not  be  my  choice,  were  I  Louisa  Miller. 

Pres.  And  why  not?  What  a  strange  notion! — A  man 
who  dresses  in  the  height  of  fashion — who  carries  with  him 
an  atmosphere  of  eau  de  mille  fieurs  and  musk — who  can 
garnish  every  silly  speech  with  a  handful  of  ducats — Could 
all  this  possibly  fail  to  overcome  the  delicacy  of  a  tradesman's 
daughter? — No,  no,  my  good  friend,  jealousy  is  not  quite  so 
hard  of  belief.  I  shall  send  for  the  marshal  immediately. 
[Rings.) 

Worm.  While  your  excellency  takes  care  of  him,  and  of 
the  fiddler's  arrest,  I  will  go  and  indite  the  aforesaid  letter. 

Pres.  [seats  himself  at  his  writing  table).  Do  so ;  and,  as 
soon  as  it  is  ready,  bring  it  hither  for  my  perusal.  [Exii 
Worm. 

[The  President,  having  written,  rises  and  hands  the 
paper  to  a  servant  who  enters. 
See  this  arrest  executed  without  a  moment's  delay,  and  let 
Marshal  von  Kalb  be  informed  that  I  wish  to  see  him  im- 
mediately. 

Serv.  The  Marshal's  carriage  has  just  stopped  at  your 
lordship's  door. 

Pres.  So  much  the  better — As  for  the  arrest,  let  it  be 
managed  with  such  precaution  that  no  disturbance  arise. 

Serv.     I  will  take  care,  my  lord. 

Pres.  You  understand  me  ?  The  business  must  be  kept 
quite  secret. 

Serv.     Your  excellency  shall  be  obeyed.      [Exit  Servant 

Scene  II. 
The  President — Marshal  Kalb. 
Marshal  [hastily).  I  have  just  looked  in,  en  passant,  my  dear 
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friend! — How  are  you? — How  do  you  get  on? — We  are  to 
have  the  grand  opera  Dido  to-night! — Such  a  conflagration! 
— A  whole  town  will  be  in  flames! — You  will  come  to  the 
blaze  of  course? — Eh? 

Pres.  I  have  conflagration  enough  in  my  own  house,  one 
that  threatens  the  destruction  of  all  I  possess. — Be  seated, 
my  dear  marshal.  You  arrive  very  opportunely  to  give  me 
your  advice  and  assistance  in  a  certain  business,  which  will 
either  advance  our  fortunes  or  utterly  ruin  us  both ! 

Marshal.     Don't  alarm  me  so,  my  dear  friend! 

Pres.  As  I  said  before,  it  must  exalt  or  ruin  us  entirely  I 
You  know  my  project  respecting  the  major  and  Lady  Milford : 
you  are  not  ignorant  how  necessary  this  union  is  to  secure 
both  our  fortunes !  Marshal,  our  plans  threaten  to  come  to 
nought.     My  son  refuses  to  marry  her ! 

Marshal.  Refuses? — Refuses  to  marry  her? — But,  my 
goodness !  I  have  published  the  news  through  the  whole 
town.     The  union  is  the  general  topic  of  conversation. 

Pres.  Then  you  will  be  talked  of  by  all  the  to^vn  as  a 
spreader  of  false  reports — in  short,  Ferdinand  loves  another. 

Marshal.  Pooh!  you  are  joking!  As  if  that  were  an 
obstacle  ? 

Pres.    With  such  an  enthusiast  a  most  insurmountable  one. 

M^lRshal.  Can  he  be  mad  enough  to  spurn  his  good 
fortune?     Eh? 

Pres.  Ask  him  yourself,  and  you'll  hear  what  he  will 
answer. 

Marshal.     But,  mon  Dieu !  what  can  he  answer  ? 

Pres.  That  he  will  publish  to  the  world  the  crime  by 
which  we  rose  to  power — that  he  will  denounce  our  forged 
letters  and  receipts — that  he  will  send  us  both  to  the  scaffold. 
— That  is  what  he  can  answer. 

Marshal.     Are  you  out  of  your  mind  ? 

Pres.  Nay,  that  is  what  he  has  already  answered. — ^He 
was  actually  on  the  point  of  putting  these  threats  into  execu- 
tion; and  it  was  only  by  the  most  abject  submission  that  I 
could  persuade  him  to  abandon  his  design. — What  say  you  to 
this,  marshal  ? 

Marshal  (ivith  a  look  of  bewildered  stupidity),  I  am  at 
my  wits'  end ! 

Pres.     That  might  have  blown  over.     But  my  spies  bavo 
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just  brought 'me  notice  that  the  grand  cupbearer,  Yon  Bock, 
is  on  the  point  of  offering  himself  as  a  suitor  to  her  ladyship. 

Marshal.  You  drive  me  distracted  !  Whom  did  you  say? 
— Von  Bock  ? — Don't  you  know  that  we  are  mortal  enemies  ? 
And  don't  you  know  why? 

Pres.     The  first  word  that  I  ever  heard  of  it ! 

Marshal.  My  dear  count  I  — You  shall  hear — your  hair  will 
stand  on  end  ! — You  must  remember  the  famous  court  ball ; 
it  is  now  just  twenty  years  ago. — It  was  the  first  time  that 
English  country  dances  were  introduced — you  remember  how 
the  hot  wax  trickled  from  the  great  chandelier  on  Count 
Meerschaum's  blue  and  silver  domino. — Surely,  you  cannot 
have  forgotten  that  affair ! 

Pres.     Who  could  forget  so  remarkable  a  circumstance  ! 

Marshal.  Well,  then,  in  the  heat  of  the  dance  Princess 
Amelia  lost  her  garter. — The  whole  ball,  as  you  may  imagine, 
was  instantly  thrown  into  confusion. — Von  Bock  and  myself — 
we  w^ere  then  fellow  pages — crept  through  the  whole  saloon  in 
search  of  the  garter. — At  length  I  discovered  it. — Von  Bock 
perceives  my  good  fortune, — rushes  forward — tears  it  from 
my  hands,  and,  just  fancy — presents  it  to  the  princess,  and 
so  cheated  me  of  the  honour  I  had  so  fortunately  earned. — 
What  do  you  think  of  that  ? 

Pres.     'Twas  most  insolent ! 

Marshal.  T  thought  I  should  have  fainted  upon  the  spot. 
A  trick  so  malicious  was  beyond  the  powers  of  mortal  en- 
durance.— At  length  I  recovered  myself;  and,  approaching 
the  princess,  said,  '*  Von  Bock,  'tis  true,  was  fortunate 
enough  to  present  the  garter  to  your  highness  ;  but  he  who 
first  discovered  that  treasure  finds  his  reward  in  silence,  and 
is  dumb ! " 

Pres.  Bravo,  marshal!  Admirably  said! — Most  ad- 
mirable ! 

Marshal.  And  is  dumb ! — But  till  the  day  of  judgment 
will  I  remember  his  conduct — the  mean  sneaking  sycophant ! 
— ^And,  as  if  that  were  not  aggravation  enough,  he  actually,  as 
we  were  struggling  on  the  ground  for  the  garter,  rubbed  all 
the  powder  from  one  side  of  my  peruke  with  his  sleeve,  and 
ruined  me  for  the  rest  of  the  evening. 

Pres.  This  is  the  man  who  will  marry  Lady  Milford,  andr 
consequently,  soon  take  the  lead  at  court 
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Marshal.  You  plunge  a  dagger  in  my  heart  !  But  why 
must  he  ?  Why  should  he  marry  her  ?  Why  he  ?  Where 
is  the  necessity  ? 

Pres.  Because  Ferdinand  refuses  her,  and  there  is  no 
other  candidate. 

Marshal.  But  is  there  no  possible  method  of  obtaining 
your  son's  consent? — Let  the  measure  be  ever  so  extravagant 
or  desperate ! — there  is  nothing  to  which  I  should  not  willingly 
consent,  in  order  to  supplant  the  hated  Von  Bock. 

Pres  I  know  but  one  means  of  accomplishing  this,  and 
that  rests  entirely  viith  you. 

Marshal.    With  me  ? — Name  it,  my  dear  count,  name  it ! 

Pres.  You  must  set  Ferdinand  and  his  mistress  against 
each  other. 

Marshal.  Against  each  other? — How  do  you  mean? — 
And  how  would  that  be  possible  ? 

Pres.  Everything  is  ours,  could  we  make  him  suspect 
the  girl. 

Marshal.     Ah,  of  theft,  you  mean  ? 

Pres.  Pshaw! — He  would  never  believe  that? — No,  no 
— I  mean  that  she  is  carrying  on  an  intrigue  with  another. 

Marshal.     And  this  other,  who  is  he  to  be? 

Pres.     Yourself! 

Marshal.  How  ?  Must  I  be  her  lover  ? — Ts  she  of  noble 
birth? 

Pkes.  What  signifies  that? — What  an  idea! — She  is 
the  daughter  of  a  musican  ! 

Marshal.     A  plebeian  ? — That  will  never  do  I 

Pres.  What  will  never  do  ?  Nonsense,  man  !  Who  in 
the  name  of  wonder  would  think  of  asking  a  pair  of  rosy 
cheeks  for  their  owner's  pedigree? 

Marshal.  But  consider,  my  dear  count,  a  maiTied  man  I 
And  my  reputation  at  court ! 

Pres.  Oh!  that's  quite  another  thing  !  I  beg  a  thousand 
pardons,  marshal,  I  was  not  aware  that  a  man  of  unblemished 
morals  held  a  higher  place  in  your  estimation  than  a  man  of 
power  ! — Let  us  break  up  our  conference. 

Marshal.  Be  not  so  hasty,  count. — I  did  not  mean  to 
say  that ! 

Pres.  (coldly.)  No — no !  Your  are  perfectly  right.  I, 
too,  am  weary  of  oflSce.     I  shall  throw  up  the  game,  tender 
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my  resignation  to  the  duke,  and  congratulate  Von  Bock  on 
his  accession  to  the  premiership. — This  duchy  is  not  all  the 
world. 

Marshal.  And  what  am  I  to  do? — It  is  very  fine  for 
you  to  talk  thus !  You  are  a  man  of  learning !  But  I — 
mon  Dieu!  What  shall  I  be,  if  his  highness  dismisses 
me? 

Pres.     a  stale  jest ! — a  thing  out  of  fashion  ! 

Marshal.  I  implore  you,  my  dearest,  my  most  valued 
friend. — Abandon  those  thoughts. — I  will  consent  to  every- 
thing ! 

Pres.  Will  you  lend  your  name  to  an  assignation  to 
which  this  Louisa  Miller  shall  invite  you  in  writing  ? 

Marshal.     Well,  in  God's  name  let  it  be  so ! 

Pres.  And  drop  the  letter  where  the  major  cannot  fail 
to  find  it. 

Marshal.  For  instance,  on  the  parade,  where  I  can  let 
it  fall  as  if  accidentally  in  drawing  out  my  handkerchief. 

Pres.  And,  when  the  baron  questions  you,  will  you  as- 
sume the  character  of  a  favoured  rival  ? 

Marshal.  Mort  de  ma  vie !  I  '11  teach  him  manners ! 
I'll  cure  him  of  interfering  in  my  amours  ! 

Pres.  Good ! — Now  you  speak  in  the  right  key.  The 
letter  shall  be  written  immediately!  Come  in  the  evening 
to  receive  it,  and  we  will  talk  over  the  part  you  are  to 
play! 

Marshal.  I  will  be  with  you  the  instant  I  have  paid 
sixteen  visits  of  the  very  highest  importance.  Permit  me 
therefore  to  take  my  leave  without  delay.     {Going.) 

Pres.  [rings).     I  reckon  upon  your  discretion,  marshal. 

Marshal  [calls  hack).     Ah,  mon  Dieu  !  you  know  me ! 

[Exit  Marshal. 

Scene  III. — The  President  and  Worm. 

Worm.  The  music-master  and  his  wife  have  been  arrested 
without  the  least  disturbance.  Will  your  excellency  read 
this  letter? 

Pres.  {having  read  it).  Excellent !  Excellent,  my  dear 
secretary  ! — poison  like  this  would  convert  health  itself  into 
jaundiced  leprosy. — The  marshal,  too,  has  taken  the  bait. 
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Now  then  away  with  my  proposals  to  the  father,  and  then 
lose  no  time  with  the  daughter.        [Exeunt  on  different  sides, 

m 

Scene  IV. — A  Room  in  Mtller*s  House. 
Louisa  and  Ferdinand. 

Louisa.  Cease,  I  implore  you ! — I  expect  no  more  days  of 
happiness.     All  my  hopes  are  levelled  with  the  dust. 

Ferd.  All  mine  are  exalted  to  heaven ! — My  father'r 
passions  are  roused! — he  will  direct  his  whole  artillery  against 
us! — he  will  force  me  to  become  an  unnatural  son! — I  will  not 
answer  for  my  filial  duty. — Eage  and  despair  will  wring  from 
me  the  dark  secret,  that  my  father  is  an  assassin ! — The  son 
will  deliver  the  parent  into  the  hands  of  the  executioner. — 
This  is  a  moment  of  extreme  danger — and  extreme  danger 

alone  could  prompt  my  love  to  take  so  daring  a  leap ! 

Hear  me,  Louisa ! — A  thought,  vast  and  immeasurable  as  mr 
love,  has  arisen  in  my  soul — Thou,  Louisa,  and  I,  and  Love ! 
— Lies  not  a  whole  heaven  within  this  circle  ? — Or  dost  thou 
feel  that  there  is  still  something  wanting  ? 

Louisa.  Oh!  cease!  No  more!  I  tremble  to  think  what 
you  would  say . 

Ferd.  If  we  have  no  longer  a  claim  upon  the  world,  why 
Bbould  we  seek  its  approbation  ?  Why  venture  where  nothing 
can  be  gained,  and  all  may  be  lost  ? — Will  thine  eye  sparkle 
less  brightly  reflected  by  the  Baltic  waves  than  by  the  waters 
of  the  Rhine  or  the  Elbe  ?  Where  Louisa  loves  me,  there  is 
my  native  land !  Thy  footsteps  will  make  the  wild  and  sandy 
desert  far  more  attractive  than  the  marble  halls  of  my 
ancestors. — Shall  we  miss  the  pomp  of  cities  ?  Be  we  where 
we  may,  Louisa,  a  s^n  will  rise  and  a  sun  will  set — scenes 
before  which  the  most  glorious  achievements  of  art  grow  pale 
and  dim !  Though  we  serve  God  no  more  in  his  consecrated 
churches,  yet  the  night  shall  spread  her  solemn  shadows 
round  us  ;  the  changing  moon  shall  hear  our  confession,  and 
a  glorious  congregation  of  stars  join  in  our  prayers  ! — Think 
you,  our  talk  of  love  can  ever  be  exhausted  ? — Oh  !  no  !  one 
smile  from  Louisa  were  a  theme  for  centuries — the  dream 
of  life  will  be  over  ere  I  can  exhaust  the  charms  of  a  single 
tear. 

Louisa.    And  Last  thou  no  duty  save  that  of  lovo? 
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Ferd.  {emhracing  her).  None,  so  sacred  as  thy  peace  of 
mind ! 

Louisa  [very  seriously).  Cease  then — and  leave  me. — T  have 
a  father  who  possesses  no  treasure  save  one  only  daughter — 
To-morrow  he  will  be  sixty  years  old — that  he  will  fall  a 
victim  to  the  vengeance  of  the  President  is  most  certain ! 

Ferd.  {interrupting  her).  He  shall  accompany  us.  There- 
fore no  more  objections,  my  beloved ! — I  will  go  and  convert 
my  valuables  into  gold,  and  raise  money  on  my  father's  credit! 
It  is  lawful  to  plunder  a  robber,  and  are  not  his  treasures  the 
price  for  which  he  has  sold  his  country  ? — This  night,  when 
the  clock  strikes  one,  a  carriage  will  stop  at  your  door — throw 
yourselves  into  it,  and  we  fly ! 

Louisa.  Pursued  by  your  father's  curse! — a  curse,  un 
thinking  one,  which  is  never  pronounced  in  vain  even  by 
murderers — which  the  avenging  angel  hears  when  uttered  by 
a  malefactor  in  his  last  agony — which  like  a  fury  will  fearfully 
pursue  the  fugitives  from  shore  to  shore ! — No,  my  beloved  ! 
If  nought  but  a  crime  can  preserve  you  to  me,  I  still  have 
courage  to  resign  you ! 

Ferd.  [mutters  gloomily).     Indeed ! 

Louisa.  Resign  you? — Oh !  horrible  beyond  all  measure  is 
the  thought. — Horrible  enough  to  pierce  the  immortal  spirit, 
and  pale  the  glowing  cheeks  of  joy ! — Ferdinand !  To  resign 
you ! — Yet  how  can  one  resign  what  one  never  possessed  ? — 
Your  heart  is  the  property  of  your  station. — My  claim  was 
sacrilege,  and,  shuddering,  I  withdraw  it ! 

Ferd.  [with  convulsed  features,  and  biting  his  under  lip). 
You  withdraw  it ! 

Louisa.  Nay!  look  upon  me,  dearest  Ferdinand.  Gnash 
not  your  teeth  so  bitterly !  Come,  let  my  example  rouse 
your  slumbering  courage.  Let  me  be  the  heroine  of  this 
moment — Let  me  restore  to  a  father  his  lost  son. — I  will 
renounce  a  union  which  would  sever  the  bonds  by  which  so- 
ciety is  held  together,  and  overthrow  the  landmarks  of  social 
order.  I  am  the  criminal. — My  bosom  has  nourished  proud 
and  foolish  wishes,  and  my  present  misery  is  a  just  punish- 
ment. Oh !  leave  me  then  the  sweet,  the  consoling  idea  that 
mine  is  the  sacrifice. — Canst  thou  deny  me  this  last  satisfac- 
tion ?  (Ferdinand,  stupefied  with  agitation  and  anger,  seizes 
a  violin  and  strikes  a  few  notes  upon  it;  he  then  tears  away 
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tJie  strings,  dashes  the  instrument  upon  the  ground,  and,  stamp- 
ing it  to  pieces,  hursts  into  a  loud  laugh,)  Walter!  — 

God  in  Heaven!  What  mean  you? — Be  not  thus  un- 
manned! This  hour  requires  fortitude; — it  is  the  hour  of 
SEPARATION  ! — You  have  a  heart,  dear  Walter  :  I  know  that 
heart — warm  as  life  is  your  love — ^boundless  and  immeasur- 
able— bestow  it  on  one  more  noble,  more  worthy — she  need 
not  envy  the  most  fortunate  of  her  sex! — [Striving  to  repress 
her  tears.)  You  shall  see  me  no  more! — Leave  the  vain 
disappointed  girl  to  bewail  her  sorrow  in  sad  and  lonely 
seclusion:  where  her  tears  will  flow  unheeded. — Dead  and 
gone  are  all  my  hopes  of  happiness  in  this  world — ^yet  still 
shall  I  inhale  ever  and  anon  the  perfumes  .of  the  faded 
wreath !  (Giving  him  her  trembling  hand,  while  her  face  i$ 
turned  away.)      Baron  Walter farewell ! 

Ferd.  {recovering  from  the  stupor  in  which  he  was  phinged). 
Louisa !  I  fly !     Do  you  indeed  refuse  to  follow  me  ? 

Louisa  [who  has  retreated  to  the  further  end  of  the  apart- 
ment, conceals  her  countenance  with  her  hands).  My  duty  bids 
me  stay,  and  suffer. 

Ferd.  Serpent!  thou  liest — some  other  motive  chains 
thee  here ! 

Louisa  [in  a  tone  of  the  most  heartfelt  sorroiv).  Encourage 
that  belief — Haply  it  may  make  our  parting  more  support 
able. 

Ferd.  What  ?  Oppose  freezing  duty  to  fiery  love  ! — And 
dost  thou  think  to  cheat  me  with  that  delusion?— Some  ri- 
val detains  thee  here,  and  woe  be  to  thee  and  him  should 
my  suspicions  be  confirmed !  [Exit. 


Scene  V. 

Louisa  [she  remains  for  some  time  motionless  in  the  seat 
upon  which  she  had  thrown  herself  At  length  she  rises, 
comes  forward  and  looks  timidly  round).  Where  can  my 
parents  be  ? — My  father  promised  to  return  in  a  few  mi- 
nutes ;  yet  full  five  dreadful  hours  have  passed  since  his  de- 
parture— Should  any  accident Good  Heavens !     What  is 

come  over  me? — Why  does  my  heart  palpitate  so  violently? 
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(Here  Worm:  enters,  and  remains  standing  unobserved  in  the 
background.)  It  can  be  nothing  real — Tis  but  the  terrible 
delusion  of  my  over-heated  blood. — When  once  the  soul  is 
wrapped  in  terror,  the  eye  beholds  spectres  in  every  shadow. 


Scene  VI. 

Louisa  and  Wokm. 

Worm  (approaches  her).     Good  evening,  miss. 

Louisa.  Heavens !  who  speaks  ?  {Perceives  him,  and 
starts  hack  in  terror.)  Ha!  Dreadful!  dreadful!  I  fear 
some  dire  misfortune  is  even  now  realizing  the  forebodings  of 
my  soul !  {To  Worm  with  a  look  of  disdain.)  Do  you  seek 
the  president  ?     He  is  no  longer  here. 

Worm.     'Tis  you  I  seek,  miss ! 

Louisa.  I  wonder,  then,  that  you  did  not  direct  your  steps 
towards  the  market-place. 

Worm.     What  should  I  do  there  ? 

Louisa.     Kelease  your  betrothed  from  the  pillory. 

Worm.     Louisa,  you  cherish  some  false  suspicion 

Louisa  {sharply  interrupting  him).  What  is  your  business 
with  me  ? 

Worm.     I  come  with  a  message  from  your  father. 

Louisa  (agitated).  From  my  father? — Oh!  where  is  my 
father  ? 

Worm.     Where  he  would  fain  not  be ! 

Louisa.  Quick,  quick,  for  God's  sake!  Oh!  my  fore- 
boding heart ! — Where  is  my  father? 

Worm.     In  prison — if  you  needs  must  know ! 

Louisa  {with  a  look  towards  Heaven).    This  too ! This 

too ! In  prison,  said  you  ?    And  why  in  prison  ? 

Worm.     It  is  the  duke's  order. 

Louisa.     The  duke's  ? 

Worm.  Who  thinking  his  own  dignity  offended  by  tho 
insults  offered  to  the  person  of  his  representative 

Louisa.     How  ?  How  ?     Oh  ye  Almighty  Powers ! 

Worm.     Has  resolved  to  inflict  the  most  exemplary 

punishment. 

Louisa.  This  was  still  wanting !  This ! — ^Yes,  in  truths 
I  now  feel  that  my  heart  does  love  another  besides  Ferdi 
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nand! — That  could  not  be  allowed  to  escspe^ — The  princes 
dignity  offended  ? — Heavenly  Providence  I — Save,  oh  !  savo 
my  sinking  faith! — (^After  a  moments  jpause,  she  turns  to 
Worm.)     And  Ferdinand? 

Worm.  Must  choose  between  Lady  Milford's  hand  and 
his  father's  curse  and  disinheritance. 

Louisa.  Terrible  choice  ! — and  yet — yet  is  he  the  happier 
of  the  two.  He  has  no  father  to  lose — And  yet  to  have  none 
is  misery  enough  ! — My  father  imprisoned  for  tr-^ason — My 
Ferdinand  compelled  to  choose  between  Lady  Milford's  hand 
or  a  parent's  curse  and  disinheritance !  Truly  admirable ! 
for  even  villainy  so  perfect  is  perfection! — Perfection? 
No !  something  is  still  wanting  to  complete  that — Where  is 
my  mother  ? 

Worm.     In  the  house  of  correction. 

Louisa  (with  a  smile  of  despair).     Now   the  measure  is 

full ! It  is  full,  and  I  am  free— released  from  all  duties 

— all  sorrows — all  joys! — Released  even  from  Providence! 
I  have  nothing  more  to  do  with  it! — [A  dreadful  pause.) 
Have  you  aught  else  to  communicate  ?  Speak  freely — now 
I  can  hear  anything  with  indifference. 

Worm.     All  that  has  happened  you  already  know. 

Louisa.  But  not  that  which  is  yet  to  happen! {An- 
other pause,  during  which  she  surveys  WoBMfrom  head  to  foot.) 
Unfortunate  man  !  you  have  entered  on  a  melancholy  employ- 
ment, which  can  never  lead  you  to  happiness.  To  cause 
misery  to  others  is  sad  enough — but  to  be  the  messenger  of 
evil  is  horrible  indeed — To  be  the  first  to  shriek  the  screech- 
owl's  song,  to  stand  by  when  the  bleeding  heart  trembles 
upon  the  iron  shaft  of  necessity,  and  the  Christian  doubts 
the  existence  of  a  God — Heaven  protect  me !  Wert  thou 
paid  a  ton  of  gold  for  every  tear  of  anguish  which  thou  must 

witness,  I  would  not  be  a  wretch  like  thee ! What  is  there 

yet  to  happen  ? 

Worm.     I  know  not 

Louisa.  You  pretend  not  to  know  ? — ^This  light-shunning 
embassy  trembles  at  the  sound  of  wolds,  but  the  spectre 
betrays  itself  in  your  ghastly  visage. — What  is  there  yet 
to  happen  ? — ^You  said  the  duke  will  inflict  upon  him  a  most 
exemplary  punishment.     What  call  you  exemplary  ? 

Worm.     Ask  me  no  mort* 
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Louisa.  Terrible,  man!  Some  hangman  must  have 
schooled  thee!  Else  thou  hadst  not  so  well  learned  to 
prolong  the  torture  of  thy  victim,  before  giving  the  finishing 
stroke  to  the  agonized  heart !  Speak ! — What  fate  awaits  my 
father  ?  Death  thou  canst  announce  with  a  laughing  sneer — 
what  then  must  that  be  which  thou  dost  hesitate  to  disclose  ? 
Speak  out !  Let  me  at  once  receive  the  overwhelming  weight 
of  thy  tidings !     What  fate  awaits  my  father  ? 

Worm.     A  criminal  process. 

Louisa.  But  what  is  that? — I  am  an  ignorant  innocent 
girl,  and  understand  but  little  of  your  fearful  terms  of  law. 
What  mean  you  by  a  criminal  process  ? — 

Worm.     Judgment  upon  life,  or  death. 

Louisa  [firmly).     Ah ! — I  thank  you. 

[Exit  hastily  by  a  side-door. 

Worm  (alarmed).  What  means  this? — Should  the  sim- 
pleton perchance Confusion !     Surely  she  will  not 

I  must  follow  her. — I  am  answerable  for  her  life. — [As  he  is 
going  totvards  the  door,  Louisa  returns,  wrapped  in  a  cloak.) 

Louisa.  Your  pardon,  Mr.  Secretary,  I  must  lock  the  door. 

Worm.     Whither  in  such  haste  ? 

Louisa  {passing  him).     To  the  duke. 

Worm  {alarmed,  detains  her).     How?  Whither? 

Louisa.  To  the  duke.  Do  you  not  hear  ?  Even  to  that 
very  duke,  whose  will  is  to  decide  upon  my  father's  life,  or 
death. — ^Yet  no  ! — 'tis  not  his  will  that  decides,  but  the  will 
of  wicked  men  who  surround  his  throne.  He  lends  nought 
to  this  process,  save  the  shadow  of  his  majesty,  and  his  royal 
signature. 

W^orm  {with  a  hurst  of  laughter).     To  the  duke  ! 

Louisa.  I  know  the  meaning  of  that  sneering  laugh — 
You  would  tell  me  that  I  shall  find  no  compassion  there— 
But  though  I  may  meet  (God  preserve  me !)  with  nothing  but 
scorn — scorn  at  my  sorrows — yet  will  I  to  the  duke. — I  have 
been  told  that  the  great  never  know  what  misery  is — that  they 
fly  from  the  knowledge  of  it. — But  I  will  teach  the  duke  what 
misery  is — I  will  paint  to  him,  in  all  the  writhing  agonies  of 
death,  what  misery  is — I  will  cry  aloud  in  wailings  that  shall 
creep  through  the  very  marrow  of  his  bones,  what  misery  is — 
and,  while  at  my  picture  his  haii's  shall  stand  on  end  like  quills 
upon  the  porcupine,  will  I  shriek  into  his  affrighted  ear,  that 
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in  the  hour  of  death  the  sinews  of  these  mighty  gods  of  earth 
shall  shrivel  and  shrink,  and  that  at  the  day  of  judgment 
beggars  and  kings  shall  he  weighed  together  in  the  same 
balance.     {Going.) 

Worm  [ironically).  By  all  means  go  to  the  duke! — You 
can  really  do  nothing  more  prudent,  I  advise  you  heartily  to 
the  step.  Only  go,  and  I  give  you  my  word  that  the  duke 
mil  grant  your  suit. 

Louisa  (stopping  suddenly).  What  said  you? — Do  you 
yourself  advise  the  step?  [Returns  hastily.)  What  am  I 
about  to  do?  Something  wicked  surely,  since  this  man 
approves  it — How  know  you  that  the  prince  will  grant  my 
suit? 

Worm.     Because  he  will  not  have  to  grant  it  unrewarded. 

Louisa.  Not  unrewarded  ?  And  what  price  does  he  set 
on  his  humanity  ? 

Worm.  The  person  of  the  fair  suppliant  will  be  payment 
enough ! 

Louisa  [remains  for  a  moment  in  m,ute  dismay — in  a  feeble 
voice).     Almighty  God! 

Worm.  And  I  trust  that  you  will  not  think  your  father's 
3ife  over-valued,  when  'tis  purchased  at  so  gracious  a  price. 

Louisa  (ivith  great  indignation).  True,  oh!  true!  The 
great  are  intrenched  from  truth  behind  their  own  vices, 
safely  as  behind  the  swords  of  cherubims. — The  Almighty 
protect  thee,  father!  Your  child  can  die — but  not  sin  for 
thee. 

Worm.  This  will  be  agreeable  news  for  the  poor  dis- 
consolate old  man. — *' My  Louisa,"  said  he,  "has  bowed  me 
down  to  the  earth ;  but  my  Louisa  will  raise  me  up  again." 
I  hasten  to  him  with  your  answer.  [Affects  to  he  about  to 
depart.) 

Louisa  [flies  after  him,  and  holds  him  back).  Stay  !  stay ! 
one  moment's  patience ! — How  nimble  this  Satan  is,  when 
his  business  is  to  drive  humanity  distracted ! — I  have  bowed 
him  to  the  earth !  I  must  raise  him  up  again !  Speak  to 
me  !  Counsel  me  !  What  can  I,  what  must  I  do  ? 

Worm.     There  is  but  one  means  of  saving  him  ! 

Louisa.     What  is  that  means  ? 

Worm.     And  your  father  approves  of  it- 


LouisA      My  father? — Oh!  name  that  means. 

u  2 
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Worm.     It  is  easy  for  you  to  execute. 

Louisa.     I  know  of  nothing  harder  than  infamy ! 

Worm.  Suppose  you  were  to  release  the  major  from  hia 
engagement  ? 

Louisa.  Eelease  him  I  Do  you  mock  me  ? — Do  you  call 
that  a  choice  to  which  force  compelled  me  ? 

Worm.  You  mistake  me,  dear  girl!  The  major  must 
resign  you  willingly,  and  be  the  first  to  retract  his  engage- 
ment. 

Louisa.     That  he  will  never  do 

Worm.  So  it  appears.  Should  we,  do  you  think,  havo 
had  recourse  to  you,  were  it  not  that  you  alone  are  able  to 
help  us  ? 

Louisa.     I  cannot  compel  him  to  hate  me. 

Worm.     We  will  try !     Be  seated. 

Louisa  [drawmg  hack),  Man  I  What  is  brooding  in  thy 
artful  brain  ? 

Worm.  Be  seated.  Here  are  paper,  pens,  and  ink. 
Write  what  I  dictate. 

Louisa  (sitting  down  in  the  greatest  uneasiness).  What 
must  I  wTite  ?     To  whom  must  I  write  ? 

Worm.     To  your  father  s  executioner. 

Louisa.  Ah  I  How  well  thou  knowest  to  torture  souls  to 
thy  purpose.     (Takes  a  pen,) 

Worm  (dictating  to  her).  "  My  dear  Sir,  (Louisa  writes 
with  a  trembling  hand,)  three  days,  three  insupportable 
days,  have  already  passed — already  passed — since  last  w^e  met." 

Louisa  (starts,  and  lays  down  her  pen)  To  whom  is  tho 
letter  ? 

Worm.     To  your  father's  executioner. 

Louisa.     Oh !  my  God ! 

Worm.  "  But  for  this  you  must  blame  the  major — the 
major — who  watches  me  all  day  with  the  vigilance  of  an 
Argus." 

Louisa  (starting  up).  Villainy !  Villainy  beyond  all  pre- 
cedent !     To  whom  is  the  letter  ? 

Worm.     To  your  father's  executioner. 

Louisa  (paces  to  and  fro,  ivringing  her  hands).  No,  no,  no ! 
This  is  tyrannical  I  Oh  Heaven! — If  mortals  prjvoke  thee, 
punish  them  like  mortals ;  but  wherefore  must  I  be  placed 
between  two  precipices? — Wherefore  am  I  hurled  by  turn? 
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from  death  to  infamy,  from  infamy  to  death  ? — Wherefore  is 
my  neck  made  the  foot-stool  of  this  blood-sucking  fiend  ? — 
No ;  do  what  thou  mlt,  I  will  never  write  that ! 

Worm  [seizing  his  hat).  As  you  please,  miss!  It  rests 
entirely  on  your  own  pleasure ! 

Louisa.  Pleasure,  say'st  thou  ?  On  my  own  pleasure  ?— 
Go,  barbarian!  Suspend  some  unfortunate  over  the  pit  of 
hell ;  then  make  your  demands,  and  ask  your  victim  if  it  be 
his  pleasure  to  grant  your  request! — Oh!  Thou  knowest  but 
too  well  that  the  bonds  of  nature  bind  our  hearts  as  firmly  as 
chains ! — But  all  is  now  alike  indifferent.  Dictate !  I  cease 
to  think !  Artifices  of  liell,  I  yield  to  ye  !  {She  resumes  her 
seat  at  the  table.) 

Worm.  *'With  the  vigilance  of  an  Argus." — Have  you 
written  it  ? 

Louisa.     Proceed,  proceed ! 

Worm.  **  The  president  was  here  yesterday.  It  was 
amusing  to  see  how  warm  the  poor  major  was  in  defence  of 
my  honour." — 

Louisa.  Excellent !  Excellent !  Oh  !  Admirable ! — Quick, 
quick,  go  on ! — 

Worm.  '*  I  had  recourse  to  a  swoon — a  swoon — that  I 
might  not  laugh  aloud " 

Louisa.     Oh,  Heavens ! 

Worm.  *'But  the  mask  which  I  have  worn  so  long  is 
becoming  insupportable — insupportable.  Oh  !  if  I  could  but 
rid  myself  of  him. — 

Louisa  (ibises,  and  walks  a  few  turns  with  her  head  lent 
down,  as  if  she  sought  something  upon  the  floor :  then  returns 
to  her  place,  and  continues  to  write),    "  Rid  myself  of  him." — - 

Worm.     *'  He  will  be  on  duty  to-morrow — Observe  when 

he  leaves  me,  and  hasten  to  the  usual  place." Have  you 

written  **  the  usual  pkce  ?" 

Louisa.     Everything,  everything! 

Worm.  *'To  the  usual  place,  to  meet  your  devotedly 
attached  Louisa." 

Louisa.     Now  then,  the  address  ? 

Worm.     *'  To  Marshal  Von  Kalb." 

Louisa.  Eternal  Providence !  A  name  as  foreign  to  my 
•ear  as  these  scandalous  lines  are  to  my  heart !  {She  rises^ 
and  for  some  moments  surveys  the  writing  with  a  vacant  gaze. 
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At  length  she  hands  it  to  Wokm,  speaking  in  a  voice  tremhlin§ 
and  exhausted.)  Take  it,  sir!  What  I  now  put  into  your 
hands  is  my  good  name. — It  is  Ferdinand — it  is  the  whole 
joy  of  my  life ! — You  have  it,  and  now  I  am  a  beggar 

Worm.  Oh !  Not  so !  Despair  not,  dear  girl !  You 
inspire   me  with   the   most  heartfelt  pity!     Perhaps — who 

knows  ? 1  might  even  now  overlook  certain  parts  of  your 

conduct — ^Yes !  Heaven  is  my  witness,  how  deeply  I  com- 
passionate your  sorrows ! 

Louisa  [giving  him  a  piercing  look).  Do  not  explain  your- 
self! You  are  on  the  point  of  asking  something  more 
terrible  than  all. 

Worm  (attempting  to  kiss  her  hand).  What  if  I  asked  this 
little  hand  ? — Would  that  be  terrible,  Louisa  ? 

Louisa  (ivith  great  indignation).  Yes !  For  I  should  strangle 
you  on  the  bridal  night:  and  for  such  a  deed  I  would  joy- 
fully yield  my  body  to  be  torn  on  the  rack !  {She  is  going, 
hut  comes  hurriedly  hack.)  Is  all  settled  between  us,  sir  ? — 
May  the  dove  be  released  ? 

Worm.  A  trifle  yet  remains,  maiden  ! — You  must  swear, 
by  the  holy  sacrament,  to  acknowledge  this  letter  for  your 
free  and  voluntary  act. 

Louisa.  Oh  God !  Oh  God !  And  wilt  thou  grant  thine  own 
seal  to  confirm  the  works  of  hell  ?     (Worm  leads  her  away.) 


ACT  IV. 

Scene  I. — Saloon  in  the  President's  House. 

Ferdinand  von  Walter  enters  in  great  excitement  with  an 
open  letter  in  his  hand,  and  is  met  hy  a  Servant. 

Ferd.     Is  the  marshal  here  ? 

Serv.     My  lord,  his  highness  the  president  is  inquiring 
for  you. 

Ferd.     Fire  and  fury !     I  ask,  is  the  marshal  here  ? 

Serv.     His  honour  is   engaged  at  the  faro-table,  above 
stairs. 

Ferd.     Tell  his  honour,  in  the  name  of  all  the  devils  in 
hell,  to  make  his  appearance  this  instant ! 

lExit  Servant 
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Scene  IT. 

Ferd.  {hastily  reading  the  letter,  at  one  moment  seeming  petri- 
fied with  astonishment,  at  the  next  pacing  the  room  with  fury). 
Impossible ! — quite  impossible  !     A  form  so  heavenly  cannot 

hide  so  devilish  a  heart. And  yet! — and  yet!     Though 

all  the  angels  of  heaven  should  descend  on  earth  and  pro- 
claim her  innocence — though  heaven  and  earth,  the  creator 
and  the  created,  should,  with  one  accord,  vouch  for  her  inno- 
cence— it  is  her  hand,  her  own  hand  ! Treachery,  mon- 
strous infernal  treachery,  such  as  humanity  never  before 
witnessed! — This,  then,  was  the  reason  she  so  resolutelv 
opposed  our  flight! — This  it  was — Oh,  God! — Now  I  awake 
from  my  dream! — Now  the  veil  is  lifted! — This,  then,  is 
why  she  surrendered  with  so  much  seeming  heroism  her 
claims  on  my  affection,  and  all  but  cheated  me  with  her  saint- 
like demeanour !  (lie  traverses  the  chamber  rapidly,  and  then 
remains  for  some  moments  in  deep  thought.)  To  fathom  my 
heart  to  its  very  core ! — To  reciprocate  every  lofty  sentiment, 
every  gentle  emotion,  every  fiery  ebullition ! — To  sympathize 
with  every  secret  breathing  of  my  soul ! — To  study  me  even 
in  her  tears ! — To  mount  with  me  to  the  sublimest  heights 
of  passion — to  brave  with  me,  undaunted,  each  fearful  preci- 
pice I — God  of  heaven! — And  was  all  this  deceit?  mere 
grimace  ? — Oh !  If  Falsehood  can  assume  so  lovely  an  appear- 
ance of  truth,  tvliy  has  no  devil  yet  lied  himself  back  into 
heaven  ? 

When  I  unfolded  to  her  the  dangers  which  threatened  our 
affection,  with  w4iat  convincing  artifice  did  the  false-one  turn 
pale ! — With  what  overpowering  dignity  did  she  repulse  my 
father's  licentious  scoffs !  yet  at  that  very  moment  the 
deceiver  was  conscious  of  her  guilt! — Nay,  did  she  not 
even  undergo  the  fiery  ordeal  of  truth? — Forsooth,  the 
hypocrite  fainted ! — What  must  now  be  thy  language.  Sensi- 
bility, since  coquettes  faint? — How  wilt  thou  vindicate  thy- 
self, Innocence  ? — for  even  strumpets  faint  ? 

She  knows  her  power  over  me — she  has  seen  through  my 
very  heart ! — My  soul  shone  conspicuous  in  my  eyes  at  the 
blush  of  her  first  kiss — And  that  she  should  have  felt 
nothing !  or  perhaps  felt  only  the  triumph  of  her  art ! — 
Whilst  my  happy  delirium  fancied  that  in  her  I  embraced  a 
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wiiole  heaven,  my  wildest  wishes  w^ere  hushed !  No  thought 
out  of  her  and  eternity  was  present  to  my  mind. — Oh,  God ! 
and  yet  she  felt  nothing? — Nothing?  but  that  her  artifice  had 
triumphed! — That  her  charms  were  flattered! — Death  and 
vengeance  ! — Nothing,  but  that  I  was  betrayed  1 

Scene  IIT. 
Ferdinand,  the  Maeshal. 

Marshal  \tripping  into  the  room).  I  am  told,  my  dear 
baron,  that  you  have  expressed  a  wish 

Ferd.  [muttering  to  himself).  To  break  your  rascally  neck. 
[Aloud.)  Marshal,  this  letter  must  have  dropped  out  of  your 
pocket  on  parade.  [With  a  malicious  smile.)  And  I  have 
been  the  fortunate  finder. 

Marshal.     You  ? 

Ferd.  By  a  singular  coincidence!  Now,  balance  thy 
account  with  heaven ! 

Marshal.     You  quite  alarm  me,  baron  I 

Ferd.  Read  it,  sir,  read  it !  [Turning  from  him.)  If  I 
am  not  good  enough  for  a  lover,  perhaps  I  may  do  for  a 
pimp.  [While  the  Marshal  reads,  Ferdinand  goes  to  the  wall 
and  takes  down  two  pistols.) 

Kalb.  [throws  the  letter  upon  the  table,  and  rushes  off). 
Confusion ! 

Ferd.  [leads  him  back  by  the  arm).  Wait  a  little,  my  dear 
Marshal !  The  intelligence  contained  in  that  letter  appears  to 
be  agreeable !  The  finder  must  have  his  reward.  [Showing 
him  the  pistols.) 

Marshal  [starts  back  in  alarm).  Have  you  lost  your  senses, 
baron  ? 

Ferd.  (in  a  terrible  voice).  I  have  more  than  enough  left  to 
rid  the  world  of  such  a  scoundrel  as  you ! — Choose  one  of  these 
instantly !  [He  forces  a  pistol  into  the  Marshal's  hand,  and 
then  draws  out  his  handkerchief  ?j  And  now,  take  the  other  end 
of  this  handkerchief! — It  was  given  me  by  the  strumpet  herself! 

Marshal.  What,  shoot  over  the  handkerchief!  Baron, 
are  you  mad  ?     What  can  you  be  thinking  of  ? 

Ferd.  Lay  hold  of  it,  I  say !  or  you  will  be  sure  to  miss 
your  a'.m,  coward ! — How  the  coward  trembles  !  You  should 
thank  God,  you  pitiful  coward,  that  you  have  a  chance,  for 
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once,  of  getting  something  into  your  empty  brainbox.  {Tho 
Maeshal  takes  to  his  heels.) — Gently,  gently !  1 11  take  care 
of  that.     [Overtakes  him  and  bolts  the  door.) 

Marshal.     Surely  you  will  not  fight  in  the  chamber  ^ 

Ferd.  As  if  you  were  worth  the  trouble  of  a  walk  beyond 
the  boundaries  !  The  report,  my  dear  fellow,  will  be  louder, 
and,  for  the  first  time,  you  will  make  some  noise  in  the  world. — 
Now  then,  take  hold  ! 

Marshal,  (wiping  his  forehead).  Yet  consider,  I  entreat! 
Would  you  risk  your  precious  life,  young  and  promising  as 
you  are,  in  this  desperate  manner  ? 

Ferd.  Take  hold,  I  say  I  I  have  nothing  more  to  do  in 
this  world ! 

Marshal.  But  I  have  much,  my  dearest,  most  excellent 
friend ! 

Ferd.  Thou,  wretch — thou?  What  hast  thou  to  do,  but 
to  play  the  stop-gap,  where  honest  men  keep  aloof? — To 
stretch  or  shrink  seven  times  in  an  instant,  like  the  butterfly 
on  a  pin  ?  To  be  privy  registrar  in  chief  and  clerk  of  the 
Jordan? — To  be  the  cap  and  bell  buffoon,  on  which  your 
master  sharpens  his  wit  ? — ^Well,  well,  let  it  be  so.  I  will 
carry  you  about  with  me,  as  I  would  a  marmot  of  rare  training. 
You  shall  skip  and  dance,  like  a  tamed  monkey,  to  the  howl- 
ing of  the  damned ;  fetch,  carry,  and  serve ;  and  with  your 
courtly  arts  enliven  the  wailings  of  everlasting  despair ! 

Marshal.  Anything  you  please,  dear  major  ! — Whatever 
you  please ! — Only  take  away  the  pistols  ! 

Ferd.  How  he  stands  there,  poor  trembling  wretch ! 
There  he  stands,  a  blot  on  the  sixth  day  of  creation.  He  looks 
as  if  he  were  a  piratical  counterfeit  of  the  Almighty  original. 
Pity,  eternal  pity !  that  an  atom  of  brains  should  lie  wasting 
in  so  barren  a  skull ! — That  single  atom  bestowed  upon  a 
baboon,  might  have  made  him  a  perfect  man,  whereas  it  is 

now  a  mere  useless  fragment. And  that  she  should  share 

her  heart  with  a  thing  like  this ! — Monstrous  !  Incredible ! — 
A  wretch  more  formed  to  wean  from  sin  than  to  excite  it ! 

Marshal.     Praised  be  Heaven  !  he  is  getting  witty. 

Ferd.  I  will  let  him  live  ! — That  toleration  which  spares 
the  caterpillar  shall  be  extended  to  him ! — Men  shall  look  on 
him  in  wonder,  and,  shrugging  their  shoulders,  admire  the  wise 
dispensation  of  Providence,  which  can  feed  its  creatures  witli 
husks  and  scourings ;  which  spreads  the  table  for  the  raven  ou 
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the  gallows,  and  for  the  courtier  in  the  slime  of  majesty.  We 
wonder  at  the  wisdom  of  Providence,  which  even  in  the  world 
of  spirits  maintains  its  staff  of  venomous  reptiles  for  tha 
dissemination  of  poison.  {Relapsing  into  rage,)  But  such 
vermin  shall  not  pollute  my  rose ;  sooner  will  I  crush  it  to 
atoms,  {seizing  the  Marshal  and  shaking  him  roughly,)  thus 
and  thus and  thus 

MARSHAii.  Oh !  God  that  I  were  away  from  here !  Hun- 
dreds of  miles  away,  in  the  asylum  for  maniacs  at  Paris! — 
Anywhere  but  near  this  man ! 

Feed.     Villain!   If  she  be  no  longer  pure  ! Villain !  If 

thou  hast  profaned,  where  I  worshipped ! — {with  increased  fury .) 
If  thou  hast  polluted,  where  I  believed  myself  the  god ! — [Paus- 
ing suddenly ;  then  in  a  solemn  terrible  voice.)  It  were  better 
for  thee,  villain,  to  flee  to  hell,  than  to  encounter  my  wrath 
in  heaven  ! — Confess ! — To  what  extent  has  your  unhallowed 
love  proceeded  ? 

Marshal.     Let  me  go !  I  will  confess  everything. 

Feed.  'Oh!  it  must  be  more  rapturous  even  to  be  her 
licentious  paramour,  than  to  burn  with  the  purest  flame  for 
any  other  !  Would  she  surrender  her  charms  to  unlicensed 
pleasure,  she  might  dissolve  the  soul  itself  to  sin,  and  make 
voluptuousness  pass  for  virtue  [pressing  his  pistol  against  the 
Marshal's  breast).  To  what  extremities  have  you  proceeded  ? 
• — Confess  this  instant,  or  I  fire ! 

Marshal.  There  is  nothing  at  all  in  it,  I  assure  you  ! — 
There  is  not  a  syllable  of  truth  in  the  whole  business! — 
Have  but  a  moment's  patience ! — You  are  deceived,  indeed 
you  are ! 

Ferd.  (furiously).  And  dare  you  remind  me  of  that,  villain? 
To  what  extremities  have  you  proceeded  ? — Confess,  or  you 
are  a  dead  man  ! 

Marshal.  Mon  Dieu  ! — My  God  ! — You  mistake  my 
words ! — Only  listen  for  a  moment. — ^T\^hen  a  father 

Ferd.  {still  more  enraged).  No  doubt !  He  threw  his 
daughter  into  your  arms  ? — And  how  far  have  you  proceeded  ? 
— -Confess,  or  I  will  murder  you ! 

Marshal.  You  rave  ! — You  will  not  listen ! — I  never  saw 
her  ! — I  don't  know  her ! — I  know  nothing  at  all  about  her! 

Ferd.  {drawing  hack).  You  never  saw  her? — You  don't 
knoviT  her  ?— Know  nothing  at  all  about  her  ? — Louisa  is  lost 
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to  me  for  ever  on  thy  account,  and  yet  in  one  breath  hast  thou 
denied  her  thrice.  Go,  wretch — go  ;  (Jie  gives  him  a  hloiv  with 
the  pistol,  and  thrusts  him  out  of  the  chamber ;)  powder  were 
thrown  away  on  such  a  miscreant.  [Exit  Marshal. 

Scene  IV. 

Ferd.  {after  a  long  silence,  during  ivhich  his  countenance 
declares  him  to  he  agitated  by  some  dreadful  idea).  For  ever 
lost?  Yes,  false  Unfortunate,  both  are  lost! — Ay,  by  the 
Almighty  God !  if  I  am  lost,  thou  art  so  too. — ^Judge  of  the 
world,  ask  her  not  from  me !  She  is  mine. — For  her  sake  I 
renounced  the  whole  w^orld — abandoned  all  thy  glorious 
creation. — Leave  me  the  maid,  great  Judge  of  the  world ! — 
Millions  of  souls  pour  out  their  plaints  to  thee — turn  on 
them  thine  eye  of  compassion,  but  leave  me.  Almighty  Judge 
— leave  me  to  myself — [Clasping  his  hands  in  agony.)  Can 
the  bountiful,  the  munificent  Creator  be  covetous  of  one 
miserable  soul,  and  that  soul  the  worst  in  his  creation?  The 
maiden  is  mine ! — Once  I  was  her  god,  but  now  I  am  her 
devil ! 

(Fixes  his  eyes  with  terrible  expression.) 

An  eternity  passed  with  her  upon  the  rack  of  everlasting 
perdition! — Her  melting  eye-balls  riveted  on  mine! — Our 
blazing  locks  entwined  together ! — Our  shrieks  of  agony 
dissolving  into  one  ! — And  then  to  renew  to  her  my  vows  of 
love,  and  chant  unceasingly  her  broken  oaths  ! — God !  God ! 
The  union  is  dreadful — and  eternal !  {As  he  is  about  to  rush 
off,  the  President  meets  him.) 

Scene  Y. 
Ferdinand,  the  President. 

Ferd.  {starting  back).     Ha !  My  father ! 

Pres.  I  am  glad  to  meet  with  you,  Ferdinand !  I  come 
to  bring  you  some  pleasant  news — something  that  will 
certainly  surprise  you,  my  dear  son. — Shall  we  be  seated  ? 

Ferd.  {after  gazing  upon  him  for  some  time  with  a  vacant 
stare).  My  father !  {Going  to  him  with  emotion,  and  grasp- 
ing his  hand.)  My  father !  {Kissing  it,  and  falling  at  his 
feet.) — Oh,  father ! 
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Pres.  What  is  the  matter  ?  Rise,  my  son.  Your  hand 
burns,  and  trembles ! 

Ferd.  {wildly).  Forgive  my  ingratitude,  father!  I  am  a 
lost  man!  I  have  misinterpreted  your  kindness!  Your 
meaning  was  so  truly — truly  paternal! — Oh!  jom  had  a 
prophetic  soul!— Now  it  is  too  late !— Pardon !  pardon! — 
Your  blessing,  my  dear  father ! 

Pres.  {feigning   astonishment).     Arise,   my   son !     Eecol 
lect  that  your  words  to  me  are  riddles ! 

Ferd.     This  Louisa,  dear  father Oh !  You  understand 

mankind! — Your  anger  was  so  just,  so  noble,  so  truly  the 
zeal  of  a  father ! — Had  not  its  very  earnestness  led  you  to 
mistake  the  way — This  Louisa ! 

Pres.  Spare  me,  dear  boy !  Curses  on  my  severity !  I 
come  to  entreat  your  forgiveness 

Ferd.  Forgiveness  from  me! — Curse  me  rather — Your 
disapproval  was  wisdom ! — Your  severity  was  heavenly  mercy. 
— This  Louisa,  father 

Pres.  Is  a  noble,  a  lovely  girl! — I  recall  my  too  rash 
suspicions  ! — She  has  won  my  entire  esteem  ! 

Ferd.  (starting  up).  What?  You  too? — Father,  even 
you? — And  is  she  not,  father,  the  very  personification  of 
innocence? — And  is  it  not  so  natural  to  love  this  maiden? 

Pres.     Say  rather,  'twere  a  crime  not  to  love  her. 

Fred.  Incredible !  wonderful ! — And  you,  too,  who  can  so 
thoroughly  see  through  the  heart!  And  you,  who  saw  her 
faults  with  the  eyes  of  hatred ! — Oh  unexampled  hypocrisy ! 
— This  Louisa,  father ! 

Pres.  Is  worthy  to  be  my  daughter !  Her  virtues  supply 
the  want  of  ancestry,  her  beauty  the  want  of  fortune.  My 
prudential  maxims  yield  to  the  force  of  your  attachment. — 
Louisa  shall  be  yours ! 

Fred.  Nought  but  this  was  w^anting  ! — Father! — Fare- 
well !     {Rushes  out  of  the  apartment.) 

Pres.  {following  him).  Stay,  my  son,  stay ! — Whither  do 
/ou  fly  ?- 

Scene  VI — A  magnificent  Saloon  in  Lady  Milford's  House, 

Enter  Lady  M  lford  and  Sophia. 
Lady  M.     You  have  seen  her  then?    Will  she  come? 
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Sophia.  Yes,  in  a  moment!  She  was  in  dishabille,  and 
only  requested  time  to  change  her  dress. 

Lady  M.  Speak  not  of  her. — Silence  ! — I  tremble  like  a 
criminal,  at  the  prospect  of  beholding  that  fortunate  woman, 
whose  heart  sympathizes  thus  cruelly  with  my  own. — And 
how  did  she  receive  my  invitation  ? 

Sophia.  She  seemed  surprised,  became  thoughtful,  fixed 
her  eyes  on  me  steadfastly,  and,  for  a  while,  remained  silent. 
I  was  already  prepared  for  her  excuses,  when  she  returned 
me  this  answer,  with  a  look  that  quite  astonished  me  :  "  Tell 
your  mistress  that  she  commands  what  I  myself  intended  to 
request  to-morrow." 

Lady  M.  Leave  me,  Sophia!  Pity  me! — I  must  blush 
if  she  is  but  an  ordinary  woman — despair  if  she  is  more ! 

Sophia.  But,  my  lady !  it  is  not  in  this  spirit  that 
a  rival  should  be  received ! — Kemember  who  you  are  ! — 
Summon  to  your  aid  your  birth,  your  rank,  your  power ! — 
A  prouder  soul  should  heighten  the  gorgeous  splendour  of 
your  appearance. 

Lady  M.  [in  a  Jit  of  absence).  What  is  the  simpleton 
babbling  about  ? 

Sophia  (maliciously).  Or,  is  it,  perhaps,  by  chance  that 
to-day,  in  particular,  you  are  adorned  with  your  most  costly 
brilliants? — By  chance,  that  you  are  to-day  arrayed  in  your 
most  sumptuous  robes? — that  your  anti-chamber  is  crowded 
with  guards  and  pages;  and  that  the  tradesman's  daughter 
is  to  be  received  in  the  most  stately  apartment  of  the 
palace  ? 

Lady  M.  (angry  and  nettled).  This  is  outrageous  !  In- 
supportable !  Oh  that  woman  should  have  such  argus-eyes 
for  woman's  weakness  ! — How  low,  how  irretrievably  low, 
must  I  have  fallen,  when  such  a  creature  has  power  to 
fethom  me ! 

Lady  Milfokd,  Sophia,  a  Servant. 

Servant  (entering).     Ma'mselle  Miller  waits. 

Lady  M.  (to  Sophia).  Hence  with  you !  Leave  the  room 
instantly!  (Imperiously,  as  the  latter  hesitates). — Must  I 
repeat  my  orders  ?  (Sophia  retires — Lady  Milford  takes  a 
few  turns  hastily.)     So ;  'tis  well  that  I  have  been  excited  I 
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I  am  in  the  fitter  mood  for  this  meeting     {To  the  Servant.) 

Let  her  approach. 

[Exit  Servant. — Lady  Milford  throws  herself  upon 
the  sofa,  and  assumes  a  negligent  but  studied  atti- 
tude. 

Scene  VII. 

Lady  Milford,  Louisa. 

Louisa  enters  timidly,  and  remains  standing  at  a  great  dis- 
tance from  Lady  Milford,  who  has  turned  her  hack  towards 
her,  and,  for  some  time,  watches  her  attentively  in  the 
opposite  looking-glass.     After  a  pause — — 

Louisa.     Noble  lady,  I  await  your  commands. 

Lady  M.  (turning  towards  Louisa,  and  making  a  slight 
and  distant  motion  with  her  head).     Oh !     Are  you  there  ? — 

I   presume   the  young   lady — a  certain Pray  what  is 

your  name  ? 

Louisa  [somewhat  sensitively).  My  father's  name  is  Miller 
— Your  ladyship  expressed  a  wish  to  see  his  daughter. 

Lady  M.  True,  true !  I  remember.  — The  poor  musician's 
daughter,  of  w^hom  we  were  speaking  the  other  day.  {Aside^ 
after  a  pause.)  Very  interesting,  but  no  beauty ! — (To  Louisa.) 
Come  nearer,  my  child.  (Again  aside.)  Eyes  well  practised 
in  weeping.  Oh !  How  I  love  those  eyes  !  (Aloud.)  Nearer 
— Come  nearer ! — Quite  close  ! — I  really  think,  my  good  child, 
that  you  are  afraid  of  me  ! 

Louisa  (with  firmness  and  dignity).  No,  my  lady — I 
despise  the  opinion  of  the  multitude ! 

Lady  M.  (aside).  Well,  to  be  sure  !  She  has  learnt  this 
boldness  from  him. — (To  Louisa.)  You  have  been  recom- 
mended to  me  Miss !  I  am  told  that  you  have  been  de- 
cently educated,  and  are  well  disposed. — I  can  readily  believe 
it — ^besides,  I  would  not  for  the  world  doubt  the  word  of  sc 
warm  an  advocate. 

Louisa.  And  yet  I  remember  no  one,  my  lady,  who  would 
be  at  the  trouble  to  seek  your  ladyship's  patronage  for  me ! 

Lady  M.  (significantly).  Does  that  imply  my  unworthiness 
rr  your  humility  ? 

Louisa.     Your  words  are  beyond  my  comprehensior ,  lady 
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Lady  M.  More  cunning  than  I  should  hare  expected  from 
that  open  countenance. — {To  Louisa.)  Your  name  is  Louisa, 
I  believe  ?     May  I  inquire  your  age  ? 

Louisa.     Sixteen,  just  turned ! 

Lady  M.  {starting  up).  Ha !  There  it  is  !  Sixteen !  The 
first  pulsation  of  love ! — The  first  sweet  vibration  upon  the  yet 
unsounded  harp ! — Nothing  is  more  fascinating. — {To  Louisa.) 
Be  seated,  lovely  girl — I  am  anxious  about  you — {To  herself.) 
And  he,  too,  loves  for  the  first  time! — What  wonder,  if  the 
ruddy  morning  beams  should  meet  and  blend  ? — {To  Louisa, 
taking  her  hand  affectionately.)  'Tis  settled :  I  will  make  your 
fortune. — {To  herself.)  Oh  !  there  is  nothing  in  it :  nothing, 
but  the  sweet  transient  vision  of  youth ! — {To  Louisa,  patting 
her  on  the  cheek.)  My  Sophy  is  on  the  point  of  leaving  me 
to  be  married:  you  shall  have  her  place.  But  just  sixteen? 
— Oh !  it  can  never  last. 

Louisa  {kissing  her  hand  respectfully).  Receive  my  thanks, 
lady,  for  your  intended  favours,  and  believe  me  not  the  less 
grateful  though  I  may  decline  to  accept  them. 

Lady  M.  {relapsing  into  disdain  and  anger).  Only  hear 
the  great  lady ! — Girls  of  your  station  generally  think  them- 
selves fortunate  to  obtain  such  promotion. — What  is  your  de- 
pendence, my  dainty  one  ? — ^Are  these  fingers  too  delicate  for 
work? — Or  is  it  your  pretty  baby-face  that  makes  you  give 
yourself  these  airs  ? 

Louisa.  My  face,  lady,  is  as  little  of  my  own  choice  as  my 
station ! 

Lady  M.  Perhaps  you  believe  that  your  beauty  will  last 
for  ever  ? — Poor  creature  !  Whoever  put  that  into  your  head 
— be  he  who  he  may — has  deceived  both  you  and  himself! 
The  colours  of  those  cheeks  are  not  burnt  in  with  fire :  what 
your  mirror  passes  off  upon  you  as  solid  and  enduring,  is  but 
a  slight  tinseling,  which  sooner  or  later  will  rub  off  in  the 
hands  of  the  purchaser. — What  then  will  you  do  ? 

Louisa.  Pity  the  purchaser,  lady,  who  bought  a  diamond, 
because  it  appeared  to  be  set  in  gold. 

Lady  M.  {affecting  not  to  hear  her),  A  damsel  of  your 
age  has  ever  two  mirrors,  the  real  one,  and  her  admirer. — The 
flattering  complaisance  of  the  latter  counterbalances  the  rough 
honesty  of  the  former.  What  the  one  proclaims  frightful 
pock-marks,  the  other  declares  to  be  dimples  that  would  adora 
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the  Graces. — The  credulous  maid  believes  only  so  much  of  the 
former  as  is  confirmed  by  the  latter,  and  hies  from  one  to  the 
other  till  she  confounds  their  testimonies,  and  concludes  by 

fancying  them  to  be  both  of  one  opinion. Why  do  you  stara 

at  me  so  ? 

Louisa.  Pardon  me,  lady ! — I  was  just  then  pitying  those 
gorgeous  sparkling  brilliants,  which  are  unconscious  that  their 
possessor  is  so  strenuous  a  foe  to  vanity. 

Lady  M.  {reddening).  No  evasion,  miss.  Were  it  not  that 
you  depend  upon  personal  attractions,  what  in  the  world  could 
induc<»  you  to  reject  a  situation,  the  only  one  where  you  can 
acquire  polish  of  manners,  and  divest  yourself  of  your  plebeian 
prejudiceii  ? 

Louisa.  And  ^hh  them,  I  presume,  my  plebeian  inno- 
cence ! 

Lady  M.  Preposterous  objection!  The  most  dissolute 
libertine  dares  not  to  disrespect  our  sex,  unless  we  ourselves 
encourage  him  by  advances.  Prove  what  you  are;  make  mani- 
fest your  virtue  and  honour,  and  I  will  guarantee  your 
innocence  from  danger. 

Louisa.  Of  that,  lady,  permit  me  to  entertain  a  doubt! 
The  palaces  of  certain  ladies  are  but  too  often  made  a  theatre 
for  the  most  unbridled  licentiousness. — Who  will  believe  that 
a  poor  musician's  daughter  could  have  the  heroism  to  plunge 
into  the  midst  of  contagion,  and  yet  preserve  herself  untainted? 
— Who  will  believe  that  Lady  Milford  would  perpetually  hold 
a  scorpion  to  her  breast,  and  lavish  her  wealth,  to  purchase  the 
advantage  of  every  moment  feeling  her  cheeks  dyed  with  the 
crimson  blush  of  shame  ? — I  will  be  frank,  lady  ! — While  I 
adorned  you  for  some  assignation,  could  you  meet  my  eye 
unabashed?    Could  you  endure  my  glance  when  you  returned? 

Oh!  better,  far  better  would  it  be,  that  oceans  should 

roll  between  us — that  we  should  inhabit  different  climes  ! — 
Beware,  my  lady ! — Hours  of  temperance,  moments  of  satiety 
might  intrude  ;  the  gnawing  worm  of  remorse  might  plant  its 

sting  in  your  bosom,  and  then What  a  torment  would  it 

be  for  you  to  read  in  the  countenance  of  your  handmaid  that 
calm  serenity  with  which  virtue  ever  rewards  an  uncorrupted 
heart  I  {Retiring  a  few  steps.)  Once  more,  gracious  lady,  I 
entreat  your  pardon ! 

Lady  M.   {extremely  agitated).      Insupportable,  that  she 
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should  tell  me  this!  Still  more  insupportable,  that  what 
she  tells  is  true !  (Turning  to  Louisa,  and  lookiny  at  her 
steadfastly.)  Girl !  girl !  this  artifice  does  not  blind  me ! 
Mere  opinions  do  not  speak  out  so  warmly.  Beneath  the 
cloak  of  these  sentiments  lurks  some  far  dearer  interest.  'Tis 
that  which  makes  my  service  particularly  distasteful — which 
gives  such  energy  to  your  language.  (In  a  threatening  voice.) 
What  it  is  I  am  determined  to  discover. 

Louisa  (ivith  calm  dignity).  And  what  if  you  do  discover  it? 
Suppose  the  contemptuous  trampling  of  your  foot  should  rouse 
the  injured  worm,  which  its  Creator  has  furnished  with  a  sting 
to  protect  it  against  misusage.  I  fear  not  your  vengeance, 
lady ! — The  poor  criminal  extended  on  the  rack,  can  look  unap- 
palled  even  on  the  dissolution  of  the  world. — My  misery  is  so 
exquisite,  that  even  sincerity  cannot  draw  down  upon  me  any 
further  infliction !  {After  a  pause.)  You  say,  that  you  would  raise 
me  from  the  obscurity  of  my  station.  I  will  not  examine  the  mo- 
tives of  this  suspicious  favour.  I  will  only  ask,  what  could  induce 
you  to  think  me  so  foolish  as  to  blush  at  my  station  ?  What  could 
induce  you  to  become  the  architect  of  my  happiness,  before 
you  knew  whether  I  was  willing  to  receive  that  happiness  at 
your  hands  ? — I  had  for  ever  renounced  all  claims  upon  the 
pleasures  of  the  world. — I  had  forgiven  Fortune  that  she  had 
dealt  with  me  so  niggardly. — Ah  !  why  do  you  remind  me  of 
all  this. — If  the  Almighty  himself  hides  his  glory  from  the 
eyes  of  his  creatures,  lest  the  highest  seraph  should  be  over- 
whelmed by  a  sense  of  his  own  insignificance,  why  should 
mortals  be  so  cruelly  compassionate ?— Lady,  lady!  why  is 
your  vaunted  happiness  so  anxious  to  excite  the  envy  and 
wonder  of  the  wretched  ? — Does  your  bliss  stand  in  need  of 
the  exhibition  of  despair  for  entertainment  ? — Oh  !  rather 
grant  me  that  blindness  which  alone  can  reconcile  me  to  mj 
barbarous  lot ! — The  insect  feels  itself  as  happy  in  a  drop  of 
water  as  though  that  drop  were  a  paradise :  so  happy,  and  so 
contented !  till  some  one  tells  it  of  a  world  of  waters,  where 
navies  ride  and  whales  disport  themselves! — But  you  wish  to 
make  me  happy,  say  you?  (After  a  pause,  she  advances  towards 
Lady  Milfokd,  and  asks  her  suddenly.)  Are  you  happy,  lady? 
{Lady  Milfoed  turns  from  her  hastily,  and  overpowered. — 
Louisa  folloivs  her,  and  lays  her  hand  upon  her  bosom.) 
Does  this  heart  wear  the  smile  of  its  statior  ?     Could  w<? 
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now  exchange  breast  for  breast,  and  fate  for  fate — were  I, 
in  child-like  innocence,  to  ask  you  on  your  conscience — • 
were  I  to  ask  you  as  a  mother — would  you  really  counsel  mo 
to  make  the  exchange  ? 

Lady  M.  [greatly  excited ,  throwing  herself  on  the  sofa). 
Intolerable !  Incomprehensible  !  No,  Louisa,  no  !  This 
greatness  of  thought  is  not  jonr  own,  and  your  concep- 
tions are  too  fiery,  too  full  of  youth,  to  be  inspired  by  your 
father.    Deceive  me  not!    I  detect  another  teacher 

Louisa  {looking  piercingly  at  her),  I  cannot  but  wonder, 
my  lady,  that  you  should  only  just  have  discovered  that  other 
teacher,  and  yet  have  previously  shown  so  much  anxiety  to 
patronise  me ! 

Lady  M.  [starting  up).  'Tis  not  to  be  borne ! — Well,  then, 
since  I  cannot  escape  you,  I  know  him — know  everything — 
J:now  more  than  I  wish  to  know !  {Suddenly  restraining  her- 
self,  then  continuing  with  a  violence  which  by  degrees  increases 

to  frenzy.)   But  dare,  Unhappy  one! dare  but  still  to  love, 

or  to  be  beloved  by  him ! — What  did  I  say? — Dare  but  to 

think  of  him,  or  to  be  one  of  his  tlioughts! 1  am  powerful. 

Unhappy  one! — dreadful  in  my  vengeance! — As  sure  as  there 
is  a  God  in  heaven,  thou  art  lost  for  ever ! 

Louisa  (undaunted).  Past  all  redemption,  my  lady,  the 
moment  you  succeed  in  compelling  him  to  love  you ! 

Lady  M.  I  understand  you  —  but  I  care  not  for  his 
love  I  I  will  conquer  this  disgraceful  passion.  I  will  torture 
my  own  heart ;  but  thine  will  I  crush  to  atoms  ! — Rocks  and 
chasms  will  I  hurl  between  you.  I  will  rush,  like  a  fury,  into 
the  heaven  of  your  joys.  My  name  shall  affright  your  loves, 
as  a  spectre  scares  an  assassin.  That  young  and  blooming  form 
in  his  embrace  shall  wither  to  a  skeleton. — I  cannot  be  blest 
with  him — neither  shalt  thou. — Know,  wretched  girl !  that  to 
blast  the  happiness  of  others  is  in  itself  a  happiness  I 

Louisa.  A  happiness,  my  lady,  which  is  already  beyond 
your  reach ! — Seek  not  to  deceive  your  own  heart ! — You  are 
incapable  of  executing  what  you*  threaten! — You  are  in- 
capable of  torturing  a  being  who  has  done  you  no  wrong — 
Dut  whose  misfortune  it  is,  that  her  feelings  have  been  sensible 
to  impressions  like  your  own. — But  I  love  you  for  these  trans- 
ports, my  lady  I 

Lady  M    i  recovering  herself  ^      Where  am  I '^     What  have 
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I  done  ?  What  sentiments  have  I  betrayed  ?  To  whom  have 
I, betrayed  them? — Oh,  Louisa,  noble,  great,  divine  soul,  for 
give  the  ravings  of  a  maniac ! — Fear  not,  my  child ! — I  will 
liot  injure  a  hair  of  thy  head  ! — Name  thy  wishes  ! — Ask 
what  thou  wilt ! — I  will  serve  thee  with  all  my  power ; — I  will 
be  thy  friend — thy  sister! — Thou  art  poor; — ^look  {taking  off 
her  brilliants),  I  will  sell  these  jewels — sell  my  wardrobe — 
my  carriages  and  horses — all  shall  be  thine — grant  me  but 
Ferdinand! 

Louisa  (draics  back,  indignantly).  Does  she  mock  my 
despair  ? — or  is  she  really  innocent  of  participation  in  that 
cruel  deed  ? — Ha !  then,  I  may  yet  assume  the  heroine,  and 
make  my  surrender  of  him  pass  for  a  sacrifice !  (Remains 
for  a  while  absorbed  in  thought,  then  appi^oaches  Lady  Milford, 
seizes  her  hand,  and  gazes  on  her  with  a  fixed  and  signifvcant 
look?)     Take  him,  lady ! — I  here  voluntarily  resign  the  man 

whom  hellish  arts  have  torn  from  my  bleeding  bosom ! 

Perchance  you  know  it  not,  my  lady !  but  you  have  destroyed 
the  paradise  of  two  lovers  :  you  have  torn  asunder  two  hearts 
which  God  had  linked  together ;  you  have  crashed  a  creature 
not  less  dear  to  him  than  yourself,  and  no  less  created  for 
happiness ;  one  by  whom  he  was  worshipped  as  sincerely  as 
by  you ;  but  who,  henceforth,  will  worship  him  no  more ! — 
But  the  Almighty  is  ever  open  to  receive  the  la.*^t  groan  of  the 
trampled  worm. — He  will  not  look  on  with  indifference,  when. 
creatures  in  his  keeping  are  murdered. — Now  Ferdinand 
is  yours. — Take  him,  lady,  take  him! — Eush  into  his  arms! — 
Drag  him  with  you  to  the  altar! — But  forget  not  that  the 
spectre  of  a  suicide  will  rush  between  you  and  the  bridal  kiss. 
— God  be  merciful ! — No  choice  is  left  me  !  (Bushes  out  of 
the  chamber,) 

Scene  VIIL 

[Lady  Milford  alone,  in  extreme  agitation^  gazing  on  the  door 
by  which  Louisa  left.  .  At  length  she  recovers  from  her 
stupor. 

Lady  M.  What  was  that? — What  preys  so  on  my  heart? 
—What  said  the  Unhappy  one? — Still,  0  Heaven,  the  dread- 
ful, damning  words  ring  in  my  ears  ! — "  Take  him ! — Take 
Lini ! " — What  should  I  take,  Unfortunate  ?  The  bequest  of  your 
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dying  groan — the  fearful  legacy  of  your  despair? — Gracious 
Heaven  !  Am  I  then  fallen  so  low  ? — Am  I  so  suddenly  hurled 
from  the  towering  throne  of  my  pride,  that  I  greedily  await 
what  a  beggar's  generosity  may  throw^  me  in  the  last  struggle 
of  death  ? — "  Take  him !  Take  him ! "  And  with  what  a  tone 
was  it  uttered  ! — with  what  a  look ! — What !  Amelia !  is  it 
for  this  thou  hast  overleaped  the  bounds  of  thy  sex  ? — For 
this  didst  thou  vaunt  the  glorious  title  of  a  free-born  Briton^ 
that  thy  boasted  edifice  of  honour  might  sink  before  the  nobler 
soul  of  a  despised  and  lowly  maiden? — No,  proud  Unfor- 
tunate !  No  ! — Amelia  Milford  may  blush  for  shame — but 
shall  never  be  despised. — I,  too,  have  courage  to  resign  !  {She 
walks  a  few  'paces  with  a  majestic  gait.) — Hide  thyself,  weak 
suffering  woman ! — Hence,  ye  sweet  and  golden  dreams  of 

love! — Magnanimity  alone  be  now  my  guide. These  lovers 

are  lost,  or  Amelia  must  withdraw  her  claim,  and  renounce 
the  prince's  heart. — (Aftei^  a  pause,  with  animation.)  It  is 
determined  ! — The  dreadful  obstacle  is  removed — broken  are 
the  bonds  which  bound  me  to  the  duk@ — torn  from  my  bosom 
this  raging  passion — Virtue,  into  thy  arms  I  throw  myself ! — 
Receive  thy  repentant  daughter ! — Ha !  how  happy  do  I  feel ! 
How  suddenly  relieved  my  heart,  and  how  exalted !  Glorious 
as  the  setting  sun,  will  I  this  day  descend  from  the  pinnacle 
of  my  greatness ;  my  grandeur  shall  expire  with  my  love,  and 
my  own  heart  be  the  only  sharer  of  my  proud  exile !  (Going  to 
her  ivriting  table  with  a  determined  air.)  It  must  be  done  at 
once — now,  on  the  spot — before  the  recollection  of  Ferdinand 
renews  the  cruel  conflict  in  my  bosom!  (She  seats  herself, 
and  begins  to  ivrite.) 

Scene  IX. 

Lady   Milfoed,    an   Attendant,    Sophia,    afterwards   the 
Marshal,  and  then  Servants. 

Servant.  Marshal  Von  Kalb  is  in  the  anti-chamber,  and 
brings  a  message  from  his  Highness. 

Lady  M.  {iiot  hearing  him  in  the  eagerness  of  writing). 
How  the  illustrious  puppet  will  stare!  The  idea  is  singular 
enough,  I  own,  the  presuming  to  astonish  his  serene  num- 
skull.— In  what  confusion  will  his  court  be  thrown! — The 
whole  country  will  be  in  a  ferment. 
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Servant  and  Sophia.     Marshal  Von  Kalb,  my  lady ! 

Lady  M.  {turning  round).  Who?  the  Marshal? — So  much 
the  better !  Such  creatures  were  designed  by  nature  to  carry 
the  ass's  panuiers.  [Exit  Servant. 

Sophia  [approaching  anxiously).  If  I  were  not  fearful,  my 
lady,  that  you  would  think  it  presumption  (Lady  Milford 
continuing  to  write  eagerly) — Louisa  Miller  rushed  madly 
through  the  hall — you  are  agitated — you  speak  to  yourself. 
(Lady  Milford  continues  ivriting) — I  am  quite  alarmed — 
What  can  have  happened  ? 
(The  Marshal  enters,  making  repeated  hows  at  Lady  Milford 's 

hack;  as  she  takes  no  notice  of  him,  he  comes  nearer,  stands 

hehind  her  chair,  touches  the  hem  of  her  dress,  and  imprints 

a  kiss  on  it,  saying  in  a  tremulous  voice) 

His  Serene  Highness 

Lady  M.  {while  she  p)eruses  hastily  what  she  has  icritten). 
He  will  tax  me  with  black  ingratitude! — "I  was  poor  and 
forsaken !  He  raised  me  from  misery ! — From  misery  ! " — 
Detestable  exchange  I — Annul  my  bond,  seducer !  The  blush 
of  my  eternal  shame  repays  my  debt  with  interest. 

Marshal  {after  endeavouring  in  vain  to  catch  her  eye). 
Your  ladyship  seems  somewhat  absent — I  take  the  liberty 
of  permitting  myself  the  boldness  {very  loud) — his  Serene 
Highness,  my  lady,  has  sent  me  to  inquire  whether  you 
mean  to  honour  this  evening's  gala  with  your  presence,  or 
the  theatre  ? 

Lady  M.  {rising  ivith  a  laugh).  One  or  the  other,  sweet 
Sir.  In  the  mean  time  take  this  paper  to  your  dake  for 
his  dessert.  {To  Sophia.)  Do  you,  Sophia,  give  directions  to 
have  my  carriage  brought  to  the  door  without  delay,  and  call 
mv  whole  household  toefether  in  this  saloon. 

Sophia  {goes  out  in  great  astonishment).  Heavens  !  What 
do  I  forebode  ?     What  will  this  end  in  ! 

Marshal.     You  seem  excited,  my  lady  ? 

Lady  M.  The  greater  the  chance  of  my  letting  you  into 
a  little  truth. — Rejoice,  my  Lord  Marshal !  There  is  a  place 
vacant  at  court.  A  fine  time  for  panders.  {As  the  Marshal 
throws  a  look  of  suspicion  upon  the  paper)  Read  it,  read  it ! 
Tis  my  desire  that  the  contents  should  be  made  public. 
{While  he  reads  it,  the  domestics  enter,  and  range  themselves 
in  the  back-ground  ) 
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Marshal  {reading).  *'  Your  Highness — An  engagement, 
broken  by  you  so  lightly,  can  no  longer  be  binding  on  me.  The 
happiness  of  your  subjects  was  the  condition  of  my  love.  For 
three  years  the  deception  has  lasted.  The  veil  at  length  falls 
from  my  eyes !  I  look  with  disgust  on  favours  which  are  stained 
with  the  tears  of  your  subjects. — Bestow  the  love,  which  I  can 
no  longer  accept,  upon  your  weeping  country,  and  learn  from  a 
British  princess  compassion  to  your  German  people.  Within 
an  hour  I  shall  have  quitted  your  dominions. 

"  Joanna  Norfolk." 

Servants  {exclaiming  to  each  other  in  astonishment).  Quitted 
the  dominions ! 

Marshal  {replaces  the  letter  upon  the  table  in  terror).  God 
forbid,  my  dear  and  most  excellent  lady !  The  bearer  of  such 
a  letter  would  be  as  mad  as  the  writer ! 

Lady  M.  That  is  your  concern,  you  pink  of  a  courtier ! 
Alas !  I  am  sorry  to  know  that  you,  and  such  as  you,  w^ould 
choke  even  in  the  utterance  of  what  others  dare  to  do.  My 
advice  is  that  you  bake  the  letter  in  a  venison  pasty,  so  that 
his  Most  Serene  Highness  may  find  it  on  his  plate  ! 

Marshal.  God  presers^e  me  !  What  presumption !  Ponder 
well,  I  entreat  you. — Reflect  on  the  disgrace  which  you  will 
bring  dowM  upon  yourself,  my  lady ! 

Lady  M.  (turning  to  the  assembled  domestics,  and  addressing 
them  in  the  deepest  emotion).  You  seem  amazed,  good 
people ;  and  anxiously  awaiting  the  solution  of  this  riddle  ? 
Draw  nearer,  my  friends ! — You  have  served  me  truly  and 
affectionately;  have  looked  into  my  eyes,  rather  than  my 
purse.  My  pleasure  w^as  your  study,  my  approbation  your 
pride ! — Woe  is  me,  that  the  remembrance  of  your  fidelity 
must  be  the  record  of  my  unworthiness  !  Unhappy  fate,  that 
the  darkest  season  of  my  life  should  have  been  the  brightest 
of  yours  ! — (Her  eyes  suffused  with  tears.)  We  must  part,  my 
children.  Lady  Milford  has  ceased  to  exist,  and  Joanna  of 
Norfolk  is  too  poor  to  repay  your  love. — What  little  wealth  I 
liave  my  treasurer  will  share  among  you.  This  palace  belongs 
to  the  duke. — The  poorest  of  you  will  quit  it  far  richer 
than  his  mistress !  Farewell,  my  children  !  {She  extends  her 
hand,  which  they  all  in  turns  hiss,  with  marks  of  sorroio 
and  affection).  I  understand  3^ou,  my  good  people  ! — Farewell ! 
For  ever,  farewell!  [Struggling  with  her  feelings,)     I  hear 
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the  carriage  at  the  door.  {She  tears  herself  away,  and  is  hur 
vying  out,   when  the   Marshal  arrests  her  progress.)     How 
now  ?     Pitiful  creature,  art  thou  still  there  ? 

Marshal,  {ivho  all  this  ivhile  has  been  gazing  in  vacant  asto- 
nishment at  the  letter).  And  must  /be  the  person  to  put  this 
letter  into  the  most  august  hands  of  his  most  Serene  Highness  ? 

Lady  M.  Pitiful  creature,  even  thou  !  Thou  must  deliver 
into  his  most  august  hands,  and  convey  to  his  most  august  ears, 
that,  as  I  cannot  go  barefoot  to  Loretto,  I  will  support  myself 
by  the  labour  of  my  hands,  that  I  may  be  purified  from  the 
disgrace  of  having  condescended  to  rule  him.  [She  hurries  off 
— the  rest  silently  disperse.) 


ACT  V. 

Scene  I. — Twilight;  a  room  in  Millers  House. 
Louisa  sits  silent  and  motionless  in  a  dark  corner  of  the 
7'oom,  her  head  reclining  ujjon  her  hand. — After  a  long 
pause,  Miller  enters  with  a  lantern,  the  light  of  which  he 
casts  anxiously  round  the  chamber,  without  observing  Louisa, 
he  then  puts  his  hat  on  the  table.,  and  sets  doivn  the  lantern 

Louisa,  Miller. 
Mill.  She  is  not  here  either.  No,  she  is  not  here  ! — I 
have  wandered  through  every  street ; — I  have  sought  her  with 
every  acquaintance  ; — T  have  inquired  at  every  door !  No  one 
has  seen  my  child  !  (A  silence  of  some  moments.)  Patience, 
poor  unhappy  father  !  Patience  till  morning  ;  then  perhaps 
the  corpse  of  your  only  one  may  come  floating  to  shore. — - 
Oh,  God  in  heaven !  What  though  my  heart  has  hung  too  idola- 
trously  upon  this  daughter, — yet  surely  the  punishment  is 
severe  !  Heavenly  Father !  Surely  it  is  severe  !  I  will  not 
murmur.  Heavenly  Father;  but  the  punishment  is  indeed 
severe  !  (Throws  himself  sorroivfidly  into  a  chair.) 

Louisa,  [without  moving  from  her  seat).     Thou  dost  well, 
wretched  old  man  !     Learn  betimes  to  lose. 

Mill,  [starts  up  eagerly).    Ah !  art  thou  there,  my  child?  Art 

thou  there  ? — But  wherefore  thus  alone,  and  without  a  light  ? 

Louisa.  Yet  am  I  not  alone.     When  all  things  around  me 

are  dark  and  gloomy,  then  have  I  the  companioi^*ship  which 

most  I  love 
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Mill.  God  defend  thee,  my  child  !  The  worm  of  con- 
science alone  wakes  and  watches  with  the  owl:  none  shun 
the  light  bat  criminals  and  evil  spirits. 

Louisa.  And  Eternity,  father,  which  speaks  to  the  soul  in 
eolitude ! 

Mill.  Louisa !  my  child  !     What  words  are  these  ? 

Louisa,  [rises,  and  comes  forivard).  I  have  fought  a  hard 
fight — you  know  it,  father !  l3ut  God  gave  me  the  strength ! 
The  fight  is  over!  Father,  our  sex  is  called  timid  and  weak; 
believe  it  no  more !  We  tremble  at  a  spider,  but  the  black 
monster,  Corruption,  we  hug  to  our  arms  in  sport!  This 
for  your  edification,  father — Your  Louisa  is  merry. 

Mill.     I  had  rather  you  wept.     It  would  please  me  better 

Louisa.  How  will  I  outwit  him,  father!  How  I  shall 
cheat  the  tyrant ! — Love  is  more  crafty  than  malice,  and 
bolder — helmew  not  that,  the  man  of  the  unlucky  star! — Oh! 
they  are  cunning  so  long  as  they  have  but  to  do  with  the 
head ;  but  when  they  have  to  grapple  with  the  heart,  the 
villains  are  at  fault — He  thought  to  seal  his  treachery  with  an 
oath  ! — Oaths,  father,  may  bind  the  living,  but  death  dissolves 
even  the  iron  bonds  of  the  Sacrament !  Ferdinand  will  learn 
to  know  his  Louisa. — Father,  will  you  deliver  this  letter  for 
me  ?     Will  you  do  me  the  kindness  ? 

Mill.  To  whom,  my  child  ? 

Louisa.  Strange  question  !  Infinitude  and  my  heart  to- 
gether had  not  space  enough  for  a  single  thought  but  of  him — 
To  whom  else  should  I  write  ? 

Mill,  (anxiously).  Hear  me,  Louisa !  I  must  read  this  letter! 

Louisa.  As  you  please,  father !  but  you  will  not  under- 
stand it.  The  characters  lie  there  like  inanimate  corpses,  and 
live  but  for  the  eyes  of  love. 

Mill,  (reading).  *'  You  are  betrayed,  Ferdinand !  An 
imparalleled  piece  of  villany  has  dissolved  the  union  of  our 
hearts  :  but  a  dreadful  vow  binds  my  tongue,  and  your  father 
has  spies  stationed  upon  every  side.  But,  if  thou  hast  courage, 
my  beloved ! — I  know^  a  place  where  oaths  no  longer  bind,  and 
w^here  spies  cannot  enter." — (Miller  stoics  short,  and  gazes 
upon  her  steadfastly.) 

Louisa.  Why  that  earnest  look,  father?  Road  what 
follows 
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Mill.  **  But  thou  must  be  fearless  enough  to  wander 
through  a  gloomy  path  with  no  other  guides  than  God  and  thy 
Louisa.  Thou  must  have  no  companion,  but  love;  leave 
behind  all  thy  hopes,  all  thy  tumultuous  wishes — thou  wilt 
need  nothing  on  this  journey,  but  thy  heart — Darest  thou 
come — then  set  out  as  the  bell  tolls  twelve  from  the  Carmelite 
Tower.  Dost  thou  fear— then  erase  from  the  vocabulary  of 
thy  sex's  virtues  the  word  courage,  for  a  maiden  will  have  put 
thee  to  shame."  (Miller  lays  down  the  letter,  and  fixes  Ms 
eyes  upon  the  ground  in  deep  sorrow.  At  length  he  turns 
to  Louisa,  and  saijs  in  a  low  broken  voice)  Daughter — Where 
is  that  place  ? 

Louisa.  Don't  you  know  it,  father?  Do  you  really  not 
know  it? — 'Tis  strange!  I  have  described  it  unmistakeably ! 
Ferdinand  will  not  fail  to  find  it. 

Mill.     Pray  speak  plainer ! 

Louisa.  I  can  think  of  no  pleasing  name  for  it  just  now  ! 
You  must  not  be  alarmed,  father,  if  the  name  I  give  it  has  a 
terrible  sound.  That  place Oh !  why  has  no  lover  in- 
vented a  name  for  it!     He  would  have  chosen  for  it  the 

softest,  the   sweetest — That  place,    my  dear  father but 

you  must  not  interrupt  me that  place  is — the  grave  I 

Mill,  (staggering  to  a  seat,)    Oh,  God ! 

Louisa  (Jiastens  to  him,  and  supports  him).  Nay,  father, 
be  not  alarmed! — These  are  but  terrors  which  hover  round 
an  empty  word  !  Take  away  the  name,  and  the  grave  will 
seem  to  be  a  bridal  bed,  over  which  Aurora  spreads  her 
golden  canopy,  and  Spring  strews  her  fairest  flowers.  None 
but  a  groaning  sinner  pictures  Death  as  a  skeleton ;  to 
others  he  is  a  gentle  smiling  boy,  blooming  as  the  God 
of  Love,  but  not  so  false — a  silent  ministering  spirit,  who 
guides  the  exhausted  pilgrim  through  the  desert  of  Eter- 
nity, unlocks  for  him  the  fairy  palace  of  Everlasting  Joy, 
invites  him  in  with  friendly  smiles,  and  vanishes  for  ever ! 

Mill.  What  meanest  thou,  my  child? — Surely,  thou 
wilt  not  lay  guilty  hands  on  thine  own  life  ? 

Louisa.  Speak  not  thus,  father !  To  quit  a  community 
from  which  I  am  already  rejected — To  fly  voluntarily  to  a 
place  from  which  I  cannot  much  longer  be  absent — Is  that 
la  sin  ? 

Mill      Suicide  is  the  most  horrible  of  sins,  my  child— 
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'Tis  the  only  one  that  can  never  be  repented,  smce  death  arrives 
at  the  moment  the  crime  is  committed. 

Louisa  (stands  motionless  ivith  horror).  That  is  dreadful ! — - 
But  my  death  will  not  be  so  sudden,  fatner. — I  will  spring  into 
the  river,  and,  while  the  waters  are  closing  over  me,  cry  to 
the  Almighty  for  mercy  and  forgiveness  ! 

Mill.  That  is  to  say — You  will  repent  the  theft,  as 
soon  as  the  treasure  is  secure  !  Daughter !  Daughter !  be- 
ware how  you  mock  your  God,  when  you  most  need  his  help  ! 
— Oh  !  you  have  gone  far,  far  astray !  — You  have  forgotten  tho 
worship  of  your  Creator,  and  he  has  withdrawn  his  protecting 
hand  from  you ! 

Louisa.     Is  it,  then,  a  crime  to  love,  father  ? 

Mill.  So  long  as  thou  lovest  God,  thou  wilt  never  love 
man  to  idolatry — Thou  hast  bowed  me  down  low,  my  only 
one  ! — low!  very  low  ! — perhaps  to  the  grave ! — Yet  will  I  not 
increase  the  sadness  of  thy  heart. — Daughter!  I  gave  vent  to 
my  feelings  as  I  entered.  I  thought  myself  alone !  Thou  hast 
overheard  me  !  and,  why  should  I  longer  conceal  the  truth — . 
Thou  wert  my  idol !  Hear  me,  Louisa,  if  there  is  yet  room 
in  thy  heart  for  a  father's  feelings. — Thou  wert  my  all ! — 
Of  thine  own  thou  hast  nothing  more  to  lose — but  I  have 
my  all  at  stake  ! — My  life  depends  on  thee  ! — My  hairs  are 
turning  gray,  Louisa, — they  show  that  the  time  is  drawing 
nigh  with  me,  when  fathers  look  for  a  return  of  the  capital 
invested  in  the  hearts  of  their  children. — Wilt  thou  defraud 
me  of  this,  Louisa  ?  Wilt  thou  away,  and  bear  with  thee  all 
the  wealth  of  thy  father  ? 

Louisa  (kissing  his  hand  in  the  deepest  emotion).  No,, 
father,  no !  I  go  from  this  world  deeply  in  your  debt,  and 
will  repay  you  with  usury  in  the  world  to  come. 

Mill.  Beware,  my  child,  lest  thy  reckoning  should  be 
false  !  (^very  earnestly  and  solemnly).     Art  thou  certain  that 

we  shall  meet  in  that  world  to  come  ? Lo  !  how  the  colour 

fades  from  thy  cheek! — My  child  must  feel  that  I  can 
scarcely  overtake  her  in  that  other  world,  if  she  hurries 
there  before  me.  (Louisa  throws  herself  shuddering  into  his 
arms — he  clasps  her  warmly  to  his  bosom,  and  continues  in  a 
tone  of  fervent  adjuration) — Oh  !  Louisa ! — Louisa  ! — Fallen,, 
perhaps  already  lost  daughter !  Treasure  in  thy  heart  the 
solemn  counsels  of  a  father  !     I  cannot  eternally  watch  over 
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thee. — I  may  snatch  the  dagger  from  thy  hands ;  but  thou  canst 
let  out  life  with  a  bodkin.  I  may  remove  poison  from  thy  reach ; 
— but  thou  canst  strangle  thyself  with  a  necklace.  Louisa  I 
Louisa !  I  can  only  warn  thee — ^Wilt  thou  rush  boldly  forward 
till  the  perfidious  phantom,  which  lured  thee  on,  vanishes  at 
the  awful  brink  of  eternity  ? — Wilt  thou  dare  approach  the 
throne  of  the  Omniscient  with  the  lie  on  thy  lips ?  "At  thy 
call  am  I  here.  Creator  ! "  while  thy  guilty  eyes  are  in  search 
only  of  their  mortal  idol ! — And  when  thou  shalt  see  this  perish- 
able god  of  thine  own  creation,  a  worm  like  thee,  writhing  at 
the  Almighty's  feet ; — when  thou  shalt  hear  him  in  the  awful 
moment  give  the  lie  to  thy  guilty  daring,  and  blast  thy  de- 
lusive hopes  of  eternal  mercy,  which  the  wretch  implores  in 
vain  for  himself ; — what  then  ! — (Louder  and  more  fervently) 

what  then.  Unhappy  one  ?  {He  clasps  lier  still  closer  to  his 

bosom,  and  gazes  ujjon  her  ivith  wild  and  piercing  looks ;  then 

suddenly  disengages  hiinself.)     I  can  do  no  more  ! (Raising 

his  right  hand  toivards  heaven.)  Immortal  Judge,  I  can  do 
no  more  to  save  this  soul  from  ruin  ! — Louisa,  do  what 
thou  wilt. —  Offer  up  a  sacrifice  at  the  altar  of  this  idolized 
youth,  that  shall  make  thy  evil  genius  howl  for  transport, 
and  thy  good  angels  forsake  thee  in  despair. — Go  on  I — Heap 
sin  upon  sin  : — add  to  them  this,  the  last,  the  heaviest : — 
and,  if  the  scale  be  still  too  light,  throw  in  my  curse  to 
complete  the  measure.     Here  is  a  knife — pierce  thy  own  heart 

and (iveeping  aloud  and  rushing  aivay)   and,  with  it,  thy 

father's! 

Louisa  [following  and  detaining  him).  Stay !  stay !  — 
Oh!  father,  father! — To  think  that  affection  should  wound 
more  cruelly  than  a  tyrant's  rage  ! — What  shall  I  ?— I  cannot  I 
—What  must  I  do  ? 

Mill.  If  thy  lover's  kisses  burn  hotter  than  thy  father's 
tears then  die  ! 

Louisa  (after  a  violent  internal  struggle,  firmly).  Father ! 
Here  is  my  hand  I  I  will — God  !  God  !  what  am  I  doing  ? 
What  would  I? — Father,  I  swear. — Woe  is  me!  Criminal 
that  I  am  where'er  I  turn  !— Father,  be  it  so ! — Ferdinand. — 
God  looks  down  upon  the  act ! — Thus  I  destroy  the  last  memo- 
rial of  him.  {Tearing  the  letter,) 

Mill,  {throwing  himself  in  ecstasy  tqyon  her  neck).  There 
spoke  my  daughter ! — Look  up,  my  child ! — Thou  hast  lost  a 
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lover,  but  thou  hast  made  a  father  happy.  [Embracing  her  and 
alternately  laughing  and  crying.)  My  child  !  my  child !  I 
was  not  worthy  to  live  so  blest  a  moment !  God  knows,  how  I, 
poor  miserable  sinner,  became  possessed  of  such  an  angel ! — 
My  Louisa  !  My  Paradise  I — Oh  !  I  know  but  little  of  love; 
but  that  to  rend  its  bonds  must  be  a  bitter  grief,  I  can  well 
believe  ! 

Louisa.  But  let  us  hasten  from  this  place,  my  father ! — Let 
us  fly  from  the  city,  where  my  companions  scoff  at  me,  and  my 
good  name  is  lost  for  ever — let  us  away,  far  away,  from  a 
spot,  where  every  object  tells  of  my  ruined  happiness — let  us 
fly,  if  it  be  possible  ! 

Mill.  Whither  thou  wilt,  my  daughter !  The  bread  of 
the  Lord  grows  everywhere,  and  He  will  grant  ears  to  listen 
to  my  music. — Yes!  we  will  fly  and  leave  all  behind. — I  will 
set  the  story  of  your  sorrows  to  the  lute,  and  sing  of  the  daugh- 
ter who  rent  her  own  heart  to  preserve  her  father's — We  will 
beg  with  the  ballad  from  door  to  door,  and  sweet  will  be  the 
alms  bestowed  by  the  hand  of  weeping  sympathy ! 

Scene  II.  , 

The  former;  Feedinand. 

Louisa  (ivho  perceives  him  first,  throws  herself  shrieking 
into  Miller's  arms).     God  !  There  he  is !  I  am  lost ! 

Mill.     Who?  Where? 

Louisa  [points,  with  averted  face,  to  the  Major,  and  p)resses 
closer  to  her  father),  'Tis  he  !  'Tis  he  himself! — Look  round, 
father,  look  round ! — he  comes  to  murder  me  ! 

Mill,  [perceives  him  and  starts  back).  How,  Baron  ?  You 
here  ? 

Ferd.  [approaches  slowly,  stands  opposite  to  Louisa,  and 
fixes  a  stern  and  piercing  look  upon  her.  After  a  pause,  he 
-says)  Stricken  conscience,  I  thank  thee ! — Thy  confession  is 
dreadful,  but  swift  and  true,  and  spares  me  the  torment  of 
an  explanation  ! Good  evening,  Miller ! 

Mill.  For  Gods  sake!  Baron,  what  seek  you?  What  brings 
you  hither  ?     What  means  this  surprise  ? 

Ferd.  I  knew  a  time,  when  the  day  was  divided  into 
seconds,  when  eagerness  for  my  presence  hung  upon  the 
weights  of  the  tardy  clock,  and  when  every  pulse-throb  was 
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counted  until  the  moment  of  my  coming. — How  is  it  that  I 
now  surprise  ? 

Mux.  Oh  1  leave  us,  leave  us,  Baron ! — If  but  one 
spark  of  humanity  still  linger  in  your  bosom ; — if  you  seek 
not  utterly  to  destroy  her  whom  you  profess  to  love,  fly  from 
this  house,  stay  not  one  moment  longer.  The  blessing  of 
God  deserted  us,  when  your  foot  first  crossed  its  threshold. — 
You  have  brought  misery  under  a  roof  where  all  before  was 
joy  and  happiness. — ^Are  you  not  yet  content  ? — Do  you  seek 
to  deepen  the  wound  which  your  fatal  passion  has  planted  in 
the  heart  of  my  only  child  ? 

Ferd.  Strange  father,  I  have  come  to  bring  joyful  tidings 
to  your  daughter ! 

Mill.  Perchance  fresh  hopes,  to  add  to  her  despair  ? — 
Away,  away,  thou  messenger  of  ill!  Thy  looks  belie  thy 
words. 

Feed.  At  length  the  goal  of  my  hopes  appears  in  view ! 
Lady  Milford,  the  most  fearful  obstacle  to  our  love,  has  this 
moment  fled  the  land.  My  father  sanctions  my  choice.  Fate 
grows  weary  of  persecuting  us,  and  our  propitious  stars  now 
blaze  in  the  ascendant — I  am  come  to  fulfil  my  plighted  troth, 
and  to  lead  my  bride  to  the  altar. 

Mill.  Dost  thou  hear  him,  my  child  ? — Dost  thou  hear 
him  mock  at  thy  cheated  hopes  ? — Oh !  truly.  Baron  !  It  is  so 
worthy  of  the  deceiver,  to  make  a  jest  of  his  own  crime ! 

Ferd.  You  think  I  am  jesting?  By  my  honoui*  I  am 
not ! — My  protestations  are  as  true  as  the  love  of  my  Louisa, 
and  I  will  keep  them  as  sacred  as  she  has  kept  her  oaths. — 
Nothing  to  me  is  more  sacred — Can  you  still  doubt  ?  Still  no 
joyful  blush  upon  the  cheek  of  my  fair  bride  ?  'Tis  strange  ! 
Falsehood  must  needs  be  here  the  current  coin,  since  truth 
finds  so  little  credit.  You  mistrust  my  words,  it  seems  ?  Then 
read  this  written  testimony.  [He  throws  Louisa  her  letter  to  the 
Marshal.  She  opens  it  and  sinks  upon  the  floor  pale  as  death.) 

Mill,  {not  observing  this).  What  can  this  mean,  Baron? 
I  do  not  understand  you ! 

Ferd.  [leads  him  to  Louisa).  But  your  daughter  has  un- 
derstood me  well. 

Mill,  {throws  himself  on  his  knees  leside  her.)     Oh!  God 
tny  child ' 
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Ferd.  Pale  as  a  corpse ! — 'Tis  thus  your  daughter  pleases 
yie  the  best !  Your  demure  and  virtuous  daughter  was  never 
half  so  lovely  as  with  that  death-like  paleness — The  blast  of 
the  day  of  judgment,  which  strips  the  varnish  from  every  lie, 
has  wafted  the  painted  colours  from  her  cheek,  or  the  juggler 
might  have  cheated  even  the  angels  of  light. — This  is  her  fairest 
countenance  I  Now.  for  the  first  time,  do  I  see  it  in  its  truth ! 
Let  me  kiss  it.    (He  ajjproacJies  her.) 

Mill.  Back  !  Away,  boy ! — Trifle  not  with  a  father's 
feelings.  I  could  not  defend  her  from  your  caresses,  but  I 
can  from  your  insults. 

Ferd.  What  wouldst  thou,  old  man  ?  With  thee  I  have 
nought  to  do.  Engage  not  in  a  game  so  irrevocably  lost — 
Or  hast  thou,  too,  been  wiser  than  I  thought  ? — Hast  thou 
employed  the  wisdom  of  thy  sixty  years  in  pandering  to 
thy  daughter's  amours,  and  disgraced  those  hoary  locks  with 
the  office  of  a  Pimp  ? — Oh !  if  it  be  not  so,  wretched  old 
man,  then  lay  thyself  down,  and  die  ! — There  is  still  time — 
Thou  mayst  breathe  thy  last  in  the  sweet  delusion,  "  I  was  a 
happy  father ! " — Wait  but  a  moment  longer,  and  thine  own 
hand  will  dash  to  her  infernal  home  this  poisonous  viper; 
thou  wilt  curse  the  gift,  and  Him  who  gave  it,  and  sink  to  the 
grave  in  blasphemy  and  despair  !  [To  Louisa).  Speak,  wretched 
one,  speak !  Didst  thou  write  this  letter  ? 

Mill,  {to  Louisa,  impressively).  For  God's  sake,  daughter, 
forget  not !  forget  not ! 

Louisa.     Oh,  father — that  letter! — 

Ferd.  Oh !  that  it  should  have  fallen  into  the  wrong 
hands — Now  blessed  be  the  accident !  It  has  effected  more 
than  the  most  consummate  prudence,  and  will  at  the  day  of 
Judgment  avail  more  tlian  the  united  wisdom  of  sages.  Ac- 
cident, did  I  say? — Oh!  Providence  directs  when  a  sparrow 
falls,  why  not  when  a  devil  is  unmasked — But  I  w^ill  be 
answered ! — Didst  thou  write  that  letter? 

Mill,  (to  Louisa  in  a  tone  of  entreaty).  Be  firm,  my 
child,  be  firm!  But  a  single  "Yes,"  and  all  will  be 
over. 

Ferd.  Excellent !  excellent !  The  father  too  is  deceived ! 
All,  all  are  deceived  by  her ! — Look,  hov>^  the  perfidious  one 
stands  there ,  even  her  tongue  refuses  participation  in  her 
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last  lie !  I  adjure  the^a  by  that  God  so  terrible  and  true! — 
Didst  thou  write  that  letter  ? 

Louisa  (after  a  ^painful  struggle,  with  firmness  and  deci- 
Bion).  I  did ! 

Feed,  (stands  aghast).  No  I  As  my  soul  liveth,  thou  hast 
lied.  Even  innocence  itself,  when  extended  on  the  rack, 
confesses  crimes  which  it  never  committed — I  asked  too  pas- 
sionately— Is  it  not  so,  Louisa! — Thou  didst  but  confess, 
because  I  asked  passionately  ? 

Louisa.     I  confessed  the  truth ! 

Feed.  No,  I  tell  thee  !  No  !  no !  Thou  didst  not  write 
that  letter !  It  is  not  like  thy  hand !  — And,  even  though  it 
were,  why  should  it  be  more  difficult  to  counterfeit  a  writing 
than  to  undo  a  heart?  Tell  me  truly,  Louisa  ! — Yet  no,  no, 
do  not !  Thou  mightest  say  yes  again,  and  then  I  were  lost  for 

ever — A  lie,  Louisa ! — A  lie  ! Oh  !  If  thou  didst  but  know 

one  now— if  thou  wouldst  utter  it  with  that  open  angelic  mien — 
if  thou  wouldst  but  persuade  my  ear  and  eye,  though  it  should 
deceive  my  heart  ever  so  monstrously ! — Oh,  Louisa !  Then 
might  truth  depart  in  the  same  breath— depart  from  our 
creation,  and  the  sacred  cause  itself  henceforth  bow  her  stiff 
neck  to  the  courtly  arts  of  Deception. 

Louisa.  By  the  Almighty  God !  by  Him  who  is  so  terrible 
and  true !  I  did ! 

Ferd.  {after  a  pause ,  ivith  the  expression  of  the  most  heart- 
felt sorrow).  Woman !  Woman ! — With  what  a  face  thou 
standest  now  before  me ! — Offer  Paradise  with  that  look, 
and  even  in  the  regions  of  the  damned  thou  wilt  find  no 
purchaser. — Didst  thou  know  w-hat  thou  w^ert  to  me,  Louisa? 
Impossible  I  No !  thou  knewest  not  that  thou  wert  my  all — 
All !  'Tis  a  poor  insignificant  word !  but  eternity  itself  can 
scarcely  circumscribe  it.  Within  it  Systems  of  Worlds  can 
roll  their  mighty  orbs. — All !  and  to  sport  with  it  so  wickedly. 
— Oh,  'tis  horrible 

Louisa.  Baron  von  Walter,  you  have  heard  my  confession ! 
— I  have  pronounced  my  own  condemnation ! — Now  go ! — Fly 
from  a  house  where  you  have  been  so  unhappy 

Ferd.  'Tis  well !  'tis  well !  You  see  I  am  calm — Calm, 
too,  they  say,  is  the  shuddering  land  through  which  the  plague 
has  swept.     I  am  calm.     Yet,  ere  I  go,  Louisa,  one  more  re 
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quest !     It  shall  be  my  last.     My  brain  burns  with  fever ! — 
I  need  refreshment ! — Will  you  make  me  some  lemonade  ? 

[Exit  Louisa. 

Scene  III. 

Ferdinand  and  Miller. 

They  both  pace  up  and  down,  ivithoiit  speaking,  on  opposite 
sides  of  the  room,  for  some  minutes. 

Mill,  (standing  still  at  length,  and  regarding  the  Major 
with  a  sorrowful  air).  Dear  Baron,  perhaps  it  may  alleviate 
your  distress  to  say  that  I  feel  for  you  most  deeply. — 

Ferd.  Enough  of  this,  Miller.  {Silejice  again  for  some 
moments.)  Miller,  I  forget  what  first  brought  me  to  your 
house. — What  was  the  occasion  of  it  ? 

Mill.  How,  Baron?  Don't  you  remember?  You  came 
to  take  lessons  on  tho  ^ute. 

Ferd.  [suddenly).  And  I  beheld  his  daughter ! — [Another 
pause.) — You  have  not  kept  your  faith  with  me,  friend !  You 
were  to  provide  me  with  repose  for  my  leisure  hours;  but 
you  betrayed  me,  and  sold  me  scorpions.  [Observing  Miller  s 
agitation.)  Tremble  not,  good  old  man  ! — [falling  deeply 
affected  on  his  neck) — the  fault  was  none  of  thine  ! 

Mill,  [iviping  his  eyes).     Heaven  knows,  it  was  not ! 

Feed,  {traversing  the  room,  plunged  in  the  most  gloomy 
meditation).  Strange !  Oh  !  beyond  conception  strange,  are 
the  Almighty's  dealings  with  us ! — How  often  do  terrific 
weights  hang  upon  slender,  almost  invisible  threads ! — Did 
man  but  know  that  he  should  eat  death  in  a  particular  apple  ! 
— Hem!  — Could  he  but  know  that! — [He  walks  a  few  more 
turns;  then  stops  suddenly,  and  grasps  Miller's  hand  with 
strong  emotion.) — Friend,  I  have  paid  dearly  for  thy  lessons 
— and  thou,  too,  hast  been  no  gainer — perhaps  mayst  even 
lose  thy  all. — [Quitting  him  dejectedly.)  Unhappy  flute-play- 
ing, would  that  it  had  never  entered  my  brain ! 

Mill,  [striving  to  repress  his  feelings).  The  lemonade 
is  long  in  coming.  I  will  inquire  after  it,  if  you  will  ex- 
cuse me. 

Ferd.  No  hurry,  dear  Miller!  (M^Utering  to  himself,] 
At  least  to  her  father  there  is  none. — Stay  here  a  moment — 
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What  was  I  about  to  ask  you  ? — Ay,  I  remember !  Is  Loidsa 
your  only  daughter?     Have  you  no  other  child? 

Mill,  (warmly),  I  have  no  other,  Baron ! — and  I  wish 
for  no  other.  That  child  is  my  only  solace  in  this  world,  and 
on  her  have  I  embarked  my  whole  stock  of  affection. 

Feed,  (much  agitated).  Ha  I — Pray  see  for  the  drink,  good 
Miller !  [Exit  Miller. 


Scene  IV. 
Ferdinand  alone. 

Feed.  His  only  child ! — Dost  thou  feel  that,  murderer  ? 
His  only  one  ! — Murderer,  didst  thou  hear,  his  only  one  ?-- ■ 
The  man  has  nothing  in  God's  wide  world  but  his  instrument 
and  that  only  daughter ! — And  wilt  thou  rob  him  of  her  ? 

Eob  him  ? — Rob  a  beggar  of  his  last  pittance  ? — Break  the 
lame  man's  crutch,  and  cast  the  fragments  at  his  feet  ? — How  ? 
Have  I  the  heart  to  do  this  ? — ^And  when  he  hastens  home, 
impatient  to  reckon  in  his  daughter's  smiles  the  whole  sum  of 
his  happiness ;  and  when  he  enters  the  chamber,  and  there 
lies  the  rose — withered — dead — crushed — his  last,  his  only, 
his  sustaining  hope. — Ha !  And  when  he  stands  before  her, 
and  all  nature  looks  on  in  breathless  horror,  while  his  vacant 
eye  wanders  hopelessly  through  the  gloom  of  futurity,  and 
seeks  God,  but  finds  him  no  where,  and  then  returns  disap- 
pointed and  despairing ! — Great  God !  and  has  not  my  father, 
too,  an  only  son? — an  only  child, — but  not  his  only  treasure. 
— [After  a  pause,)  Yet  stay !  What  will  the  old  man  lose  ? 
She  who  could  wantonly  jest  with  the  most  sacred  feelings  of 
love,  will  she  make  a  father  happy? — She  cannot!  She  will 
not !  And  I  deserve  thanks  for  crushing  this  viper  ere  the 
parent  feels  its  sting. 

Scene  V. 
Miller  returning,  and  Ferdinand. 

Mill.  You  shall  be  served  instantly,  Baron !  The  poor 
thing  is  sitting  without,  weeping  as  though  her  heart  would 
break  !     Your  drink  will  be  mingled  with  her  tears. 

Ferd.     'Twere  well  for  her  were  it  only  with  tears !      W^ 
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were  speaking  of  my  lessons,  Miller.     (Taking  out  a  purse 
I  remember  that  I  am  still  in  your  debt. 

Mill.  How?  What!  Go  along  with  you,  baron !  What 
do  you  take  me  for  ?  There  is  time  enough  for  payment.  Do 
not  put  such  an  affront  on  me ;  we  are  not  together  for  the 
last  time,  please  God. 

Ferd.  Who  can  tell?  Take  your  money.  It  is  for  life 
or  death. 

Mill,  {laughiug).  Oh !  for  the  matter  of  that,  baron !  As 
regards  that,  I  don't  think  I  should  run  much  risk  with  you  ! 

Ferd.  You  would  run  the  greatest. — Have  you  never 
heard  that  youths  have  died — That  damsels  and  youths  have 
died,  the  children  of  hope,  the  airy  castles  of  their  disap- 
pointed parents  ?  What  is  safe  from  age  and  worms  has  often 
perished  by  a  thunderbolt. — Even  your  Louisa  is  not  im- 
mortal. 

Mill.,    God  gave  her  to  me. — 

Ferd.  Hear  me! — I  say  to  you,  your  Louisa  is  not  im- 
mortal.— That  daughter  is  the  apple  of  your  eye ;  you  hang 
upon  her  with  your  whole  heart  and  soul.  Be  prudent, 
Miller !  None  but  a  desperate  gamester  stakes  his  all  upon 
a  single  cast.  The  merchant  would  be  called  a  madman 
who  embarked  his  whole  fortune  in  one  ship. — Think  upon 
this,  and  remember  that  I  warned  you. — But  why  do  you  not 
take  your  money  ? 

Mill.  How,  baron?  how?  All  that  enormous  purse? 
What  can  you  be  thinking  of  ? 

Ferd.  Upon  my  debt ! — There  !  [Throws  a  heavy  purse 
on  the  table ;  some  gold  drops  out,)  I  cannot  hold  the  dross  to 
eternity. 

Mill,  [astonished).  Mercy  on  us!  what  is  this?  The 
sound  was  not  of  silver  1  [Goes  to  the  table  and  cries  out  in 
astonishment,)  In  Heaven's  name,  baron !  what  means  this  ? 
What. are  you  about  ?  You  must  be  out  of  your  mind  !  [Clasp- 
ing his  hands.)  There  it  lies!  or  I  am  bewitched. — 'Tis 
damnable! — I  feel  it  now;  the  beauteous,  shining,  glorious 
heap  of  gold ! — No,  Satan  !  thou  shalt  not  catch  my  soul  with 
this! 

Ferd.     Have  you  drunk  old  wine  or  new,  Miller  ? 

Mill,  [violently).  Death  and  furies !  Look  yo^irself,  thou. 
—It  is  gold ! 
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Feed.     And  what  of  that? 

Mill.  Let  me  implore  you,  baron !  In  the  name  of  all 
the  saints  in  heaven,  1  entreat  you  ! — It  is  gold  ! 

Feed.     An  extraordinary  thing,  it  must  be  admitted ! 

Mill,  [after  a  loaiise ;  addressing  him  with  emotion). 
Noble  sir,  I  am  a  plain  straightforward  man, — do  you  wish  to 
tempt  me  to  some  piece  of  knavery  ? — for,  Heaven  knows, 
that  so  much  gold  cannot  be  got  honestly ! 

Feed,  [moved).  Make  yourself  quite  easy,  dear  Miller! 
You  have  well  earned  the  money.  God  forbid  that  I  should 
use  it  to  the  corruption  of  your  conscience ! 

Mill,  {jumping  about  like  a  madman).  It  is  mine,  then! — • 
Mine  indeed ! — Mine  with  the  knowledge  and  consent  of  God ! 
(Hastening  to  the  door.)  Daughter,  wife,  hurrah,  come  hither  I 
{Returning.)  But,  for  Heaven's  sake,  how  have  I  all  at  once 
deserved  this  awful  treasure  ? — How  am  I  to  earn  it  ? — How 
repay  it  ?  eh  ? 

Feed.       Not    by    your    music-lessons.     Miller! — With 

this  gold  do  I  pay  you  for  {stops  suddenly^  and  shudders) 1 

pay  you — {after  a  'pause ^  ivith  emotion) — for  my  three  months' 
unhappy  dream  of  your  daughter ! 

Mill,  [taking  his  hand,  and  pressing  it  affectionately). 
Most  gracious  Sir !  were  you  some  poor  and  low-born  citizen, 
and  my  daughter  refused  your  love,  I  would  pierce  her  heart 
w^ith  my  own  hands. — {Returning  to  the  gold  in  a  sorrowful 
tone.)  But  then  I  shall  have  all,  and  you  nothing — and  I 
should  have  to  give  up  all  this  glorious  heap  again  ?     Eh  ? 

Feed.  Let  not  that  thought  distress  you,  friend. — 
1  am  about  to  quit  this  country,  and  in  that  to  which  I  am 
journeying  such  coin  is  not  current. 

Mill,  {still  fixing  his  eyes  in  transport  on  the  money) 
Mine,  then,  it  remains  ?  Mine  ? — Yet  it  grieves  me  that  you 
are  going  to  leave  us — Only  just  wait  a  little,  and  you  shall 
see  how  1 11  come  out !  I  '11  hold  up  my  head  with  the  best 
of  them.  (Tuts  on  his  hat  with  an  air,  and  struts  up  and  down 
the  room),  1 11  give  my  lessons  in  the  great  concert  room, 
and  won't  I  smoke  away  at  the  best  p)uyk'e  varinas — and,  when 
you  catch  me  again  fiddling  at  the  penny  hop,  may  the  devil 
take  me ! 

Feed.  Stay,  Miller!  Be  silent,  and  gather  up  your  gold ' 
{Mysteriously.)     Keep   silence   only  for  this   one   evening; 
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and  do  me  the  favour  henceforward  to  give  no  more  musio 
lessons. 

Mill,  {still  more  vehemently  grasping  his  hand,  full  of  inward 
joy).  And  my  daughter,  baron  !  my  daughter !  (Letting  go,) 
No,  no !  Money  does  not  make  the  man — whether  I  feed  on 
vegetables,  or  on  partridges,  enough  is  enough,  and  this  coat 
will  do  very  well  as  long  as  the  sunbeams  don't  peep  in  at  the 
elbows.  To  me  money  is  mere  dross. — But  my  girl  shall 
benefit  by  the  blessing ;  whatever  wish  I  can  read  in  her  eyes 
shall  be  gratified. 

Feed,  {suddenly  interrupting  him).     Oh  !  silence  !  silence  1 

MiLii.  [still  more  warmly).  And  she  shall  learn  to  speak 
French  like  a  born  native,  and  to  dance  minuets,  and  to  sing, 
so  that  people  shall  read  of  her  in  the  newspapers ;  and  she 
shall  wear  a  cap  like  the  judge's  daughter,  and  a  kidebarri  *,  as 
they  call  it ;  and  the  fiddler  s  daughter  shall  be  talked  of  for 
twenty  miles  round. 

Feed,  [seizing  his  hand  in  extreme  agitation).  No  more  ! 
no  morel — For  God's  sake  be  silent! — Be  silent  but  for  this 
one  night ;  'tis  the  only  favour  I  ask  of  you. 

Scene  VI. 

Louisa  with  a  glass  of  lemonade ;  the  former. 

Louisa  {lier  eyes  swelled  with  weeping,  and  tremhling  voice, 
while  she  presents  the  glass  to  Ferdinand).  Tell  me,  if  it 
be  not  to  your  taste. 

Feed,  (takes  the  glass,  places  it  on  the  table,  and  turns  to 
Miller).  Oh!  I  had  almost  forgotten! — Good  Miller,  I 
have  a  request  to  make. — Will  you  do  me  a  little  favour? 

Mill.  A  thousand  with  pleasure  !  What  are  your  com- 
mands ? 

Feed.  My  father  will  expect  me  at  table.  Unfortunately 
I  am  in  a  very  ill  humour.  'Twould  be  insupportable  to  mo 
just  now  to  mix  in  society. — Will  you  go  to  my  father,  and 
excuse  my  absence  ? 

Louisa  [terrified,  interrupts  him  hastily).     Oh,  let  me  go ! 

Mill.     Am  I  to  see  the  president  himself? 

Feed.     Not  himself.     Give  your  message  to  one  of  the  ser- 
vants in  the  anti-chamber. — Here  is  my  watch  as  a  credential 
*  Meaning  no  doubt,  Old  de  Paris,  a  bustle. 
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that  I  sent  you — I  shall  be  here  when  you  return. — You  will 
wait  for  an  answer. 

Louisa  (very  anxiously).  Cannot  I  be  the  bearer  of  your 
message? 

Ferd.  (to  Miller,  who  is  going).  Stay — one  thing  morel 
Here  is  a  letter  to  my  father,  which  I  received  this  evening 
inclosed  in  one  to  myself. — Perhaps  on  business  of  importance. 
— You  may  as  well  deliver  it  at  the  same  time. 

Mill,  {going).     Very  well,  baron ! 

Louisa  {stopping  him,  and,  speaking  in  a  tone  of  the  most 
exquisite  terror).  But,  dear  father,  I  could  do  all  this  very 
well !     Pray  let  me  go ! 

Mill.  It  is  night,  my  child !  and  you  must  not  venture 
out  alone !  [Exit, 

Feed.  Light  your  father  down,  Louisa.  (Louisa  takes  a 
candle  and  follows  Miller.  Ferdinand  in  the  meantime 
approaches  the  tdble^  and.  throws  poison  into  the  lemonade).  Yes ! 
she  must  die!  The  Higher  Powers  look  down,  and  nod 
their  terrible  assent.  The  vengeance  of  Heaven  subscribes 
to  my  decree.  Her  good  angels  forsake  her,  and  leave  her  to 
her  fate ! 

Scene  VII. 

Ferdinand  and  Louisa. 

Louisa  re-enters  slowly  ivith  the  light,  places  it  on  the  table, 
and  stops  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  room,  her  eyes  fixed  on 
the  ground,  except  when  she  raises  them  to  him  with  timid 
stolen  glances.  He  stands  opposite,  looking  stedfastly  on  the 
earth — a  long  and  deep  silence, 

Louisa.  If  you  will  accompany  me,  Baron  von  Walter,  I 
will  try  a  piece  on  the  harpsichord  !  {She  opens  the  instrument, 
Ferdinand  makes  no  answer, — A  p)ause.) 

Louisa.  You  owe  me  a  revenge  at  chess.  Will  you  play 
a  game  with  me,  Baron  von  Walter? — {Another pause,) 

Louisa.  I  have  begun  the  pocket-book,  baron,  which  I 
promised  to  embroider  for  you. — Will  you  look  at  the  design? 
^^Still  a  p)ause). 

Louisa.     Oh!  I  am  very  wretched ! 

FifiRD.  {without  changing  his  attitude).     That  may  well  be 
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Louisa.  It  is  not  my  fault,  Baron  von  Walter,  that  you 
are  so  badly  entertained! 

Feed,  (with  an  insulting  laugh).  You  are  not  to  blame 
for  my  bashful  modesty. 

Louisa.  I  am  quite  aware,  that  we  are  no  longer  fit  coin- 
panions.  I  confess  that  I  was  terrified  when  you  sient  away 
my  father.  I  believe,  Baron  von  Walter,  that  this  moment 
is  equally  insupportable  to  us  both. — Permit  me  to  ask  some 
of  my  acquaintance  to  join  us. 

Feed.  Yes,  pray  do  so !  And  I  too  ^vill  go  and  invite 
some  of  mine. 

Louisa  (looking  at  him  ivith  surprise).     Baron  von  Walter! 

Feed,  (very  spitefully).  By  my  honour,  the  most  fortunate 
idea  that  in  our  situation  could  ever  enter  mortal  brain!  Let 
us  change  this  wearisome  duet  into  sport  and  merriment,  and, 
by  the  aid  of  certain  gallantries,  revenge  ourselves  on  the 
caprices  of  love. 

Louisa.     You  are  merry,  Baron  von  Walter ! 

Feed.  Oh!  wonderfully  so !  The  very  street-boys  would 
hunt  me  through  the  market-place  for  a  merry-andrew !  la 
fact,  Louisa,  your  example  has  inspired  me. — You  shall  be 
my  teacher.  They  are  fools  who  prate  of  endless  affection — 
never-ending  s-ameness  grows  flat  and  insipid — variety  alone 
gives  zest  to  pleasure. — Have  with  you,  Louisa,  we  are  now 
of  one  mind. — We  will  skip  from  amour  to  amour,  whirl  from 
vice  to  vice;  you  in  one  direction,  I  in  another. — Perhaps  I 
may  recover  my  lost  tranquillity  in  some  brothel. — Perhaps, 
when  our  merry  race  is  run,  and  we  become  two  mouldering 
skeletons,  chance  again  may  bring  us  together  with  the  most 
pleasing  surprise,  and  we  may,  as  in  a  melodrame,  recognise 
each  other  by  a  common  feature  of  disease, — that  mother  whom 
her  children  can  never  disavow.  Then,  perhaps,  disgust  and 
shame  may  create  that  union  between  us,  which  could  not  be 
effected  by  the  most  tender  love. 

Louisa.  Oh,  Walter  1  Walter !  Thou  art  already  unhappy 
— wilt  thou  deserve  to  be  so  ? 

Feed,  (muttering passionately  through  his  teeth).  Unhappy? 
— ^Who  told  thee  so  ? — Woman,  thou  art  too  vile  to  have  any 
feelings  of  thine  own ;  how,  then,  canst  thou  judge  of  the 
feelings  of  others? — Unhappy,  did  she  say? — Ha!  that 
word  would  call  my  anger  from  the  grave  ! She  knew  that 
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I  must  become  unhappy.  Death  and  damnation  !  she  knew 
it,  and  yet  betrayed  me  ! — Look  to  it,  Serpent ! — That  was 
thy  only  chance  of  forgiveness. — This  confession  has  con- 
demned thee. — Till  now  I  thought  to  palliate  thy  crime  with 
thy  simplicity,  and  in  my  contempt  thou  hadst  well  nigh 
escaped  my  vengeance  (seizing  the  glass  hastily).  Thou  wert 
not  thoughtless,  then — thou  wert  not  simple — thou  wert  nor 
more  nor  less  than  a  devil !  [He  drinks.)  The  drink  is  bad, 
like  thy  soul !    Taste  it ! — 

Louisa.  Oh,  heavens  !  'Twas  not  without  reason  that  I 
dreaded  this  meeting. 

Feed,  (imperioiisli/).     Drink  !  I  say. 

[Louisa,  offended,  takes  the  glass  and  drinks.  The 
moment  she  raises  the  cuj)  to  her  lips,  Ferdinand 
turns  aivay  with  a  sudden  p}<^leness,  and  recedes  to 
the  further  corner  of  the  chamber,'] 

Louisa.     The  lemonade  is  good. 

Ferd.  (/its  face  averted  and  shuddering).  Much  good  may 
it  do  thee ! 

Louisa  {sets  down  the  glass).  Oh !  could  you  but  know, 
Walter,  how  cruelly  you  wrong  me  I 

Ferd.     Indeed ! 

Louisa.     A  time  will  come,  Walter  ! 

Ferd.  {advancing).     Oh!  we  have  done  with  time. 

Louisa.  When  the  remembrance  of  this  evening  will  lie 
heavy  on  your  heart ! 

Ferd.  (begins  to  walk  to  and  fro  more  vehemently,  and  to 
become  more  agitated ;  he  throws  away  his  sash  and  sword) 
Farewell,  the  Prince's  service  ! 

Louisa.     My  God  !  what  mean  you  ? 

Ferd.  I  am  hot,  and  oppressed — I  would  be  more  at 
ease. 

Louisa.     Drink !  drink  !  it  will  cool  you. 

Ferd.  That  it  will,  most  effectually. — The  strumpet, 
though,  is  kind-hearted  ! — Ay,  ay,  so  are  they  all ! 

Louisa  {rushing  into  his  arms  with  the  deepest  expression  of 
love).     That  to  thy  Louisa,  Ferdinand  ? 

Ferd.  [thrusting  her  from  him).  Away  !  away  !  Hence 
with  those  soft  and  melting  eyes  !  they  subdue  me.  Come 
to  me.  Snake,  in  all  thy  monstrous  terrors !  Spring  upon  me, 
Scorpion  !     Display  thy  hideous  folds,  and  rear  thy  proud 
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coils  to  heaven  ! — Stand  before  my  eyes,  hateful  as  the  abyss 
of  hell  e'er  saw  thee  ! — but  not  in  that  angel  form ! — Take  any 
shape  but  that ! — 'Tis  too  late. — I  must  crush  thee  like  a 
viper,  or  despair  ! — Mercy  on  thy  soul ! 

Louisa.     Oh  !  that  it  should  come  to  this  ! 

Ferd.  (gazing  on  her).  So  fair  a  work  of  the  heavenly  artist ! 
— ^Who  would  believe  it? — Who  can  believe  it? — (Taking  her 
hand  and  elevating  it.) — I  will  not  arraign  thy  ordinations,  oh  ! 
incomprehensible  Creator ! — ^Yet  wherefore  didst  thou  pour 
thy  poison  into  such  beauteous  vessels  ? — Can  crime  inhabit 
so  fair  a  region  ? — Oh !  'tis  strange  !  'tis  passing  strange  ! 

Louisa.     To  hear  this,  and  yet  be  compelled  to  silence ! 

Ferd.  And  that  soft  melodious  voice  !  How  can  broken 
chords  discourse  such  harmony?  (6^a;sm^  rapturously  upon  her 
Jigure)  All  so  lovely  ! — so  full  of  symmetry  ! — so  divinely 
perfect! — Throughout  the  whole  such  signs  that  'twas  tlie 
favourite  work  of  God !  By  heaven,  as  though  all  mankind 
had  been  created  but  to  practise  the  Creator,  ere  he  modelled 

this  his  master-piece  ! And  that  the  Almighty  should  have 

failed  in  the  soul  alone  ? — Is  it  possible  that  this  monstrous 
abortion  of  nature  should  have  escaped  as  perfect  ?  [Quitting 
her  hastily)  Or  did  God  see  an  angel's  form  rising  beneath 
his  chisel,  and  balance  the  error  by  giving  her  a  heart  wicked 
in  proportion? 

Louisa.  Alas  for  this  criminal  wilfulness  !  Rather  than 
confess  his  own  rashness,  he  acc-uses  the  wisdom  of  Heaven  ! 

Feed,  {falls  upon  her  neck,  weeping  bitterly).  Yet  once 
more,  my  Louisa! — Yet  once  again,  as  on  the  day  of  our  first 
kiss,  when  you  faltered  forth  the  name  of  Ferdinand,  and  the 
first  endearing  '*  Thou  1"  trembled  on  thy  burning  lips.  Oh! 
a  harvest  of  endless  and  unutterable  joys  seemed  to  me  at 
that  moment  to  be  budding  forth.  There  lay  eternity  like  a 
bright  May-day  before  our  eyes ;  thousands  of  golden  years, 
fair  as  brides,  danced  around  our  souls. — Then  was  I  so  happy ! 
— Oh,  Louisa !  Louisa !  Louisa !  Why  hast  thou  used  me  thus  ? 

Louisa.  W^eep,  Walter,  weep !  Your  compassion  will  be 
more  just  towards  me  than  your  wrath. 

Feed.  You  deceive  yourself.  These  are  not  nature's 
tears  !  not  that  warm  delicious  dew  which  flows  like  balsam 
on  the  wounded  soul,  and  drives  the  chilled  current  of 
feeling  swiftly  along  its  course.     They  are  solitary  ice-cold 
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drops!  the  awful,  eternal  farewell  of  my  love!  (With fearful 
solemnit?/,  laying  his  hand  on  her  head.)  They  are  tears  for 
thy  soul,  Louisa ! — tears  for  the  Deity,  w^hose  inexhaustible 
beneficence  has  here  missed  its  aim,  and  whose  noblest  work 
is  cast  away  thus  wantonly. — Oh  !  methinks  the  whole  uni- 
verse should  clothe  itself  in  black,  and  weep  at  the  fearful 
example  now  passing  in  its  centre.  'Tis  but  a  common  sorrow, 
when  mortals  fall  and  Paradise  is  lost ;  but,  when  the  plague 
extends  its  ravages  to  angels,  then  should  there  be  wailing 
throughout  the  whole  creation ! 

Louisa.  Drive  me  not  to  extremities,  Walter.  I  have 
fortitude  equal  to  most,  but  it  must  not  be  tried  by  a 
more  than  human  test.     Walter !  one  w^ord,  and  then — we 

part  for  ever. A  dreadful  fatality  has  deranged  the  language 

of  our  hearts. — Dared  I  unclose  these  lips,  Walter,  I  could 

tell  thee  things ! — I  could But  cruel  Fate  has  alike  fettered 

my  tongue  and  my  heart,  and  I  must  endure  in  silence,  even 
though  you  revile  me  as  a  common  strumpet. 

Feed.     Dost  thou  feel  well,  Louisa? 

Louisa.     Why  that  question  ? 

Feed.  It  would  grieve  me,  shouldst  thou  be  called  hence 
with  a  lie  upon  thy  lips. 

Louisa.     I  implore  you,  Walter 

Ferd.  {in  violent  agitation).  No  !  no  1 — That  revenge  were 
too  Satanic ! — No  !  God  forbid !  I  will  not  extend  my  anger 
beyond  the  grave  ! — Louisa,  didst  thou  love  the  marshal  ? — 
Thou  wilt  leave  this  room  no  more ! 

Louisa  {sitting  down).  Ask  what  you  will. — I  shall  give 
no  answer. 

Ferd.  {in  a  solemn  voice).  Take  heed  for  thy  immortal 
soul !  Louisa !  Didst  thou  love  the  marshal  ? — Thou  wilt  leave 
this  room  no  more ! 

Louisa.     I  shall  give  no  answer. 

Ferd.  {throwing  himself  on  his  knees  before  her,  in  the 
deepest  emotio7i).  Louisa !  Didst  thou  love  the  marshal  ? 
Before  this  light  bums  out — ^thou  wilt  stand — ^before  the 
throne  of  God ! 

Louisa  {starting  from  her  seat  in  terror).     MercifulJesus ! 

what  was  that? And  I  feel  so  ill !  {She  falls  back  into  her 

chair 
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Ferd.  Already?  Oh,  Woman,  thou  eternal  paradox! 
thy  delicate  nerves  can  sport  with  crimes  at  which  manhood 
trembles ;  yet  one  poor  grain  of  arsenic  destroys  them  ut- 
terly ! 

Louisa.     Poison !  Poison !  Oh  !  Almighty  God ! 

Feed.  I  fear  it  is  so ! — Thy  lemonade  was  seasoned  in 
hell! — Thou  hast  pledged  death  in  the  draught! 

Louisa.  To  die  ! — To  die ! — All-merciful  God  ! — Poison 
in  my  drink !  And  to  die  ! — Oh !  have  mercy  on  my  soul,  thou 
Father  in  heaven ! 

Ferd.  Ay,  be  that  thy  chief  concern :  I  will  join  thee  in 
that  prayer. 

Louisa.  And  my  mother  ! — My  father  too  ! — Saviour  of 
the  world  ! — My  poor  forlorn  father ! — Is  there  then  no  hope  ? 
— And  I  so  young,  and  yet  no  hope  ? — And  must*  I  die  so 
soon  ? — 

Feed.  There  is  no  hope! — None! — you  are  already 
doomed ! — But  be  calm.     We  shall  journey  together. 

Louisa.  Thou  too,  Ferdinand?  Poison,  Ferdinand! — 
From  thee  ! — Oh !  God  forgive  him  I — God  of  mercy,  lay  not 
this  crime  on  him ! 

Feed.     Look  to  your  own  account — I  fear  it  stands  but  ill. 

Louisa.  Ferdinand !  Ferdinand  ! — Oh ! — I  can  be  no 
longer  silent. Death Death  absolves  all  oaths — Ferdi- 
nand ! Heaven  and  earth  contain  nothing  more  unfortu- 
nate than  thou! 1  die  innocent,  Ferdinand! 

Feed,  {terrified).  Ah! — What  do  I  hear? — Would  sho 
rush  into  the  presence  of  her  Maker  with  a  lie  on  her  lips  ? 

Louisa.  I  lie  not! — I  do  not  lie! — In  my  whole  life 
I  never  lied  but  once  I — Ugh  !  what  an  icy  shivering  creeps 
through  my  veins  ! When  I  wrote  that  letter  to  the  marshal. 

Feed.  Ha!  That  letter!  Blessed  be  God !  Now  I  am 
myself  again! 

Louisa  [her  voice  every  moment  becomes  more  indistinct. 
Her  fingers  tremble  ivith  a  convulsive  motion).     That  letter — 

Prepare    yourself    for   a   terrible   disclosure ! My  hand 

wrote  what   my  heart   abhorred. — It  was  dictated  by  your 

father! (Ferdinand   stands    like   a   statue  petrified   with 

horror, — After  a  long  silence^  he  falls  upon  the  floor,  as  if 
struck  by  lightning.)     Oh  '  that  sorrowful  act ! Ferdinands 
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•I  was  compelled forgive  me — thy  Louisa  would  have 


preferred  death — but  my  father — his  life  in  danger ! — They 
were  so  crafty  in  their  villany. 

Ferd.  [starting  furiously  from  the  ground).  God  be 
thanked  !     The  poison  spares  me  yet !   (He  seizes  his  sword.) 

Louisa  [growing  weakei-  hy  degrees).  Alas  !  what  would 
you  ?     He  is  thy  father ! 

Ferd.  (in  the  most  ungovernable  fury).  A  murderer — the 
murderer  of  his  son — He  must  along  with  us,  that  the  Judge 
of  the  world  may  pour  his  wrath  on  the  guilty  alone.  [Has- 
tening away). 

Louisa.  My  dying  Redeemer  pardoned  his  murderers — 
May  God  pardon  thee,  and  thy  father !  [She  dies.) 

Ferd.  (turns  quickly  7'oundy  and  perceives  her  in  the  con- 
vulsions of  death,  throws  himself  distractedly  on  the  body). 
Stay !  stay !  Fly  not  from  me,  angel  of  light !  [Takes  her 
hand,  but  lets  it  fall  again  instantly.)  Cold !  cold  and  damp !  her 
soul  has  flown  !  [Starting  up  suddenly.)  God  of  my  Louisa  I 
"Mercy !  Mercy  for  the  most  accursed  of  murderers !  Such 
was  her  dying  prayer ! — How  fair,  how  lovely  even  in  death ! 
The  pitying  destroyer  has  touched  gently  on  those  heavenly 
features. — That  sweetness  was  no  mask — the  hand  of  death 
even  has  not  removed  it!- — (After  a pau^e)  But  how  is  this? 
— ^why  do  I  feel  nothing.  Will  the  vigour  of  my  yoath  save 
me?  Thankless  care  ! — That  shall  it  not.  [He  seizes  the  glass.) 

Scene  VIIL 

Ferdinand,  the  President,  Worm,  and  Servants,  who  all 
rush  in  alarm  into  the  room.  Afterwards  Miller,  with 
a  crowd,  and  Officers  of  justice,  who  assemble  in  the  back- 
ground. 

Pres.  [an  open  letter  in  his  hand).  My  son !  what  means 
this?— I  never  can  believe 

Ferd.  (throwing  the  glass  at  his  feet).  Convince  thyself, 
murderer  !  (The  President  staggers  back.  All  stand  speechless. 
— A  dreadful  pause.) 

Pres.     My  son  !     Why  hast  thou  done  this  ? 

Ferd  .  [without  looking  at  him).  Why,  to  be  sure !  I  ought  first 
to  have  asked  the  statesman,  whether  the  trick  suited  his  cards 
• — Admirably  fine  and  skilful,  I  confess,  was  the  scheme  of 
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jealousy  to  break  the  bond  of  our  hearts  !  The  calculation 
shows  a  master-mind — 'twas  pity  only  that  indignant  love 
would  not  move  on  wires  like  thy  wooden  puppets. 

Pees,  {looking  round  the  circle  with  rolling  eyes).  Is  there 
no  one  here  who  weeps  for  a  despairing  father  ? 

Mill,  (calling  behind  the  scenes).  Let  me  in !  For  God's 
sake,  let  me  in  ! 

Ferd.  She  is  now  a  saint  in  heaven  ! — Her  cause  is  in 
the  hands  of  another !  [He  opens  the  door  for  Miller,  who 
rushes  in.  followed  by  officers  of  justice  and  a  crowd  of  people.) 

Mill,  {in  the  most  dreadful  alarm).  My  child  !  My  child  ! 
— Poison,  they  cry — poison  has  been  Lere — My  daughter! 
Where  art  thou  ? 

Ferd.  {leading  him  between  the  President  and  Louisa's 
corpse).     I  am  innocent. — Thank  this  man  for  the  deed. 

Mill,  {throwing  himself  on  the  body).     Oh,  Jesus  ! 

Ferd.  In  few  w^ords,  father  ! — they  begin  to  be  precious 
to  me — I  have  been  robbed  of  my  life  by  villanous  artifice — 
robbed  of  it  by  you! — How  I  may  stand  with  God  I  tremble 
to  think, — but  a  deliberate  villain  I  have  never  been ! — Be 
my  final  judgment  what  it  will, — may  it  not  fall  on  thee  !  — 

But  I  have  commited  murder !  {In  a  loud  and  fearful 

voice).  A  murder  whose  weight  thou  canst  not  hope  that  I 
should  drag  alone  before  the  judgment-seat  of  God.  H'ere 
I  solemnly  bequeath  to  thee  the  heaviest,  the  bloodiest  part; 
— how  thou  mayst  answer  it,  be  that  thy  care ! — {Leading  him 
to  Louisa.)  Here,  barbarian !  Feast  thine  eyes  on  the  terrible 
fruits  of  thy  intrigues  !  Upon  this  face  thy  name  is  inscribed 
in  the  convulsions  of  death,  and  will  be  registered  by  the  de- 
stroying Angel  ! — May  a  form  like  this  draw  thy  curtain  when 
thou  sleepest,  and  grasp  thee  with  its  clay-cold  hand  ! — May 
a  form  like  this  flit  before  thy  soul  when  thou  diest,  and  drive 
away  thy  expiring  prayer  for  mercy  !^ — Maya  form  like  this 
stand  by  thy  grave  at  the  resurrection,  and  before  the  throne 
of  God  w^hen  he  pronounces  thy  doom  !  {He  faints,  the  servants 
receive  him  in  their  arms). 

Pres.  {extending  his  arms  convulsively  towards  heaven).  Not 
from  me — Judge  of  the  world — Ask  not  these  souls  from  me^ 
Dut  from  him !     {Pointing  to  Worm.) 

Worm  {starting).     From  me  ? 

Pres.     Accursed  villain,  from  thee !     From  thee,  Satan  I 
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— Thou  gavest  the  serpent  s  counsel ! — thine  fee  the  responsi- 
bility— their  blood  be  not  on  my  head,  but  on  thine  ! 

Worm.  On  mine  !  on  mine  !  {Laughing  hysterically.)  Oh  i 
Excellent ! — Now  I  understand  the  gratitude  of  devils. — On 
mine,  thou  senseless  villain  ! — Was  he  my  son  ? — Was  I  thy 
master  ? — Mine  the  responsibility  ?  Ha  ! — by  this  sight  which 
freezes  the  very  marrow  in  my  bones !  Mine  it  shall  be  ! — I 
will  brave  destruction,  but  thou  shalt  perish  with  me. — Away! 
away !  Cry  murder  through  the  streets !  Awaken  justice  I 
Bind  me,  officers !  Lead  me  hence !  I  will  discover  secrets 
which  shall  make  the  hearer  s  blood  run  cold.     {Going.) 

Pees,  {detaining  him).  Surely,  madman,  thou  wilt  not 
dare? 

Worm  {tapping  him  on  the  shoulder).  I  will,  though,  comrade, 
I  will ! — I  am  mad,  'tis  true — but  my  madness  is  thy  work — 
and  now  I  will  act  like  a  madman !  Arm  in  arm  with  thee, 
will  I  to  the  scaffold !  Arm  in  arm  with  thee,  to  hell !  Oh  I 
how  it  tickles  my  fancy,  villain,  to  be  damned  with  thee  f 
{The  officers  carry  him  off.) 

Mill,  {who  has  lain  upon  Louisa  s  corpse  in  silent  anguish^ 
starts  suddenly  up^  and  throws  the  purse  before  the  Major  a 
feet).  Poisoner,  take  back  thy  accursed  gold! — Didst  thou 
think  to  purchase  my  child  with  it?  [Rushes  distractedly  out  of 
the  chamber.) 

Ferd.  (in  a  voice  scarcely  audible).  Follow  him  !  He  is- 
desperate. — The  gold  must  be  taken  care  of  for  his  use; — 
'tis  the  dreadful  acknowledgment  of  my  debt  to  him. — Louisa, 
I  come  ! — Farewell !     On  this  altar  let  me  breathe  my  last ! 

Pres.  {recovering  from  his  stupor).  Ferdinand  ! — my  son! — » 
Not  one  last  look  for  a  despairing  father  ? — (Ferdinand  is  laid 
by  the  side  of  Louisa.) 

Ferd.     My  last  must  sue  to  God  for  mercy  on  myself. 

Pres.  {falling  down  before  him  in  the  most  dreadful  agony\ 
The  Creator  and  the  created  abandon  me  I — Not  one  last  look 
to  cheer  me  in  the  hour  of  death ! — (Ferdinand  stretches  out 
his  trembling  hand  to  him,  and  expires,) 

Pres.  {springing  up).  He  forgave  me !  {To  the  Officers.' 
Now,  lead  on,  sirs  !     I  am  your  prisoner. 

[Exit,  followed  by  the  Officers,  the  curtain  falls. 

END. 


DEMETRIUS. 


ACT  L 

Scene  I. 
The  Diet  at  Cracow. 


On  the  rising  of  the  curtain,  the  Polish  Diet  is  discovered^ 
seated  in  the  great  Senate  Hall.  On  a  raised  platform,  ele- 
vated by  three  steps,  and  surmounted  by  a  canopy,  is  the 
imperial  throne;  the  escutclieons  of  Poland  and  Lithuania 
suspended  on  each  side.  The  KinCt  seated  upon  the  throne ; 
on  his  right  ayid  left  hand  his  ten  royal  officers  standing  on 
the  platform,  Belotv  the  platform-  the  Bishops,  Palatines, 
and  Castellans  seated  on  each  side  of  the  stage.  Opposite 
to  these  stand  the  Provincial  Deputies,  in  a  double  line, 
uncovered.  All  armed.  The  Archbishop  of  Gnesen,  as 
the  Primate  of  the  kingdom,  is  seated  next  the  Proscenium ; 
his  Chaplain  behind  him,  bearing  a  golden  cross. 

Archbishop  of  Gnesen. 

Thus,  then,  hath  this  tempestuous  Diet  been 

Conducted  safely  to  a  prosperous  close ; 

And  king  and  commons  part  as  cordial  friends. 

The  nobles  have  consented  to  disarm, 

And  straight  disband  the  dangerous  Rocoss  '^ ; 

Whilst  our  good  king  his  sacred  word  has  pledged. 

That  every  just  complaint  shall  have  redress. 

^  JjC  5jC  >,-.  5jC 

And  now  that  all  is  peace  at  home,  we  may 
Look  to  the  things  that  claim  our  care  abroad. 

wi#  ^  ^  ^  ^ 

n'*  n*  n*  n*  "tf* 

Is  it  the  will  of  the  most  High  Estates, 

That  Prince  Demetrius,  who  hath  advanced 

A  claim  to  Russia's  crown,  as  Ivan's  son, 

Should  at  their  bar  appear,  and  in  the  face 

Of  this  august  assembly  prove  his  right  ?  ^ 

*  An  insurrectionary  muster  of  the  nobleg* 


334  DEMETRIUS.  [^'3V  I. 

Castellan  of  Ceacow. 

Honour  and  justice  both  demand  he  should ; 
It  were  unseemly  to  refuse  his  prayer. 
Bishop  of  Wermeland. 

The  documents  on  which  he  rests  have  been 
Examined,  and  are  found  authentic.     We 
May  give  him  audience. 
Several  Deputies.  Nay !  We  must,  we  must ! 

Leo  Sapieha. 

To  hear  is  to  admit  his  right. 
Odowalsky.  And  not 

To  hear  is  to  reject  his  claims  unheard. 
Archbishop  of  Gnesen. 

Is  it  your  will  that  he  have  audience  ? 
I  ask  it  for  the  second  time — and  third. 
Imperial  Chancellor. 

Let  him  stand  forth  before  our  throne  ! 
Senators.  And  speak  ? 

Deputies. 

Yes,  yes !  Let  him  be  heard ! 

[The  Imperial  Grand  Marshal  lecJcons  ivith  hi$ 
baton  to  the  door-keeper,  ivho  goes  out, 
Leo  Sapieha  (to  the  Chancellor). 

Write  down,  my  lord, 
That  here  I  do  protest  against  this  step, 
And  all  that  may  ensue  therefrom,  to  mar 
The  peace  of  Poland's  state,  and  Moscow's  crown. 
[Enter  Demetrius.     Advances  some  steps  towards 
the  throne,  and  makes  three  hows,  with  his  head- 
uncovered,  first  to  the  Kino,  next  to  the  Senators, 
and  then  to  the  Deputies,  who  all  severally  answer 
with  an  inclination  of  the  head.     He  then  takes 
up  his  position  so  as  to  keep  ivithin  his  eye  a 
great  p)roportion  of  the  assemblage,  and  yet  not 
to  turn  his  back  upo7i  the  throne. 
Archbishop  of  Gnesen. 

Prince  Dmitri,  son  of  Ivan !  if  the  pomp 

Of  this  great  Diet  scare  thee,  or  a  sight 

So  noble  and  majestic  chain  thy  tongue, 

Thou  may'st — for  this  the  Senate  have  allov^'d — 

Choose  thee  a  proxy,  wheresoe'er  thou  list, 

And  do  ihj  mission  by  another's  li»s 
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Demetrius. 

My  Lord  Archbishop,  I  stand  here  to  claim 
A  kingdom,  and  the  state  of  royalty. 
'Twould  ill  beseem  me,  should  I  quake  before 
A  noble  people,  and  its  king  and  senate. 
I  ne'er  have  view'd  a  circle  so  august, 
But  the  sight  swells  my  heart  within  my  breast, 
And  not  appals  me.     The  more  worthy  ye, 
To  me  ye  are  more  welcome ;  I  can  ne'er 
Address  my  claim  to  nobler  auditory. 

Archbishop  of  Gnesen. 

*  *  The  august  Republic 

Is  favourably  bent.  *  * 

Demetrius. 

Most  puissant  king !     Most  worthy  and  most  potent 

Bishops  and  palatines,  and  my  good  lords. 

The  deputies  of  the  august  Republic ! 

It  gives  me  pause  and  wonder,  to  behold 

Myself,  Czar  Ivan's  son,  now  stand  before 

The  Polish  people  in  their  Diet  here. 

Both  realms  were  sunder'd  by  a  bloody  hate, 

And,  whilst  my  father  lived,  no  peace  might  be. 

Yet  now  hath  Heaven  so  order'd  these  events, 

That  I,  his  blood,  who  with  my  nurse's  milk 

Imbibed  the  ancestral  hate,  appear  before  you, 

A  fugitive,  compelled  to  seek  my  rights 

Even  here,  in  Poland's  heart.     Then,  ere  I  speak. 

Forget  magnanimously  all  rancours  past, 

And  that  the  Czar,  whose  son  I  own  myself, 

Roll'd  war's  red  billows  to  your  very  homes 

I  stand  before  you,  sirs,  a  prince  despoil'd. 

I  ask  protection.    The  oppressed  may  urge 

A  sacred  claim  on  every  noble  breast. 

And  who  in  all  earth's  circuit  shall  be  just, 

If  not  a  people  great  and  valiant, — one 

In  plenitude  of  power  so  free,  it  needs 

To  render  'count  but  to  itself  alone. 

And  may,  unchallenged,  lend  an  open  ear 

And  aiding  hand  to  fair  humanity. 

Archbishop  of  Gnesen. 

You  do  allege  you  are  Czar  Ivans  sou; 
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And,  truly,  nor  your  bearing  nor  your  speech 
Gainsays  the  lofty  title  that  you  urge. 
But  shows  us  that  you  are  indeed  his  son, 
And  you  shall  find  that  the  Republic  bears 
A  generous  spirit.     She  has  never  quail'd 
To  Russia  in  the  field  1     She  loves,  alike, 
To  be  a  noble  foe — a  cordial  friend. 
Demeteius. 

Ivan  Wasilowitch,  the  mighty  Czar 

Of  Moscow,  took  five  spouses  to  his  bed, 

In  the  long  years  that  spared  him  to  the  throne. 

The  first,  a  lady  of  the  heroic  line 

Of  Romanoff,  bare  him  Feodor,  who  reign'd 

After  his  father's  death.     One  only  son, 

Dmitri,  the  last  blossom  of  his  strength, 

And  a  mere  infant  when  his  father  died, 

Was  born  of  Marfa,  of  Nagori's  line. 

Czar  Feodor,  a  youth,  alike  effeminate 

In  mind  and  body,  left  the  reins  of  power 

To  his  chief  equerry,  Boris  Godunow, 

Who  ruled  his  master  with  most  crafty  skill. 

Feodor  was  childless,  and  his  barren  bride 

Denied  all  prospect  of  an  heir.     Thus,  when 

The  wily  Boiar,  by  his  fawning  arts, 

Had  coil'd  himself  into  the  people's  favour, 

His  wishes  soar'd  as  high  as  to  the  throne. 

Between  him  and  his  haughty  hopes  there  stood 

A  youthful  prince,  the  young  Demetrius 

Iw^anowitsch,  who  with  his  mother  lived 

At  Uglitsch,  where  her  widowhood  was  passed, 

Now',  when  his  fatal  purpose  was  matured. 
He  sent  to  Uglitsch  ruffians,  charged  to  put 
The  Czarowitsch  to  death.  '^^  * 

One  night,  when  all  was  hush'd,  the  castle's  wdng 
Where  the  young  prince,  apart  from  all  the  rest, 
With  his  attendants  lay,  was  found  on  fire. 
The  raging  flames  engulph'd  the  pile — the  prince^ 
Unseen,  unheard,  was  spirited  away. 
And  all  the  world  lamented  him  as  dead. 
All  Moscow  knows  these  things  to  be  the  truth. 
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Archbishop  of  Gnesen. 

Yes,  these  are  facts  familiar  to  us  all. 
T,he  rumour  ran  abroad,  both  far  and  near, 
That  Prince  Demetrius  perished  in  the  flames, 
When  Uglitsch  was  destroy 'd.     And,  as  his  death 
Raised  to  the  throne  the  Czar  who  fills  it  now. 
Fame  did  not  hesitate  to  charge  on  him 
This  murder  foul  and  pitiless.     But  yet, 
His  death  is  not  the  business  now  in  hand ! 
This  prince  is  living  still !     He  lives  in  you  ! 
So  runs  your  plea.     Now  bring  us  to  the  proofs ! 
Whereby  do  you  attest  that  you  are  he  ? 
What  are  the  signs  by  which  you  shall  be  known  ? 
How  'scaped  you  those  were  set  to  hunt  you  down, 
x\nd  now,  when  sixteen  years  are  passed,  and  you 
Well  nigh  forgot,  emerge  to  light  once  more? 

Demet.  'Tis  scarce  a  year  since  I  have  known  myself; 
I  lived  a  secret  to  myself  till  then, 
Surmising  nought  of  my  imperial  birth. 
I  was  a  monk  with  monks,  close  pent  within 
The  cloister's  precincts,  when  I  first  began 
To  waken  to  a  consciousness  of  self. 
My  impetuous  spirit  chafed  against  the  bars. 
And  the  high  blood  of  princes  'gan  to  course 
In  strange  unbidden  moods  along  my  veins. 
At  length  I  flung  the  monkish  cowl  aside, 
And  fled  to  Poland,  where  the  noble  Prince 
Of  Sendomir,  the  generous,  the  good, 
Took  me  as  guest  into  his  princely  house. 
And  train'd  me  up  to  noble  deeds  of  arms. 

Archbishop  of  Gnesen. 

How?     You  still  ignorant  of  what  you  were? 
Yet  ran  the  rumour  then  on  every  side. 
That  Prince  Demetrius  was  still  alive. 
Czar  Boris  trembled  on  his  throne,  and  sent 
His  sassafs  to  the  frontiers,  to  keep 
Sharp  watch  on  every  traveller  that  stirr'd. 
Had  not  the  tale  its  origin  with  you  ? 
Did  you  not  give  the  rumour  birth  yourself? 
Had  you  not  named  to  any  that  you  were 
Demetrius  ? 
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Demetrius.  I  relate  that  which  I  know. 

If  a  report  went  forth  I  was  alive, 
Then  had  some  god  been  busy  with  the  fame. 
Myself  I  knew  not.     In  the  prince's  house, 
And  in  the  throng  of  his  retainers  lost, 
I  spent  the  pleasant  springtime  of  my  youth. 
*  *  *  In  silent  homage 

My  heart  was  vow'd  to  his  most  lovely  daughter ; 
Yet  in  those  days  it  never  dreamt  to  raise 
Its  vrildest  thoughts  to  happiness  so  high. 
My  passion  gave  offence  to  her  betrothed, 
The  Castellan  of  Lemberg.     He  with  taunts 
Chafed  me,  and  in  the  blindness  of  his  rage 
Forgot  himself  so  wholly  as  to  strike  me. 
Thus  savagely  provoked,  I  drew  my  sword ; 
He,  blind  with  fury,  rushed  upon  the  blade, 
And  perished  there  by  my  unwitting  hand. 

Meischek. 

Yes,  it  was  even  so.  *  * 

Demetrius. 

Mine  was  the  worst  mischance !     A  nameless  youths 

A  Russian  and  a  stranger,  I  had  slain 

A  grandee  of  the  empire — in  the  house 

Of  my  kind  patron  done  a  deed  of  blood, 

And  sent  to  death  his  son-in-law  and  friend. 

My  innocence  avail 'd  not ;  not  the  pity 

Of  all  his  household,  nor  his  kindness — his, 

The  noble  Palatine's,— could  save  my  life; 

For  it  was  forfeit  to  the  law,  that  is. 

Though  lenient  to  the  Poles,  to  strangers  stem. 

Judgment  was  pass'd  on  me — that  judgment  death. 

I  knelt  upon  the  scaffold,  by  the  block ; 

To  the  fell  headsman's  sword  I  bared  my  throat, 

And  in  the  act  disclosed  a  cross  of  gold. 

Studded  with  precious  gems,  which  had  been  hung 

About  my  neck  at  the  baptismal  font. 

This  sacred  pledge  of  Christian  redemption 

I  had,  as  is  the  custom  with  my  people, 

Worn  on  my  neck  conceal'd,  where'er  I  ^\enU 

From  my  first  hours  of  infancy  ;  and  now. 

When  from  sweet  life  I  was  compell'd  to  part, 
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I  grasped  it  as  my  only  stay,  and  press'd  it 
With  passionate  devotion  to  my  lips. — 

[The  Poles  intimate  their  sympathy  by  dumb  show 
The  jewel  was  observed ;  its  sheen  and  worth 
Awaken'd  curiosity  and  wonder. 
They  set  me  free,  and  questioned  me  ;  yet  still 
I  could  not  call  to  memory  a  time 
I  had  not  worn  the  jewel  on  my  person. 
Now  it  so  happened,  that  three  Boiars,  who 
Had  fled  from  the  resentment  of  their  Czar, 
Were  on  a  visit  to  my  lord  at  Sambor. 
They  saw  the  trinket, — recognised  it,  by 
Nine  emeralds,  alternately  inlaid 
With  amethysts,  to  be  the  very  cross 
Which  Ivan  Westislowsky  at  the  font 
Hung  on  the  neck  of  the  Czar's  youngest  son. 
They  scrutinized  me  closer,  and  were  struck 
To  find  me  marked  with  one  of  nature's  freaks. 
For  my  right  arm  is  shorter  than  my  left. 
Now,  being  closely  plied  with  questions,  I 
Bethought  me  of  a  little  psalter,  which 
I  carried  from  the  cloister  when  I  fled. 
Within  this  book  were  certain  words  in  Greek, 
Inscribed  there  by  the  Tgumen  himself. 
What  they  imported  was  unknown  to  me, 
Being  ignorant  of  the  language.     Well,  the  psalter 
Was  sent  for,  brought,  and  the  inscription  read. 
It  bore,  that  Brother  Wasili  Philaret, 
(Such  was  my  cloister-name,)  who  own'd  the  book, 
Was  Prince  Demetrius,  Ivan's  youngest  son, 
By  Andrei,  an  honest  Diak,  saved 
By  stealth  in  that  red  night  of  massacre. 
Proofs  of  the  fact  lay  carefully  preserved 
Within  two  convents,  which  were  pointed  out. 
On  this  the  Boiars  at  my  feet  fell  down, 
Won  by  the  force  of  these  resistless  proofs, 
And  hail'd  me  as  the  offspring  of  their  Czar. 
So,  from  the  yawning  gulphs  of  black  despair^ 
Fate  raised  me  up  to  Fortune  s  topmost  heights. 
\BOHBisnop  OF  Gnesen. 
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Demetrius. 

And  now  the  mists  cleared  off,  and  all  at  once 

Memories  on  memories  started  into  life, 

In  the  remotest  back-ground  of  the  past. 

And,  like  some  city  s  spires,  that  gleam  afar 

In  golden  sunshine  when  nought  else  is  seen, 

So  in  my  soul  two  images  grew  bright, 

The  loftiest  sun-peaks  in  the  shadowy  past. 

I  saw  myself  escaping  one  dark  night. 

And  a  red  lurid  flame  light  up  the  gloom 

Of  midnight  darkness  as  I  looked  behind  me. 

A  memory  'twas  of  very  earliest  youth. 

For  what  preceded  or  came  after  it 

In  the  long  distance  utterly  was  lost. 

In  solitary  brightness  there  it  stood, 

A  ghastly  beacon  light  on  memory's  waste. 

Yet  I  remember'd  how,  in  later  years, 

One  of  my  comrades  called  me,  in  his  wrath. 

Son  of  the  Czar.     I  took  it  as  a  jest, 

And  with  a  blow  avenged  it  at  the  time. 

All  this  now  flash'd  like  lightning  on  my  soul, 

xind  told  with  dazzling  certainty,  that  I 

Was  the  Czar's  son,  so  long  reputed  dead. 

With  this  one  word  the  clouds  that  had  perplexed 

My  strange  and  troubled  life  were  cleared  away. 

Nor  merely  by  these  signs,  for  such  deceive ; 

But  in  my  soul,  in  my  proud  throbbing  heart, 

I  felt  within  me  coursed  the  blood  of  kings ; 

And  sooner  will  I  drain  it  drop  by  drop, 

Than  bate  one  jot  my  title  to  the  crown. 

Archbishop  of  Gnesen. 

And  shall  we  trust  a  scroll,  which  might  have  found 
Its  way  by  merest  chance  into  your  hands, 
Back'd  by  the  tale  of  some  poor  runagates  ? 
Forgive  me,  noble  youth !     Your  tone,  I  grants 
And  bearing,  are  not  those  of  one  who  lies ; 
Still  you  in  this  may  be  yourself  deceived. 
W^ell  may  the  heart  be  pardoned,  that  beguiles 
Itself  in  playing  for  so  high  a  sxake. 
What  hostage  do  you  tender  for  your  word  ? 


so.  I.]  jdemetrius,  34i 

Demetrius. 

I  tender  fifty,  who  will  give  their  oaths, — 
All  Piasts  to  a  man,  and  free-born  Poles 
Of  spotless  reputation, — each  of  whom 
Is  ready  to  enforce  what  I  have  urged. 
There  sits  the  noble  Prince  of  Sendomir, 
And  at  his  side  the  Castellan  of  Lublin ; 
Let  them  declare,  if  I  have  spoke  the  truth. 

:^  :^  :?fi  t^  ^  :^ 

Archbishop  of  Gnesen. 

How  seem  these  things  to  the  august  Estates  ? 

To  the  enforcement  of  such  numerous  proofs 

Doubt  and  mistrust,  methinks,  must  needs  give  way 

Long  has  a  creeping  rumour  fill'd  the  world. 

That  Dmitri,  Ivan's  son,  is  still  alive. 

The  Czar  himself  confirms  it  by  his  fears. 

— Before  us  stands  a  youth,  in  age  and  mien, 

Even  to  the  very  freak  that  nature  play'd. 

The  lost  heir's  counterpart,  and  of  a  soul 

Whose  noble  stamp  keeps  rank  with  his  high  claims. 

He  left  a  cloister's  precincts,  urged  by  strange 

Mysterious  promptings  ;  and  this  monk-train'd  boy 

Was  straight  distinguish'd  for  his  knightly  feats. 

He  shows  a  trinket  which  the  Czarowitsch 

Once  wore,  and  one  that  never  left  his  side ; 

A  written  witness,  too,  by  pious  hands. 

Gives  us  assurance  of  his  princely  birth ; 

And,  stronger  still,  from  his  unvarnish'd  speech 

And  open  brow  Truth  makes  his  best  appeal. 

Such  traits  as  these  Deceit  doth  never  don ; 

It  masks  its  subtle  soul  in  vaunting  words, 

And  in  the  high-gloss'd  ornaments  of  speech. 

No  longer  then  can  I  withhold  the  title. 

Which  he  with  circumstance  and  justice  claims; 

And,  in  the  exercise  of  my  old  right, 

I  now,  as  Primate,  give  him  the  first  voice. 

Archbishop  of  Lemberg. 

My  voice  goes  with  the  Primate's 

Several  Voices.  So  does  mino. 

Several  Palatines.    And  mine ! 
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Odo^alsky.  And  mine ! 

Deputies.  And  all ! 

Sapieha.  Mj  gracious  sirs  I 

Weigh  well  ere  you  decide !     Be  not  so  hasty ! 
It  is  not  meet,  the  council  of  the  realm 
Be  hurried  on  to -^  ^'  * 

Odowalsky.  There  is  nothing  here 

For  us  to  weigh ;  all  has  been  fully  weigh'd. 
The  proofs  demonstrate  incontestably. 
This  is  not  Moscow,  sirs  !  No  despot  here 
Keeps  our  free  souls  in  manacles.     Here  Truth 
May  walk  by  day  or  night  with  brow  erect. 
I  will  not  think,  my  lords,  in  Cracow  here, 
Here  in  the  very  Diet  of  the  Poles, 
That  Moscow's  Czar  should  have  obsequious  slavea 

Demetrius. 

Oh,  take  my  thanks,  ye  reverend  senators ! 
That  ye  have  lent  your  credence  to  these  proofs ; 
And  if  I  be  indeed  the  man  whom  I 
Protest  myself,  oh  then,  endure  not  this 
Audacious  robber  should  usurp  my  seat, 
Or  longer  desecrate  that  sceptre,  which 
To  me,  as  the  true  Czarowitsch,  belongs. 

^  >K  '!<  ^  ^  ^ 

Yes,  justice  lies  with  me, — jo\x  have  the  power. 
'Tis  the  most  dear  concern  of  every  state 
And  throne,  that  right  should  everywhere  prevail, 
And  all  men  in  the  world  possess  their  own. 
For  there,  where  Justice  holds  uncumber'd  sway. 
There  each  enjoys  his  heritage  secure. 
And  over  every  house  and  every  throne 
Law,  truth,  and  order  keep  their  angel  watch. 

^  ^  Sf«  ^  ^  >]{ 

It  is  the  key-stone  of  the  world's  wide  arch, 
The  one  sustaining  and  sustained  by  all. 
Which,  if  it  fall,  brings  all  in  ruin  down. 

(Answers  of  Senators,  giving  assent  to  Demetrius.) 
Demetrius. 

Oh  look  on  me,  renowned  Sigismund! 

Great  king,  on  thine  own  bosom  turn  thine  eyes. 
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^        And  in  my  destiny  behold  thine  own. 

Thou,  too,  hast  known  the  rude  assaults  of  Fate ; 
Within  a  prison  earnest  thou  to  the  world ; 
Thy  earliest  glances  fell  on  dungeon  walls. 
Thou,  too,  hadst  need  of  friends  to  set  thee  free, 
And  raise  thee  from  a  prison  to  a  throne. 
These  didst  thou  find.     That  noble  kindness  thou 
Didst  reap  from  them,  oh,  testify  to  me ! 

5K  JJC  >jj  ^{C  ^  ^ 

And  you,  ye  grave  and  honour 'd  councillors. 

Most  reverend  bishops,  pillars  of  the  church. 

Ye  palatines  and  castellans  of  fame. 

The  moment  has  arrived,  by  one  high  deed 

To  reconcile  two  nations  long  estranged. 

Yours  be  the  glorious  boast,  that  Poland's  power 

Hath  given  the  Moscovites  their  Czar,  and  in 

The  neighbour,  who  oppressed  you  as  a  foe, 

Secure  an  ever-grateful  friend.     And  you, 

The  deputies  of  the  august  Republic, 

Saddle  your  steeds  of  fire !    Leap  to  your  seats ! 

To  you  expand  high  fortune's  golden  gates ; 

I  will  divide  the  foeman's  spoil  with  you. 

Moscow  is  rich  in  plunder ;  measureless 

Tn  gold  and  gems,  the  treasures  of  the  Czar ; 

I  can  give  royal  guerdons  to  my  friends. 

And  I  will  give  them  too.     When  I,  as  Czar, 

Set  foot  mthin  ihe  Kremlin,  then,  I  swear, 

The  poorest  of  you  all,  that  follows  me, 

Shall  robe  himself  in  velvet  and  in  sables ; 

With  costly  pearls  his  housings  shall  he  deck, 

And  silver  be  the  metal  of  least  worth. 

That  he  shall  shoe  his  horses'  hoofs  withal. 

[Oreat  commotion  among  the  Deputies.     Koreij^, 
Hetman  of  the  Cossacks,  declares  himself  ready  ts 
put  himself  at  the  head  of  an  army, 
Odowalsky. 

How !  shall  we  leave  the  Cossack  to  despoil  us 
At  once  of  glory  and  of  booty  both  ? 

}(£  H<  :}£  5K  H: 

We  Ve  made  a  truce  with  Tartar  and  with  Turk, 
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And  from  the  Swedish  power  have  nought  to  fear. 

Our  martial  spirit  has  been  wasting  long 

In  slothful  peace ;  our  swords  are  red  with  rust. 

Up !  and  invade  the  kingdom  of  the  Czar, 

And  win  a  grateful  and  true-plighted  friend, 

Whilst  we  augment  our  country's  might  and  glory. 
Many  Deputies. 

War !  War  with  Moscow ! 
Others.  Be  it  so  resolved ! 

On  to  the  votes  at  once ! 
Sapieha  {rises).  Grand  Marshal,  please 

To  order  silence !     I  desire  to  speak. 
A  CROWD  OF  Voices. 

War !  War  with  Moscow ! 
Sapieha.  Nay,  I  will  be  heard. 

Ho,  Marshal,  do  your  duty ! 

[Great  tumult  within  and  outside  the  hall. 
Grand  Marshal.  'Tis,  you  see. 

Quite  fruitless. 
Sapieha.  What  ?    The  Marshal's  self  suborn'd ? 

Is  this  our  Diet,  then,  no  longer  free  ? 

Throw  down  your  staff,  and  bid  this  brawling  cease ! 

I  charge  you,  on  your  office,  to  obey ! 

[The  Grand  Marshal  casts  his  baton  into  the  centre 
of  the  hall ;  the  tumult  abates. 

What  whirling  thoughts,  what  mad  resolves  are  these? 

Stand  we  not  now  at  peace  with  Moscow's  Czar  ? 

Myself,  as  your  imperial  envoy,  made 

A  treaty  to  endure  for  twenty  years ; 

I  raised  this  right  hand,  that  you  see,  aloft, 

In  solemn  pledge,  within  the  Kremlin's  walls ; 

And  fairly  hath  the  Czar  maintain'd  his  word. 

What  is  sworn  faith — ^what  compacts,  treaties,  when 

A  solemn  Diet  tramples  on  them  all  ? 
Demetrius. 

Prince  Leo  Sapieha !     You  concluded 

A  hond  of  peace,  you  say,  with  Moscow's  Czar  ? 

That  did  you  not ;  for  I,  J  am  that  Czar. 

In  me  is  Moscow's  majesty ;  I  am 

The  son  of  Ivan,  and  his  rightful  hoir. 
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Would  the  Poles  treat  with  Russia  for  a  peace. 
Then  must  they  treat  with  me !    Your  compact  *s  null 
As  being  made  with  one  whose  title 's  null 

Odowalsky. 

What  reck  we  of  your  treaty  ?     So  we  will'd 
When  it  was  made — our  wills  are  changed  to-day. 

Sapieha. 

Is  it,  then,  come  to  this  ?     If  none  beside 

Will  stand  for  justice,  then,  at  least,  will  I. 

I  '11  rend  the  woof  of  cunning  into  shreds, 

And  lay  its  falsehoods  open  to  the  day. 

Most  reverend  Primate !  art  thou,  canst  thou  be 

So  simple-soul'd,  or  canst  thou  so  dissemble  ? 

Are  ye  so  credulous,  mj  lords  ?     My  liege. 

Art  thou  so  weak  ?     Ye  know  not — will  not  know. 

Ye  are  the  puppets  of  the  wily  Waywode 

Of  Sendomir,  who  rear'd  this  spurious  Czar, 

Whose  measureless  ambition,  while  we  speak, 

Clutches  in  thought  the  spoils  of  Moscow's  wealth. 

Is  't  left  for  me  to  tell  you,  that  even  now 

The  league  is  made  and  sworn  betwixt  the  twain, — 

The  pledge  the  Waywode's  youngest  daughter's  hand? 

And  shall  our  great  Eepublic  blindly  rush 

Into  the  perils  of  an  unjust  war, 

To  aggrandize  the  Waywode,  and  to  crown 

His  daughter  as  the  Empress  of  the  Czar  ? 

There  's  not  a  man  he  has  not  bribed  and  bought. 

He  means  to  rule  the  Diet,  well  I  know ; 

I  see  his  faction  rampant  in  this  hall, 

And,  as  'twere  not  enough  that  he  controU'd 

The  Seym  Walmy  by  a  majority, 

He  's  girt  the  Diet  with  three  thousand  horse. 

And  all  Cracow  is  swarming  like  a  hive 

With  nis  sworn  feudal  vassals.     Even  now 

They  throng  the  halls  and  chambers  where  we  sit,. 

To  hold  our  liberty  of  speech  in  awe. 

Yet  stirs  no  fear  in  my  undaunted  heart ; 

And  while  the  blood  keeps  current  in  my  veins, 

1  will  maintain  the  freedom  of  my  voice ! 

r^et  those  who  mink  like  men  come  stand  by  met 

Whilst  I  have  life,  shall  no  resolve  be  pass'd 
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That  is  at  war  with  justice  and  with  reason. 
'Twas  I  that  ratified  the  peace  with  Moscow, 
And  I  will  hazard  life  to  see  it  kept. 
Odowalsky. 

Give  him  no  further  hearing !     Take  the  votes ! 
[The  Bishops  of  Ceacow  and  Wilna  rise,  and  de* 
scend  each  to  his  own  side,  to  collect  the  votes. 
Mant.    War,  war  with  Moscow ! 

Akchbishop  of  Gnesen  {to  Sapieha).  Noble  sir,  give  way ! 
You  see  the  mass  are  hostile  to  your  views ; 
Then  do  not  force  a  profitless  division ! 
Impebial  High  Chanoellob  (descends  from  the  throne^  t ) 
Sapieha). 
The  king  entreats  you  will  not  press  the  point, 
Sir  Waywode,  to  division  in  the  Diet. 
Doobkeepeb  (aside  to  Odowalsky). 

Keep  a  bold  front,  and  fearless — summon  those 
That  wait  without.     All  Cracow  stands  by  you. 
Impebial  Gband  Mabshal  (^o  Sapieha). 

Such  excellent  decrees  have  passed  before ; 
Oh,  cease,  and  for  their  sake,  so  fraught  with  good^ 
Unite  your  voice  with  the  majority ! 
Bishop  of  Cbacow  (lias  collected  the  votes  on  his  side). 

On  this  right  bench  are  all  unanimous. 
Sapieha. 

And  let  them,  to  a  man ! — ^Yet  I  say.  No ! 

I  urge  my  veto — I  break  up  the  Diet. 

Stay  further  progress  !     Null  and  void  are  all 

The  resolutions  pass'd 

[General  commotion ;  the  King  descends  from  the 
throne,  the  harriers  are  broken  down,  and  there 
arises  a  tumultuous  uproar.  Deputies  draw 
their  swords,  and  threaten  Sapieha  with  them. 
The  Bishops  interpose,  and  protect  him  with 
their  stoles. 

Majority  ? 
What  is  it?     The  majority  is  madness; 
Reason  has  still  ranked  only  with  the  few. 
What  cares  he  for  the  general  weal,  that's  poor? 
Has  the  lean  beggar  choice,  or  liberty  ? 
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To  the  great  lords  of  earth,  that  hold  the  purse, 
He  must  for  bread  and  raiment  sell  his  voice. 
'Twere  meet  that  voices  should  be  weigh'd,  not  couated 
Sooner  or  later  must  the  State  be  wreck'd. 
Where  numbers  sway,  and  ignorance  decides. 
Odowalsky. 

Hark  to  the  traitor ! 

Deputies.  Hew  him  into  shreds ! 

Down  with  him ! 
Archbishop  of  Gnesen  (snatches  the  crucifix  out  of  his  Chap- 
lain's hand,  and  interposes).     Peace,  peace  ! 
Shall  native  blood  be  in  the  Diet  shed  ? 
Prince  Sapieha !  be  advised  I  [To  the  Bishops. 

Bring  him  away, 
And  interpose  your  bosoms  as  his  shield ! 
Through  this  side  door  remove  him  quietly, 
Or  the  wild  mob  will  tear  him  limb  from  limb ! 
[Sapieha,  still  casting  looks  of  defiance,  is  forced 
away  by  the  Bishops,  ivhilst  the  Archbishops  of 
Gnesen  and  Lemberg  keep  the  Deputies  at  bay. 
Amidst  violent  tumult  and  clashing  of  arms,  the 
hall  is  emptied  of  all  but  Demetrius,  Meischek, 
Odowalsky,  and  the  Hetman  of  the  Cossacks, 
Odowalsky. 

That  point  miscarried, — 
Yet  shall  you  not  lack  aid  because  of  this ; 
If  the  Republic  holds  the  peace  with  Moscow, 
At  our  own  charges  we  shall  push  your  claims. 
KoEELA.  Who  ever  could  have  dreamt,  that  he  alone 

Would  hold  his  ground  against  the  assembled  Diet  ? 
Meischek. 

The  king !  the  king ! 

[Enter  King  Sigismund,  attended  by  the  Lord  High 
Chancellor,  the  Grand  Marshal,  and  several 
Bishops. 
King.  Let  me  embrace  you,  prince  I 

At  length  the  high  republic  does  you  justice ; 
My  heart  has  done  so  long,  and  many  a  day. 
Your  fate  doth  move  me  deeply,  as,  indeed, 
What  monarch's  heart  but  must  be  moved  by  it  ? 
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Demetrius. 

The  past,  with  all  its  sorrows,  is  forgot ; 
Here  on  your  breast  I  feel  new  life  begin. 

King.  .  1  love  not  many  words ;  yet  what  a  king 
May  offer,  who  has  vassals  richer  far 
Than  his  poor  self,  that  do  I  offer  you. 
You  have  been  witness  of  an  untoward  scene. 
But  deem  not  ill  of  Poland's  realm,  because 
A  tempest  jars  the  vessel  of  the  state. 

Meischek. 

When  winds  are  wild  the  steersman  backs  his  helia 
And  makes  for  port  with  all  the  speed  he  may. 

King.     The  diet  is  dissolved.     Although!  wish'd, 
I  could  not  break  the  treaty  with  the  Czar. 
But  you  have  powerful  friends ;  and  if  the  Pole, 
At  his  own  risk,  take  arms  on  your  behalf, 
Or  if  the  Cossack  choose  to  venture  war, 
They  are  free  men,  I  cannot  say  them  nay. 

Meischek. 

The  whole  Eocoss  is  under  arms  already. 
Please  it  but  you,  my  liege,  the  angry  stream 
That  raved  against  your  sovereignty  may  turn 
Its  wrath  on  Moscow,  leaving  you  unscathed. 

King.  .  The  best  of  weapons  Russia's  self  will  give  thee ; 
Thy  surest  buckler  is  the  people's  heart. 
By  Russia  only  Russia  will  be  vanquish'd. 
Even  as  the  Diet  heard  thee  speak  to-day. 
Speak  thou  at  Moscow  to  thy  subjects,  prince. 
So  chain  their  hearts,  and  thou  wilt  be  their  king 
In  Sweden  I  by  right  of  birth  ascended 
The  throne  of  my  inheritance  in  peace ; 
Yet  did  I  lose  the  kingdom  of  my  sires. 
Because  my  people's  hearts  were  not  with  me. 

Enter  Makina. 

5(C  S|(  ^  H*  ^ 

Meischek. 

My  gracious  liege,  here,  kneeling  at  your  feet. 
Behold  Marina,  youngest  of  my  daughters ; 
The  prince  of  Moscow  offers  her  his  heart. 
Thou  art  the  stay  and  pillar  of  our  house, 
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And  only  from  thy  royal  hand  'tis  meet 
That  she  receive  her  spouse  and  sovereign. 

[Marina  hneels  to  the  Kin'>. 

KiNa.  .  Well,  if  you  wish  it,  cousin,  gladly  I 
Will  do  the  father's  office  to  the  Czar. 

\To  Demetrius,  giving  him  Marina's  hand 
Thus  do  I  bring  you,  in  this  lovely  pledge. 
High  Fortune's  blooming  goddess;  and  may  these 
Old  eyes  be  spared  to  see  this  gracious  pair 
Sit  in  imperial  state  on  Moscow's  throne. 

Marina.  My  liege,  I  humbly  thank  your  grace,  and  shall 
Esteem  me  still  your  slave,  where'er  I  be. 

King.  .  Rise  up,  Czaritza !     This  is  not  a  place 

For  you,  the  plighted  bride-mate  of  the  Czar ; 
For  you,  the  daughter  of  my  foremost  Waywode. 
You  are  the  youngest  of  your  sisters ;  yet 
Your  spirit  wings  a  high  and  glorious  course. 
And  nobly  grasps  the  top  of  sovereignty. 

Demetrius. 

Be  thou,  great  monarch,  witness  of  my  oath, 

As,  prince  to  prince,  I  pledge  it  here  to  you ! 

This  noble  lady's  hand  I  do  accept 

As  fortune's  dearest  pledge,  and  swear  that,  sooii 

As  on  my  father's  throne  I  take  my  seat, 

1 11  lead  her  home  in  triumph  as  my  bride. 

With  all  the  state  that  fits  a  mighty  queen. 

And,  for  a  dowry,  to  my  bride  I  give 

The  principalities  Pleskow  and  Great  Neugart, 

With  all  towns,  hamlets,  and  in-dwellers  there, 

With  all  the  rights  and  powers  of  sovereignty. 

In  absolute  possession  evermore ; 

And  this,  my  gift,  will  J.  as  Czar  confirm 

In  my  free  city,  Moscow.     Furthermore, 

As  compensation  to  her  noble  sire 

For  present  charges,  I  engage  to  pay 

A  million  ducats,  Polish  currency. 

*  ♦  jj:  sK  5ic 

So  help  me  God,  and  all  his  saints,  as  I 
Have  truly  sworn  this  oath,  and  shall  fulfil  it. 
King.  .  You  will  do  so ;  you  never  will  forget 

For  what  jou  are  the  noble  Waywode's  debtor; 
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Who,  for  your  wishes,  perils  his  sure  wealth, 
And,  for  your  hopes,  a  child  his  heart  adores. 
A  friend  so  rare  is  to  be  rarely  prized ! 
Then,  when  your  hopes  are  crown'd,  forget  not  ever 
The  steps  by  which  you  mounted  to  the  throne, 
Nor  with  your  garments  let  your  heart  be  changed ! 
Think,  that  in  Poland  first  you  knew  yourself,— 
That  this  land  gave  you  birth  a  second  time. 

Demeteius. 

I  have  been  nurtured  in  adversity ; 

And  learned  to  reverence  the  beauteous  bond 

Which  links  mankind  with  sympathies  of  love. 

King.  .  But  now  you  enter  on  a  realm  where  all — 

Use,  custom,  morals — are  untried  and  strange. 
In  Poland  here  reigns  freedom  absolute ; 
The  king  himself,  although  in  pomp  supreme, 
Must  oftime  be  the  serf  of  his  noblesse ; 
But  there  the  father's  sacred  power  prevails. 
And  in  the  subject  finds  a  passive  slave. 

Demetrius. 

That  glorious  freedom,  which  surrounds  me  hero, 

I  will  transplant  into  my  native  land. 

And  turn  these  bond-serfs  into  glad-soul'd  men ; 

Not  o'er  the  souls  of  slaves  will  I  bear  rule. 
King.  .  Do  nought  in  haste ;  but  by  the  time  be  led ! 

Prince,  ere  we  part,  three  lessons  take  from  me, 

And  truly  follow  them  when  thou  art  king. 

It  is  a  king  that  gives  them,  old  and  tried, 

And  they  may  prove  of  profit  to  thy  youth. 
Demetrius. 

Oh,  share  thy  wisdom  with  me !     Thou  hast  v/on 

The  reverence  of  a  free  and  mighty  people ; 

What  must  I  do  to  earn  so  fair  a  prize  ? 
King,  .  *  *  ^  You  come  from  a  strange  land, 

Borne  on  the  weapons  of  a  foreign  foe ; 

This  first  felt  wrong  thou  hast  to  wash  away. 

Then  bear  thee  like  a  genuine  son  of  Moscow, 

With  reverence  due  to  all  her  usages. 

Keep  promise  with  the  Poles,  and  value  them? 

For  thou  hast  need  of  friends  on  thy  new  throuo : 
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The  arm  that  placed  thee  there  can  hurl  thee  dowu 
Esteem  them  honourably,  yet  ape  them  not ; 
Strange  customs  thrive  not  in  a  foreign  soil. 

He  5}:  *  *  H? 

And,  whatsoe'er  thou  dost,  revere  thy  mother — 

You  11  find  a  mother 

Demetrius.  Oh,  my  liege ! 

King.  High  claim 

Hath  she  upon  thy  filial  reverence. 

Do  her  all  honour. — 'Twixt  thy  subjects  and 

Thyself  she  stands,  a  sacred,  precious  link. 

No  human  law  o'errides  the  imperial  power ; 

Nothing  but  nature  may  command  its  awe ; 

Nor  can  thy  people  own  a  surer  pledge, 

That  thou  art  gentle,  than  thy  filial  love. 

I  say  no  more.     Much  yet  is  to  be  done, 

Ere  thou  mak'st  booty  of  the  golden  fleece. 

Expect  no  easy  victory  |         *  *  * 

Czar  Boris  rules  with  strong  and  skilful  hand ; 

You  take  the  field  against  no  common  man. 

He  that  by  merit  hath  achieved  the  throne, 

Is  not  puff'd  from  his  seat  by  popular  breath; 

His  deeds  do  serve  to  him  for  ancestors. 

To  your  good  fortune  I  commend  you  now ; 

Already  twice,  as  by  a  miracle. 

Hath  it  redeem'd  you  from  the  grasp  of  death ; 

'Twill  put  the  finish  on  its  work,  and  crown  you. 

[Exeunt  Omnes  hut  Marina  and  Odowalskx 
Odowalsky. 

Say,  lady,  how  have  I  fulfill'd  my  charge  ? 

Truly  and  well,  and  wilt  thou  laud  my  zeal  ? 
Marina.  'Tis,  Odowalsky,  well  we  are  alone ; 

Matters  of  weight  have  we  to  canvass,  which 

'Tis  meet  the  prince  know  nothing  of.     May  he 

Pursue  the  voice  divine  that  goads  him  on ! 

If  in  himself  he  have  belief,  the  world 

Will  catch  the  flame,  and  give  him  credence  too. 

He  must  be  kept  in  that  vague,  shadowing  mist, 

Which  is  a  fruitful  mother  of  great  deeds, 

While  we  see  clear,  and  act  in  certainty. 

a  a 
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He  lends  the  name — the  inspiration ;  we 

Must  bear  the  brain,  the  shaping  thought,  for  him ; 

And  when,  by  art  and  craft,  we  have  insured 

The  needful  levies,  let  him  still  dream  on, 

And  think  they  dropt,  to  aid  him,  from  the  clouds. 

Opowalsky. 

Give  thy  commands ;  I  live  but  for  thy  service. 

Think'st  thou  this  Moscovite  or  his  affairs 

Concern  my  thoughts  ?   'Tis  thou,  thou  and  thy  glory 

For  which  I  will  adventure  life  and  all. 

For  me  no  fortune  blossoms ;  friendless,  landless, 

I  dare  not  let  my  hopes  aspire  to  thee. 

Thy  grace  I  may  not  win,  but  1 11  deserve  it. 

To  make  thee  great  be  my  one  only  aim ; 

Then,  though  another  should  possess  thee,  still 

Thou  wilt  be  mine, — being  what  I  have  made  thee. 

Marina.  Therefore  my  whole  heart  do  I  pledge  to  thee ; 
To  thee  I  trust  the  acting  of  my  thoughts. 
The  king  doth  mean  us  false.     I  read  him  through. 
'Twas  a  concerted  farce  with  Sapieha, 
A  juggle,  all !     'Twould  please  him  well,  belike. 
To  see  my  father's  power,  which  he  dreads  deeply, 
Enfeebled  in  this  enterprise — the  league 
Of  the  noblesse,  which  shook  his  heart  with  fear. 
Drawn  off  in  this  campaign  on  foreign  bounds. 
While  he  himself  sits  neutral  in  the  fray. 
He  thinks  to  share  our  fortune,  if  we  win ; 
And  if  we  lose,  he  hopes  with  greater  ease 
To  fix  on  us  the  bondage  of  his  yoke 
We  stand  alone.     The  die  is  cast.     If  he 
Cares  for  himself,  we  shall  be  selfish  too. 

*  :^  *  :}«  JK 

You  lead  the  troops  to  KiofF.     There  let  them  swf;af 
Allegiance  to  the  prince,  and  unto  me  ; — 
Mark  you,  to  me !     'Tis  needful  for  our  ends 

H:  4:  4:  ik  ^ 

Odowalsky. 

Marina.  I  want  your  eye,  and  not  your  arm  aloue. 
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Odowalsky. 

Command  me — speak — 
Marina.  You  lead  the  Czaro\vitsch. 

Keep  your  eye  on  him ;  stir  not  from  his  side, 

Render  me  'count  of  every  step  he  makes. 
Odowalsky. 

Rely  on  me,  ho  '11  never  cast  us  off. 
Marina.  No  man  is  grateful.     Once  his  throne  is  sure, 

He  '11  not  be  slow  to  cast  our  bonds  aside. 

Hi  *  Jf:  ^  ij! 

The  Russian  hates  the  Pole — must  hate  him  ever ; 
No  bond  of  amity  can  link  their  hearts. 
*  *  *  *  * 

Enter  OpalinsivY,  Bielsky,  and  several  Polish  Noblemen. 

Opalinsky. 

Fair  patron,  get  us  gold,  and  we  march  with  you, 

This  lengthened  Diet  has  consumed  our  all. 

Let  us  have  gold,  we  '11  make  thee  Russia's  queen. 
Marina.  The  Bishop  of  Kaminieck  and  Culm 

Lends  money  on  the  pawn  of  land  and  serfs. 

Sell,  barter,  pledge  the  hamlets  of  your  boors, 

Turn  all  to  silver,  horses,  means  of  war ! 

War  is  the  best  of  chapmen.     He  transmutes 

Iron  into  gold.     Whate'er  you  now  may  lose, 

You  '11  find  in  Moscow  twenty-fold  again 
Bielsky. 

Two  hundred  more  wait  in  the  tavern  yonder ; 

If  you  will  show  yourself,  and  drain  a  cup 

With  them,  they  're  yours,  all  yours — I  know  them 
well. 
Marina.  Expect  me !     You  shall  introduce  me  to  them. 
Opalinsky.     *  ^h  :k  :?«  m^ 

'Tis  plain  that  you  were  born  to  be  a  queen. 
Marina.  I  was,  and  therefore  I  must  be  a  queen 
Bielsky. 

Ay,  mount  the  snow-white  steed,  thine  armour  on, 

And  so,  a  second  Vanda,  lead  thy  troops, 

Inspired  by  thee,  to  certain  victory. 
Marina.  My  spirit  leads  you.     War  is  not  for  women. 

The  rendezvous  s  in  KiofF.     Thither  my  father 

A  A  2 
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Will  lead  a  levy  of  three  thousand  horse. 
My  sister's  husband  gives  two  thousand  more, 
And  the  Don  sends  a  Cossack  host  in  aid. 
Do  you  all  swear  you  will  be  true  to  me  ? 
All  .  .  All,  all— we  swear !  {draw  their  swords), 
Vivat  Marina,  Eussise  Eegina ! 

[Marina  tears  her  veil  in  pieces,  and  divides  it 
among  them.     Exeunt  amines  but  Marina. 

Enter  Meischek. 

Marina.  Wherefore  so  sad,  when  fortune  smiles  on  us, 
When  every  step  thrives  to  our  utmost  wish. 
And  all  around  are  arming  in  our  cause  ? 

Meischek. 

Tis  even  because  of  this,  my  child !     All,  all 
Is  staked  upon  the  cast.     Thy  father's  means 
Are  in  these  warlike  preparations  swamp 'd. 
I  have  much  cause  to  ponder  seriously ; 
Fortune  is  false,  uncertain  the  result. 

*  *  *  -3^  4& 

Marina.        ***** 

Meischek. 

Mad,  venturous  girl,  what  hast  thou  brought  me  to? 

What  a  weak  father  have  I  been,  that  I 

Did  not  withstand  thy  importunities  ! 

I  am  the  richest  waywode  of  the  empire, 

The  next  in  honour  to  the  king.     Had  we 

But  been  content  to  be  so,  and  enjoy'd 

Our  stately  fortunes  with  a  tranquil  soul ! 

Thy  hopes  soar'd  higher — not  for  thee  sufficed 

The  moderate  station  which  thy  sisters  won. 

Thou  wouldst  attain  the  loftiest  mark  that  can 

By  mortals  be  achieved,  and  wear  a  crown. 

I,  thy  fond,  foolish  father,  long'd  to  heap 

On  thee,  my  darling  one,  all  glorious  gains. 

So  by  thy  prayers  I  let  myself  be  fool'd, 

And  peril  my  sure  fortunes  on  a  chance. 

Marina. How?    My  dear  father,  dost  thou  rue  thy  goodness? 
Who  with  the  meaner  prize  can  live  content. 
When  o'er  his  head  the  noblest  courts  his  grasp? 
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Meischek. 

Thy  sisters  wear  no  crowns,  yet  they  are  happy. 

*  ^  »f{  ^  IjS 

Marina.  What  happiness  is  that,  to  leave  the  home 
Of  the  Waywode,  my  father,  for  the  house 
Of  some  count  palatine,  a  grateful  bride  ? 
What  do  I  gain  of  new  from  such  a  change  ? 
And  can  I  joy  in  looking  to  the  morrow, 
When  it  brings  naught  but  what  was  stale  to-day? 
Oh,  tasteless  round  of  petty,  worn  pursuits  ! 
Oh,  wearisome  monoiony  of  life ! 
Are  they  a  guerdon  for  high  hopes,  high  aims  ? 
Or  love  or  greatness  I  must  have :  all  else 
Are  unto  me  alike  indifferent. 

Meischek.     ***** 

Marina.  Smooth  off  the  trouble  from  thy  brow,  dear  father! 
Let 's  trust  the  stream  that  bears  us  on  its  breast, 
Think  not  upon  the  sacrifice  thou  makest, 
Think  on  the  prize,  the  goal  that 's  to  be  won — 
When  thou  shalt  see  thy  daughter  robed  in  state, 
In  regal  state,  aloft  on  Moscow's  throne, 
And  thy  son's  sons  the  rulers  of  the  world ! 

Meischek. 

I  think  of  nought,  see  nought,  but  thee,  my  child^ 
Girt  with  the  splendours  of  the  imperial  crown. 
Thou  'rt  bent  to  have  it ;  I  cannot  gainsay  thee. 

Marina.  Yet  one  request,  my  dearest,  best  of  fathers, 
I  pray  you  grant  me ! 

Meischek.  Name  thy  wish,  my  child 

Marina.  Shall  I  remain  shut  up  at  Sambor,  with 

The  fires  of  boundless  longing  in  my  breast  ? 
Beyond  the  Dnieper  will  my  die  be  cast, — 
While  boundless  space  divides  me  from  the  spot ; 
Can  I  endure  it?     Oh,  the  impatient  spirit 
Will  lie  upon  the  rack  of  expectation. 
And  measure  out  this  monstrous  length  of  space 
With  groans  and  anxious  throbbings  of  the  heart. 

Meischek. 

What  dost  thou  wish  ?   What  is  it  thou  wouldst  have? 

Mae  I  na.  Let  me  abide  the  issue  in  Kioff ! 

There  I  can  gather  tidings  at  their  source. 
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There  on  the  frontier  of  both  kingdoms     *       * 
Meischek. 

Thy  spirit 's  over-bold.     Kestrain  it,  child ! 
Maeina.  Yes,  thou  dost  yield, — thou  It  take  mo  with  thee,  then? 
Meischek. 

Thou  rulest  me.     Must  I  not  do  thy  will  ? 
Mabina.  My  own  dear  father,  when  I  am  Moscow's  queen, 

Kioff,  you  know,  must  be  our  boundary. 

Kioff  must  then  be  mine,  and  thou  shalt  rule  it. 
Meischek. 

Thou  dreamest,  girl !     Already  the  great  Moscow 

Is  for  thy  soul  too  narrow ;  thou,  to  grasp 

Domains,  wilt  strip  them  from  thy  native  land. 
Marina.  Kioff  belong'd  not  to  our  native  land. 

There  the  Varegers  ruled  in  days  of  yore. 

I  have  the  ancient  chronicles  by  heart — 

'Twas  from  the  Russian  empire  wrenched  by  force. 

I  will  restore  it  to  its  former  crown. 
Meischek. 

Hush,  hush!      The  Waywode  must  not  hear  such 
talk.  [Trumpet  without 

They  're  breaking  up.  *  *  * 


ACT  IL 

Scene  1, 


A  Greek  Convent  in  a  hledk  district  near  the  Sea  Belozero.  A 
train  of  Nuns,  in  black  robes  and  veils,  passes  over  the  back 
of  the  Stage.  Marfa,  in  a  ivhite  veil,  stands  apart  from 
the  others,  leaning  on  a  tombstone.  Olga  steps  out  from 
the  train,  remains  gazing  at  her  for  a  time,  and  then  ad* 
varices  to  her. 

Olga.     And  does  thy  heart  not  urge  thee  forth  with  us. 
To  taste  reviving  nature's  opening  sweets  ? 
The  glad  sun  comes,  the  long,  long  night  retires. 
The  ice  melts  in  the  streams,  and  soon  the  sledgo 
Will  to  the  boat  give  place  and  summer  swallow. 
The  world  awakes  once  more,  and  the  new  joy 
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Woos  all  to  leave  their  narrow  cloister  cells, 
For  the  bright  air  and  freshening  breath  of  spring. 
And  wilt  thou  only,  sunk  in  lasting  grief, 
Refuse  to  share  the  general  exultation  ? 

Marfa.  On  with  the  rest,  and  leave  me  to  myself! 

Let  those  rejoice  who  still  have  power  to  hope. 
The  time  that  puts  fresh  youth  in  all  the  world 
Brings  nought  to  me ;  to  me  the  past  is  all, 
My  hopes,  my  joys  are  with  the  things  that  were. 

Olga.     Dost  thou  still  mourn  thy  son — still,  still  lament 

The  sovereignty  which  thou  hast  lost  ?     Does  timet 

Which  pours  a  balm  on  every  wounded  heart, 

Lose  all  its  potency  with  thee  alone  ? 

Thou  wert  the  empress  of  this  mighty  realm. 

The  mother  of  a  blooming  son.     He  was 

Snatch'd  from  thee  by  a  dreadful  destiny ; 

Into  this  dreary  convent  wert  thou  thrust, 

Here  on  the  verge  of  habitable  earth. 

Full  sixteen  times  since  that  disastrous  day 

The  face  of  nature  hath  renew'd  its  youth ; 

Still  have  I  seen  no  change  come  over  thine, 

That  look'd  a  grave  amid  a  blooming  world. 

Thou  'rt  like  some  moveless  image,  carved  in  stono 

By  sculptor's  chisel,  that  doth  ever  keep 

The  selfsame  fixed  unalterable  mien. 

Marfa.  Yes,  Time,  fell  Time,  hath  sign'd  and  set  me  up 
As  a  memorial  of  my  dreadful  fate. 
I  will  not  be  at  peace,  will  not  forget. 
That  soul  must  be  of  poor  and  shallow  stamp, 
Which  takes  a  cure  from  time — a  recompense 
For  what  can  never  be  compensated ! 
Nothing  shall  buy  my  sorrow  from  me.     No, 
As  heaven's  vault  still  goes  with  the  wanderer, 
Girds  and  environs  him  with  boundless  grasp. 
Turn  where  he  will,  by  sea  or  land,  so  goes 
My  anguish  with  me,  wheresoe'er  I  turn ; 
It  hems  me  round,  like  an  unbounded  sea ; 
My  ceaseless  tears  have  failed  to  drain  its  depths. 

Oloa.     Oh,  see  !  what  news  can  yonder  boy  have  brought. 
The  sisters  round  him  throng  so  eagerly? 
He  comes  from  distant  shores,  where  homes  abounJ, 
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And  brings  us  tidings  from  the  land  of  men. 

The  sea  is  clear,  the  highways  free  once  more. 

Art  thou  not  curious  to  learn  his  news? 

Though  to  the  world  we  are  as  good  as  dead, 

Yet  of  its  changes  willingly  we  hear, 

And,  safe  upon  the  shore,  with  wonder  mark 

The  roar  and  ferment  of  the  trampling  waves. 

[Nuns  come  down  the  Stage  with  a  Fisher  Boy. 
Xenia — Helena. 

Speak,  speak,  and  tell  us  all  the  news  you  bring. 
Alexia.  Relate  what  s  passing  in  the  world  beyond. 
Fisher  Boy. 

Good  pious  ladies,  give  me  time  to  speak ! 
Xenia.    Is  't  war — or  peace  ? 

Alexia.  Who  's  now  upon  the  throne  ? 

Fisher  Boy. 

A  ship  is  to  Archangel  just  come  in, 

From  the  north  pole,  where  everything  is  ice 
Olga.     How  came  a  vessel  into  that  wild  sea? 
Fisher  Boy. 

It  is  an  English  merchantman,  and  it 

Has  found  a  new  way  out  to  get  to  us. 
Alexia.  What  will  not  man  adventure  for  his  gain? 
Xenia.   And  so  the  world  is  nowhere  to  be  barr'd ! 
Fisher  Boy. 

But  that 's  the  very  smallest  of  the  news. 

'Tis  something  very  different  moves  the  world 
Alexia.  Oh  speak,  and  tell  us ! 

Olga.  Say,  what  has  occurred ! 

Fisher  Boy. 

We  live  to  hear  strange  marvels  now-a-days : 

The  dead  rise  up,  and  come  to  life  again. 
Olga.     Explain  yourself. 
Fisher  Boy.  Prince  Dmitri,  Ivan's  son, 

Whom  we  have  mourn 'd  for  dead  these  sixteen  years, 

Is  now  alive,  and  has  appear'd  in  Poland. 
Olga.     The  Prince  alive  ? 
Marfa  [starting).  My  son  ! 

Olga.  Compose  thyself! 

Calm  down  thy  heart,  till  we  have  learn'd  the  whole 
Alexia.  How  can  this  possibly  be  so,  when  he 
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Was  kill'd,  and  perish'd  in  the  flames  at  Uglitsch  ? 

Fisher  Boy. 

He  managed  somehow  to  escape  the  fire, 
And  found  protection  in  a  monastery. 
There  he  grew  up  in  secrecy,  until 
His  time  was  come  to  publish  who  he  was. 

Olga  {to  Marfa). 

You  tremble,  Princess !    •  You  grow  pale ! 

Marfa.  I  know 

That  it  must  be  delusion,  yet  so  little 
Is  my  heart  steel'd  'gainst  fear  and  hope  e'en  now, 
That  in  my  breast  it  flutters  like  a  bird. 

Olga.     Why  should  it  be  delusion  ?    Mark  his  words ! 

How  could  this  rumour  spread  without  good  cause  ? 

Fisher  Boy. 

Without  good  cause  ?  The  Lithuanians 
And  Poles  are  all  in  arms  upon  his  side. 
The  Czar  himself  quakes  in  his  capital. 

[Marfa  is  compelled,  by  her  emotion,  to  lean  upon 
Olga  and  Alexia. 

Xenia.    Speak  on,  speak,  tell  us  everything  you  know. 

Alexia.  And  tell  us,  too,  of  whom  you  stole  the  news. 

Fisher  Boy. 

I  stole  the  new^s  ?    A  letter  has  gone  forth 
To  every  town  and  province  from  the  Czar. 
This  letter  the  Posadmik  of  our  town 
Eead  to  us  all,  in  open  market-place. 
It  bore,  that  busy  schemers  were  abroad. 
And  that  we  should  not  lend  their  tales  belief. 
But  this  made  us  believe  them ;  for,  had  they 
Been  false,  the  Czar  would  have  despised  the  lie. 

Marfa.  Is  this  the  calm  I  thought  I  had  achieved  ? 

And  clings  my  heart  so  close  to  temporal  things, 
That  a  mere  word  can  shake  my  inward  soul  ? 
For  sixteen  years  have  I  bewail'd  my  son. 
And  yet  at  once  believe  that  still  he  lives. 

Olga,     Sixteen  long  years  thou  'st  mourn 'd  for  him  as  dead, 
And  yet  his  ashes  thou  hast  never  seen ! 
Nought  countervails  the  truth  of  the  report. 
Nay,  does  not  Providence  watch  o'er  the  fate 
Of  kings  and  monarchies  ?    Then  welcome  hope ! 
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More  things  befal  than  thou  canst  comprehend 
Who  can  set  limits  to  the  Almighty's  power  ? 
Marfa.  Shall  I  turn  back  to  look  again  on  life, 

To  which  long  since  I  spoke  a  sad  farewell  ? 

5lc  jjc  :ic  *  * 

It  was  not  with  the  dead  my  hopes  abode. 

Oh,  say  no  more  of  this.     Let  not  my  heart 

Hang  on  this  phantom  hope  !     Let  me  not  lose 

My  darling  son  a  second  time  !     Alas, 

My  peace  of  mind  is  gone, — my  dream  of  peace ! 

I  cannot  trust  these  tidings, — ^yet,  alas, 

I  can  no  longer  dash  them  from  my  soul ! 

Woe 's  me,  I  never  lost  my  son  till  now. 

Oh,  now  I  can  no  longer  tell,  if  I 

Shall  seek  him  'mongst  the  living  or  the  dead, 

Toss'd  on  the  rock  of  never  ending  doubt, 

[A  bell  sounds, — the  sister  Porteress  enters 

Olga.     Why  has  the  bell  been  sounded,  sister,  say  ? 

Porteress. 

The  Lord  Archbishop  waits  without ;  he  brings 
A   message    from    the    Czar,    and    craves    an   au- 
dience. 

Olga.     Does  the  archbishop  stand  without  our  gates  ? 

What  strange  occurrence  can  have  brought  him  here? 

Xenia.    Gome  all,  and  give  him  greeting  as  befits. 

[They  advance  towards  the  gate,  as  the  Archbishop 
enters ;  they  all  kneel  before  him,  and  he  makes 
the  sign  of  the  Greek  cross  over  them. 

loB.        The  kiss  of  peace  I  bring  you  in  the  name 
Of  Father,  Son,  and  of  the  Holy  Ghost, 
Proceeding  from  the  Father ! 

Olga.  Sir,  we  kiss 

In  humblest  reverence  thy  paternal  hand ! 
*  *  *         Command  thy  daughters ! 

loB.        My  mission  is  addressed  to  sister  Marfa. 

Olga.     See,  here  she  stands,  and  waits  to  know  thy  will. 

[All  the  Nuns  withdraw 

loB.        It  is  the  mighty  prince  who  sends  me  here ; 
Upon  his  distant  throne  he  thinks  of  thee ; 
For  as  the  sun,  with  his  great  eye  of  flame, 
Sheds  light  and  plenty  all  abroad  the  world, 
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Marfa. 

lOB. 


Marfa 

lOR. 


So  sweeps  the  sovereign  s  eye  on  every  side ; 
Even  to  the  farthest  limits  of  his  realm 
His  care  is  wakeful  and  his  glance  is  keen, 
How  far  his  arm  can  strike  I  know  too  welL 
He  knows  the  lofty  spirit,  fills  thy  soul, 
And  therefore  feels  indignantly  the  wrong, 
A  hold-faced  villain  dares  to  offer  thee. 


Learn  then,  in  Poland,  an  audacious  churl, 

A  renegade,  who  broke  his  monkish  vows, 

Laid  down  his  habit,  and  renounced  his  God, 

Doth  use  the  name  and  title  of  thy  son, 

Whom  death  snatch 'd  from  thee  in  his  infancy. 

The  shameless  varlet  boasts  him  of  thy  blood, 

And  doth  affect  to  be  Czar  Ivan's  son ; 

A  Waywode  breaks  the  peace, — from  Poland  leads 

This  spurious  monarch,  whom  himself  created. 

Across  our  frontiers  with  an  armed  power  : 

So  he  beguiles  the  Kussians'  faithful  hearts. 

And  lures  them  on  to  treason  and  revolt. 

*  *  ♦  ♦  The  Czar, 

With  pure  paternal  feeling,  sends  me  to  thee. 

— ^Thou  hold'st  the  manes  of  thy  son  in  honour ; 

Nor  wilt  permit  a  bold  adventurer 

To  steal  his  name  and  title  from  the  tomb, 

And  with  audacious  hand  usurp  his  rights. 

Thou  wilt  proclaim  aloud  to  all  the  world, 

That  thou  dost  own  him  for  no  son  of  thine. 

Thou  wilt  not  nurse  a  bastard's  alien  blood 

Upon  thy  heart,  that  beats  so  nobly — never ! 

Thou  wilt, — and  this  the  Czar  expects  from  thee,  — 

Give  the  vile  counterfeit  the  lie,  with  all 

The  righteous  indignation  it  deserves. 

Marfa  {who  has  during  the  last  speech  subdued  the  most  via 
lent  emotion). 
What  do  I  hear,  Archbishop  ?     Can  it  be  ? 
Oh  tell  me,  by  what  signs  and  marks  of  proof 
This  bold-faced  trickster  doth  uphold  himself 
As  Ivan's  son,  whom  we  bewail'd  as  dead? 

lOB.        By  some  faint  shadowy  likeness  to  the  Czar, 
By  documents  which  chance  threw  in  his  way, 
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And  by  a  precious  trinket,  which  he  shows, 
He  cheats  the  credulous  and  wondering  mob. 

Marfa.  What  is  the  trinket?     Oh,  pray,  tell  me  what? 

loB.        A  golden  cross,  gemm'd  with  nine  emeralds, 
Which  Ivan  Westislowsky,  so  he  says. 
Hung  round  his  neck  at  the  baptismal  font. 

Marfa.  What  do  you  say  ? — He  shows  this  trinket,  this  ? 

[With  forced  comjoosme. 
And  how  does  he  allege  he  came  by  it  ? 

ToB.        A  faithful  servant  and  Diak,  he  savs, 

Preserved  him  from  the  assassins  and  the  flames, 
And  bore  him  to  Smolenskow  privily. 

Marfa.  But  where  was  he  brought  up —where,  gives  he  forth 
Was  he  conceal'd  and  foster'd  until  now  ? 

loB.        In  Tschudow's  monastery  he  was  rear'd. 

Unknowing  who  he  was ;  from  thence  he  fled 
To  Lithuania  and  Poland,  where 
He  served  the  Prince  of  Sendomir,  until 
An  accident  reveal'd  his  origin. 

Marfa.  With  such  a  tale  as  this  can  he  find  friends, 
To  peril  life  and  fortune  in  his  cause  ? 

loB.        Oh,  madam,  false,  false-hearted  is  the  Pole, 
And  enviously  he  eyes  our  country's  wealth. 
He  welcomes  every  pretext  that  may  serve 
To  light  the  flames  of  war  within  our  bounds ! 

Marfa.  And  were  there  credulous  spirits  even  in  Moscow, 
Could  by  this  juggle  be  so  lightly  stirr'd  ? 

loB.        Oh,  fickle,  princess,  is  the  people's  heart  I 
They  doat  on  alteration,  and  expect 
To  reap  advantage  from  a  change  of  rulers. 
The  bold  assurance  of  the  falsehood  charms; 
The  marvellous  finds  favour  and  belief. 
Therefore  the  Czar  is  anxious  thou  shouldst  quell 
This  mad  delusion,  as  thou  only  canst. 
A  word  from  thee  annihilates  the  traitor 
That  falsely  claims  the  title  of  thy  son. 
It  joys  me  thus  to  see  thee  moved.     I  see. 
The  audacious  juggle  rouses  all  thy  pride. 
And  with  a  noble  anger  paints  thy  cheek. 

Marfa    And  where — where,  tell  me,  does  he  tarry  now, 
Who  dares  usurp  the  title  of  my  son  ? 
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loB.        E'en  now  he  *s  moving  on  to  Tscherinsko ; 

His  camp  at  Kioff  has  broke  up,  'tis  rumoured ; 
And,  with  a  force  of  mounted  Polish  troops 
And  Don  Cossacks,  he  comes  to  push  his  claims. 

Maefa.  Oh,  God  Almighty,  thanks,  thanks,  thanks,  that  thoa 
Has  sent  me  rescue  and  revenge  at  last ! 

loB.        How,  Marfa,  how  am  I  to  construe  this  ? 

Marfa.  Oh,  heavenly  powers,  conduct  him  safely  here ! 
Hover,  oh  all  ye  angels,  round  his  banners ! 

loB.         Can  it  be  so  ?     The  traitor,  canst  thou  trust 

Marfa.  He  is  my  son.     Yes !  by  these  signs  alone 
I  recognise  him.     By  thy  Czar's  alarm 
I  recognise  him.     Yes  ! — He  lives  ! — He  comes ! 
Down,  tyrant,  from  thy  throne,  and  shake  with  feat ! 
There  still  doth  live  a  shoot  from  Rurik's  stem ;  I 

The  genuine  Czar — the  rightful  heir  draws  nigh, 
He  comes  to  claim  a  reckoning  for  his  own.  i 

loB.        Dost  thou  bethink  thee  what  thou  say'st  ?    'Tis  mad  I 

ness ! 

Marfa.  At  length — at  length  has  dawn'd  the  day  of  ven- 
geance,—  I 
Of  restoration.     Innocence  is  dragg'd 
To  light  by  Heav'n  from  the  grave's  midnight  gloom. 
The  haughty  Godunow,  my  deadly  foe, 
Must  crouch  and  sue  for  mercy  at  my  feet ; 
Oh,  now  my  burning  wishes  are  fulfiU'd  ! 

loE.        Can  hate  and  rancourous  malice  blind  you  so  ? 

Marfa.  Can  terror  blind  your  monarch  so,  that  ha  j 

Should  hope  deliverance  from  me — from  me —  i 

Whom  he  hath  done  immeasurable  wrong  ?  i. 

*  *  *  '^  *      ^  %         •  1,1 

I  shall,  forsooth,  deny  the  son  whom  Heav'n  -i 

Restores  me  by  a  miracle  from  the  grave. 

And  to  please  him,  the  butcher  of  my  house. 

Who  piled  upon  me  woes  unspeakable  ? 

Yes,  thrust  from  me  the  succour  God  has  sent 

In  the  sad  evening  of  my  heavy  anguish  ? 
Job.  Hi  :J<  *  5iJ  * 

Marfa.  No,  thou  escap'st  me  not.     No  !  thou  shalt  hear  ma 

I  have  thee  fast,  I  will  not  let  thee  free. 

Oh,  I  can  ease  my  bosom's  load  at  last ! 
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At  last  launch  forth  against  mine  enemy 
The  long-pent  anger  of  my  inmost  soul ! 
*  Hi  i!«  Who  was  it,  who, 

That  shut  me  up  within  this  living  tomb, 
In  all  the  strength  and  freshness  of  my  youth, 
With  all  its  feelings  glowing  in  my  breast? 
'  Who  from  my  bosom  rent  my  darling  son, 
And  chartered  ruffian  hands  to  take  his  life  ? 
Oh,  words  can  never  tell  what  I  have  suffered, 
When,  with  a  yearning  that  would  not  be  still, 
I  watch'd  throughout  the  long,  long  starry  nights. 
And  noted  with  my  tears  the  hours  elapse  ! 
The  day  of  succour  comes,  and  of  revenge ; 
I  see  the  mighty  glorying  in  his  might. 

loB.        You  think  the  Czar  would  dread  you — you  mistake. 

Marfa.  He  's  in  my  power — one  little  word  from  me, 
One  only,  sets  the  seal  upon  his  fate ! 
It  was  for  this  thy  master  sent  thee  here  ! 
The  eyes  of  Russia  and  of  Poland  now 
Are  closely  bent  upon  me.     If  I  own 
The  Czarowitsch  as  Ivan's  son  and  mine, 
Then  all  will  do  him  homage  ;  his  the  throne. 
If  I  disown  him,  then  he  is  undone ; 
For  who  will  credit,  that  his  rightful  mother, 
A  mother  wrong'd,  so  foull}^  wrong'd  as  I, 
Could  from  her  heart  repulse  its  darling  child, 
To  league  with  the  despoilers  of  her  house  ? 
I  need  but  speak  one  word,  and  all  the  world 
Deserts  him  as  a  traitor.     Is  't  not  so  ? 
This  word  you  wish  from  me. — That  mighty  service, 
Confess,  I  can  perform  for  Godunow  ! 

Job.        Thou  wouldst  perform  it  for  thy  country,  and 
Avert  the  dread  calamities  of  war, 
Shouldst  thou  do  homage  to  the  truth.     Thyself, 
Ay,  thou  hast  ne'er  a  doubt  thy  son  is  dead ; 
And  couldst  thou  testify  against  thy  conscience  ? 

Marfa.  These  sixteen  years  I  've  moum'd  his  death ;  but  yet 
I  ne'er  have  seen  his  ashes.     I  believed 
His  death,  there  trusting  to  the  general  voice 
And  my  sad  heart — I  now  beUeve  he  lives, 
Trusting  the  general  voice  and  my  strong  hopo. 
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'Twere  impious,  with  audacious  doubts,  to  seek 

To  set  a  bound  to  the  Almighty's  will ; 

And  even  were  he  not  my  heart's  dear  son, 

Yet  should  he  be  the  son  of  my  revenge. 

In  my  child's  room  I  take  him  to  my  breast, 

Whom  Heav'n  has  sent  me  to  avenge  my  wrcnga 

Unhappy  one,  dost  thou  defy  the  strong  ? 

From  his  far-reaching  arm  thou  art  not  safe, 

Even  in  the  convent's  distant  solitude. 

Kill  me  he  may,  and  stifle  in  the  grave. 

Or  dungeon's  gloom,  my  woman's  voice,  that  it 

Shall  not  reverberate  throughout  the  world. 

This  he  may  do  ;  but  force  me  to  speak  aught 

Against  my  will,  that  can  he  not ;  though  back'd 

By  all  thy  craft — no,  he  has  miss'd  his  aim  I 

Is  this  thy  final  purpose  ?     Ponder  well ! 

Hast  thou  no  gentler  message  for  the  Czar? 

Tell  him,  to  hope  for  Heaven,  if  so  he  dare, 

And  for  his  people's  love,  if  so  he  can. 

Enough !  thou  'rt  bent  on  thy  destruction. 

Thou  lean'st  upon  a  reed,  will  break  beneath  thee ; 

One  common  ruin  will  o'erwhelm  ye  both.  [Exit 

It  is  my  son,  I  cannot  doubt  'tis  he. 

E'en  the  wild  hordes  of  the  uncultured  wastes 

Take  arms  upon  his  side  ;  the  haughty  Pole, 

The  Palatine,  doth  stake  his  noble  daughter 

On  the  pure  gold  of  his  most  righteous  cause, 

And  I  alone  reject  him, — I,  his  mother? 

I,  only  I,  shook  not  beneath  the  storm 

Of  joy,  that  lifts  all  hearts  with  dizzying  whirl. 

And  scatters  turmoil  widely  o'er  the  earth. 

He  is  my  son—  I  must,  will  trust  in  him, 

And  grasp  with  living  confidence  the  hand, 

Which  heaven  hath  sent  for  my  deliverance. 

'Tis  he,  he  comes  with  his  embattled  hosts. 
To  set  me  free,  and  to  avenge  my  shame ! 
Hark  to  his  drums,  his  martial  trumpets'  clang! 
Ye  nations,  come — come  from  the  east  and  south. 
Forth  from  your  steppes,  your  immemorial  woods  I 
Of  every  tongue,  of  every  raiment  come ! 
Bridle  the  steed,  the  reindeer,  and  the  camel  t 
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Sweep  hither,  countless  as  the  ocean  waves, 

And  throng  around  the  banners  of  your  king ! 

Oh,  wherefore  am  I  mew'd  and  fetter'd  here, 

A  prison'd  soul  with  longings  infinite  ! 

Thou  deathless  sun,  that  circlest  earth's  huge  ball. 

Be  thou  the  messenger  of  my  desires ! 

Thou  all-pervading  chainless  breeze,  that  sweep  st 

With  lightning  speed  to  earth's  remotest  bound. 

Oh,  bear  to  him  the  yearnings  of  my  heart. 

My  pray'rs  are  all  I  have  to  give ;  but  these 

I  pour  all  glowing  from  my  inmost  soul, 

And  send  them  up  to  heav'n  on  wings  of  flame, 

Like  armed  hosts,  I  send  them  forth  to  hail  him ! 

Scene  II. — A  height  crowned  with  trees, 

A  wide  and  smiling  landscape  occupies  the  hack  ground,  which 
is  traversed  by  a  beautiful  river,  and  enlivened  by  the  bud- 
ding green  of  spring.  At  various  points  the  towers  of  se* 
veral  towns  are  visible.  Drums  and  martial  music  without. 
Enter  Odowalsky,  and  other  officers ;  and  immediately  af 
terwards  Demetrius. 

Odowalsky. 

Go,  lead  the  army  downward  by  the  wood, 
Whilst  we  look  round  us  here  upon  the  height. 

[Exeunt  some  of  the  Officers^ 

Enter  Demetrius. 

Demetrius  [starting  back). 

Ha  !  what  a  prospect ! 
Odowalsky. 

Sire,  thou  see'st  thy  kingdom 

Spread  out  before  thee.     That  is  Russian  land. 
Eazin.    Why  e'en  this  pillar  here  bears  Moscow's  arms ; 

Here  terminates  the  empire  of  the  Poles. 
Demetrius 

Is  that  the  Dnieper,  rolls  its  quiet  stream 

Along  these  meadows  ? 
Odowalsky. 

That,  site,  is  the  Desna ; 

See,  yonder  rise  the  towers  of  Tschernizow ! 
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Razin.    Yon  gleam  you  see  upon  the  far  horizon, 

Is  from  the  roofs  of  Sewerisch  Novogrod. 
Demetrius. 

What  a  rich  prospect !     What  fair  meadow  lands  I 
Odowalsky. 

The  spring  has  deck'd  them  with  her  trim  array : 

A  teeming  harvest  clothes  the  fruitful  soil. 
Demetrius. 

The  view  is  lost  in  limitless  expanse. 
Razin.    Yet  is  this  but  a  small  beginning,  sire, 

Of  Russia's  mighty  empire.     For  it  spreads 

Towards  the  east  to  confines  unexplored, 

And  on  the  north  has  ne'er  a  boundarv, 

Save  the  productive  energy  of  earth. 

•1a  ».*>•  *iA  •3>  «4^ 

^  -^>  7j>  *-!'»  ^ 

Razin.  Behold,  our  Czar  is  quite  absorb 'd  in  thought. 

Demetrius. 

On  these  fair  meads  dwells  peace,  unbroken  pe»;x>3j 
And  with  war's  terrible  array  I  come. 
To  scatter  havoc,  like  a  listed  foe ! 

Odowalsky. 

Hereafter  'twill  be  time  to  think  of  that. 

Demetrius. 

Thou  feelest  as  a  Pole,  I  am  Moscow's  son.  j 

It  is  the  land  to  which  I  owe  my  life ;  i 

Forgive  me,  thou  dear  soil,  land  of  my  home,  i| 

Thou  sacred  boundary-pillar,  which  I  clasp,  I 

Whereon  my  sire  his  broad-spread  eagle  graved,  I 

That  I,  thy  son,  with  foreign  foemen's  arms,  "^    i 

Invade  the  tranquil  temple  of  thy  peace.  Ij 

'Tis  to  reclaim  my  heritage  I  come,  •; 

And  the  proud  name  that  has  been  stolen  from  me 
Here  the  Varegers,  my  forefathers,  ruled, 
In  lengthen'd  line,  for  thirty  generations ; 
I  am  the  last  of  all  their  lineage,  snatch'd 

From  murder  by  God's  special  providence. 

♦  *  *  *  * 
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Scene  III. 

A  Russian  Village,  An  open  square  before  a  church.  The 
tocsin  is  heard.  Gleb,  Ilia,  and  Timoska  rush  in,  armed 
with  hatchets. 

Gleb  (^entering  from  a  house). 
Why  are  they  running? 

Ilia  (entering  from  another  house). 

Who  has  toird  the  bell? 

Timoska. 

Neighbours,  come  forth!     Come  all,  to  council  come! 
[Enter  Oleg  and  Izor,  with  many  other  Peasants, 
Women,  and  Children,  who  carry  bundles. 

Gleb.     Whence  come  ye  hither  with  your  wives  and  children? 

Igor.      Fly,  fly !     The  Pole  has  fallen  upon  the  land 
At  Maromesk,  and  slaughters  all  he  finds. 

Oleg.     Fly  into  the  interior  —to  strong  towns  ! 

We  Ve  fired  our  cottages,  there  's  not  a  soul 
Left  in  the  village,  and  we  're  making  now 
Up  country  for  the  army  of  the  Czar. 

Timoska. 

Here  comes  another  troop  of  fugitives. 

[IwANSKA  and  Petruschka,  with  armed  Peasantry^ 
enter  on  'ciifferent  sides. 

IwANSKA.Long  live  the  Czar  !     The  mighty  Prince  Dmitri ! 

Gleb.     How  !     Wliat  is  this ! 

Ilia.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Timoska.  Who  are  you  ? 

Petruschka. 

Join  all,  who  're  loyal  to  our  princely  line ! 

Timoska. 

What  means  all  this  ?     There  a  whole  village  flies 
Up  country,  to  escape  the  Poles,  while  you 
Make  for  the  very  point  whence  these  have  fled. 
To  join  the  standard  of  the  country's  foe ! 

Petruschka. 

What  foe  ?    It  is  no  foe  that  comes ;  it  is 
The  people's  friend,  the  emperor's  rightful  heir. 
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The  PosADMiK  (the  village  judge)  enters,  to  read  a  mani 
festo  by  Demetrius.  Vacillation  of  the  inhabitants  of  the 
village  between  the  two  parties  The  peasant  women  are 
the  first  to  be  won  over  to  Demetrius,  and  turn  the  scale. 


Camp  of  Demetrius.  He  is  worsted  in  the  first  action, 
but  the  army  of  the  Czar  Boris  conquers  in  a  manner  against 
its  will,  and  does  not  follow  up  its  advantages.  Demetrius,  in 
despair,  is  about  to  destroy  himself,  and  is  with  difficulty  pre- 
vented from  doing  so  by  Korela  and  Odowalsky.  Overbearing 
demeanour  of  the  Cossacks,  even  to  Demetrius. 


Camp  of  the  army  of  the  Czar  Boris.  He  is  absent  himself, 
and  this  injures  his  cause,  as  he  is  feared,  but  not  loved.  His 
army  is  strong,  but  not  to  be  relied  on.  The  leaders  are  not 
unanimous,  and  partly  incline  to  the  side  of  Demetrius,  from 
a  variety  of  motives.  One  of  their  number,  Soltikow,  de- 
clares for  him  from  conviction.  His  adherence  is  attended 
with  the  most  important  results ;  a  large  portion  of  the  army 
deserts  to  Demetrius. 


Boris  in  Moscow.  He  still  maintains  his  position  as  ab- 
solute ruler,  and  has  faithful  servants  around  him;  but  al- 
ready he  is  discomposed  by  evil  tidings.  He  is  withheld  from 
joining  the  army  by  apprehension  of  a  rebellion  in  Moscow. 
He  is  also  ashamed,  as  Czar,  to  enter  the  field  in  person  against 
a  traitor.     Scene  between  him  and  the  Archbishop. 


Bad  news  pours  in  from  all  sides,  and  Boris's  danger  grows 
momently  more  imminent.  He  hears  of  the  revolt  of  the 
peasantry  and  the  provincial  towns — of  the  inactivity  and  mu- 
tiny of  the  army — of  the  commotions  in  Moscow — of  the  ad- 
vance of  Demetrius.  Romano w,  whom  he  has  deeply  wronged, 
arrives  in  Moscow.  This  gives  rise  to  new  apprehensions. 
Now  come  the  tidings  that  the  Boiars  are  flying  to  the  camp  of 
Demetrius,  and  that  the  whole  army  has  gone  over  to  him. 
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BoKis  and  Axinia.  The  Czar  appears  in  a  touching  aspect 
as  father,  and  in  the  dialogue  with  his  daughter  unfolds  his 
inmost  nature. 


BoKis  has  made  his  way  to  the  throne  by  crime,  but  under- 
taken and  fulfilled  all  the  duties  of  a  monarch ;  to  the  country 
he  is  a  valuable  prince,  and  a  true  father  of  his  people.  It  is 
only  in  his  personal  dealings  with  individuals  that  he  is  cun- 
ning, revengeful,  and  cruel.  His  spirit,  as  well  as  his  rank, 
elevates  him  above  all  that  surround  him.  The  long  posses- 
sion of  supreme  power,  the  habit  of  ruling  over  men,  and  the 
despotic  form  of  government,  have  so  nursed  his  pride,  that 
it  is  impossible  for  him  to  outlive  his  greatness.  He  sees 
clearly  what  awaits  him;  but  still  he  is  Czar,  and  not  de- 
graded, though  he  resolves  to  die. 


He  believes  in  fore  warnings,  and  in  his  present  mood  things 
appear  to  him  of  significance,  which,  on  other  occasions,  he 
had  despised.  A  particular  circumstance,  in  which  he  seems 
to  hear  the  voice  of  destiny,  decides  him. 


Shortly  before  his  death  his  nature  changes;  he  grows 
milder,  even  towards  the  messengers  of  evil,  and  is  ashamed 
of  the  bursts  of  rage  with  which  he  had  received  them  before. 
He  permits  the  worst  to  be  told  to  him,  and  even  rewards 
the  narrator. 


So  soon  as  he  learns  the  misfortune  that  seals  his  fate,  he 
leaves  the  stage  without  further  explanation  with  composure 
and  resignation.  §,hortly  afterwards  he  returns  in  the  habit 
of  a  monk,  and  retncrves  his  daughter  from  the  sight  of  his 
last  moments.  She  is  to  seek  protection  from  insult  in  a 
cloister;  his  son,  Feodor,  as  a  child,  will  perhaps  have  less 
to  fear.  He  takes  poison,  and  enters  a  retired  chamber  ro 
die  in  peace. 

General  confusion  at  the  tidings  of  the  Czar*s  death.  Tho 
Boiars  form  an  Imperial  Council,  and  rule  in  the  Kremlin 
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Romaiiow  (afterwards  Czar,  snA  founder  of  the  now  ruling 
house)  enters  at  the  head  of  an  armed  force,  swears,  on  the 
bosom  of  the  Czar,  an  oath  of  allegiance  to  his  son  Feodor, 
and  compels  the  Boiars  to  follow  his  example  Eevenge  and 
ambition  are  far  from  his  soul ;  he  pursues  only  justice.  Ho 
loves  Axinia  without  hope,  and  is,  without  knowing  it,  be- 
loved by  her  in  return. 

KoMANow  hastens  to  the  army,  to  secure  it  for  the  young 
Czar.  Insurrection  in  Moscow,  brought  about  by  the  adherents 
of  Demetrius.  The  people  drag  the  Boiars  from  their  houses, 
make  themselves  masters  of  Feodor  and  Axinia — put  them 
in  prison,  and  send  delegates  to  Demetrius. 


Demetrius  in  Tula,  at  the  pinnacle  of  success.  The  army 
is  his  own  ;  the  keys  of  numerous  towns  are  brought  to  him. 
Moscow  alone  appears  to  offer  resistance.  He  is  mild  and 
amiable,  testifies  a  noble  emotion  at  the  intelligence  of  the 
death  of  Boris;  pardons  a  detected  conspiracy  against  his 
life ;  despises  the  servile  adulations  of  the  Russians,  and  is 
for  sending  them  away.  The  Poles,  on  the  other  hand,  by 
whom  he  is  surrounded,  are  rude  and  violent,  and  treat  the 
Russians  with  contempt.  Demetrius  longs  for  a  meeting  with 
his  mother,  and  sends  a  messenger  to  Marina. 


Among  the  multitude  of  Russians  who  throng  around  De- 
metrius, in  Tula,  appears  a  man,  whom  he  at  once  recognises; 
he  is  greatly  delighted  to  see  him.  He  bids  all  the  rest  with- 
draw, and  so  soon  as  he  is  alone  with  this  man,  he  thanks 
him,  with  full  heart,  as  his  preserver  and  benefoctor.  This 
person  hints,  that  Demetrius  is  under  especial  obligations  to 
him,  and  to  a  greater  extent  than  he  is  himself  aware.  De 
metrius  urges  him  to  explain,  and  the  assassin  of  the  genuine 
Demetrius  thereupon  discloses  the  real  facts  of  the  case.  Foi: 
this  murder  he  had  received  no  recompense,  but,  on  the  con- 
trary, had  nothing  but  death  to  anticipate  from  Boris.  Thirst- 
ing for  revenge,  he  stumbled  upon  a  boy,  whose  resemblance 
to  the  Czar  Ivan  struck  him !  This  circumstance  must  bo 
turned  to  account.     He  seized  the  boy,  fled  with  him  from 
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Uglitscli,  brought  him  to  a  monk,  whom  h3  succeeded  in 
gaining  over  for  his  ends,  and  delivered  to  him  the  trinket 
which  he  had  himself  taken  from  the  murdered  Demetrius. 
By  means  of  this  boy,  whom  he  had  never  lost  sight  of,  and 
whose  steps  he  had  attended  upon  all  occasions,  without  being 
observed,  he  is  now  revenged.  His  tool,  the  false  Deme- 
trius, rules  over  Russia  in  Boris's  room. 


During  this  narration  a  mighty  change  comes  over  De- 
metrius. His  silence  is  awful.  In  the  moment  of  the 
highest  rage  and  despair,  the  assassin  drives  him  to  the 
extreme  of  endurance,  when  with  a  defying  and  insolent  air 
he  demands  his  reward.     Demetrius  strikes  him  to  the  earth. 


Soliloquy  of  Demetrius.  Internal  conflict ;  but  the  feeling 
of  the  necessity  for  maintaining  his  position  as  Czar  is  tri- 
umphant. 


The  delegates  from  Moscow  arrive,  and  submit  themselves 
to  Demetrius.  They  are  received  gloomily,  and  with  a  menac- 
ing demeanour.  Among  them  is  the  Patriarch.  Demetrius 
deposes  him  from  his  dignity,  and  soon  afterwards  sentences 
to  death  a  Russian  of  rank,  who  had  questioned  the  authen 
ticity  of  his  birth. 

Marfa  and  Olga  await  Demetrius  under  a  magnificent 
tent.  Marfa  speaks  of  the  approaching  interview  with  more 
doubt  and  fear  than  hope,  and  trembles  as  the  moment  draws 
near  which  should  assure  her  highest  happiness.  Olga  speaks 
to  her,  herself  without  faith.  During  the  long  journey  they 
have  both  had  time  to  recal  the  whole  circumstances;  the 
first  exultation  had  given  place  to  reflection.  The  gloomy 
silence  and  the  repulsive  glances  of  the  guards,  who  surround 
the  tent,  serve  still  further  to  augment  their  despondency. 


The  trumpets  sound.  Marfa  is  irresolute  whether  she  shall 
advance  to  meet  Demetrius.  Now  he  stands  before  her,  alone. 
The  little  that  was  left  of  hope  in  her  heart  altogether  vanishes 
on  seeing  him.     An  unknown  something  steps  between  them 
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—Nature  does  not  speak — they  are  separated  for  ever.  The 
first  impulse  is  an  endeavour  to  approach ;  Marfa  is  the  first 
to  make  a  movement  to  recede.  Demetrius  observes  it,  and 
remains  for  a  moment  paralyzed.     Significant  silence. 

Demetrius.  Does  thy  heart  say  nothing  ?  Dost  thou  not 
recognise  thy  blood  in  me  ? 

Marfa  [is  silent). 

Demetrius.  The  voice  of  nature  is  holy  and  free ;  I  will 
neither  constrain  nor  belie  it.  Had  thy  heart  spoken  at  the 
first  glance,  then  had  mine  answered  it;  thou  shouldst  have 
found  a  pious  loving  son  in  me.  The  claim  of  duty  would 
have  concurred  with  inclination  and  heartfelt  affection.  But  if 
thou  dost  not  feel  as  a  mother  for  me,  then,  think  as  a  princess, 
command  thyself  as  a  queen!  Fate  unexpectedly  gave  me 
to  thee  as  a  son;  accept  me  as  a  gift  of  heaven.  Though 
even  I  were  not  thy  son,  which  I  now  appear  to  be,  still  I 
rob  thy  son  of  nothing.  I  stripped  it  frOhi  thy  foe.  Thee 
and  thy  blood  have  I  avenged ;  I  have  delivered  thee  from 
the  grave  in  which  thou  wert  entombed  alive,  and  led  thee 
back  into  the  royal  seat.  That  thy  destiny  is  linked  with 
mine,  thou  know'st.  With  me  thou  standest,  and  with  me 
must  fall.  All  the  people's  eyes  are  upon  us.  I  hate  de- 
ception, and  what  I  do  not  feel  I  may  not  show;  but  I  do 
really  feel  a  reverence  for  thee,  and  this  feeling,  which  bends 
my  knee  before  thee,  comes  from  my  heart. 

[Dumb  show  of  Marfa,  to  indicate  her  internal  emotion 

Demetrius.  Make  thy  resolve  !  Let  that  which  nature  will 
not  prompt  be  the  free  act  of  thy  will !  I  ask  no  hypocrisy — 
no  falsehood,  from  thee ;  I  ask  genuine  feelings.  Do  not  seem 
to  be  my  mother,  but  be  so.  Throw  the  past  from  thee — 
grasp  the  present  with  thy  whole  heart !  If  I  am  not  thy 
son,  yet  I  am  the  Czar — I  have  power  and  success  upon  my 
side.  He  who  lies  in  his  grave  is  dust ;  he  has  no  heart  to 
love  thee,  no  eye  to  smile  upon  thee.     Turn  to  the  living. 

[Marfa  hursts  into  tears. 

Demetrius.  Oh,  these  golden  drops  are  welcome  to  me. 
Let  them  flow !     Show  thyself  thus  to  the  people  ! 

[At  a  signal  from  Demetrius  the  tent  is  thrown  open, 
and  the  assembled  Russians  become  spectators  of  tlm 
scen^. 
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Entrance  of  Demetrius  into  Moscow.  Great  splendour, 
but  of  a  military  kind.  Poles  and  Cossacks  compose  the  pre- 
cession. Gloom  and  terror  mingle  with  the  demonstrations 
of  joy.     Distrust  and  misfortune  surround  the  whole. 


Eomanow,  who  came  to  the  army  too  late,  has  returned  to 
Moscow  to  protect  Feodor  and  Axinia.  It  is  all  in  vain ;  he 
is  himself  thrown  into  prison.  Axinia  flies  to  Marfa,  and  at 
her  feet  implores  protection  against  the  Poles.  Here  De- 
metrius sees  her  and  a  violent  and  irresistible  passion  is 
kindled  in  his  breast.     Axinia  detests  him. 


Demeteius  as  Czar.  A  fearful  element  sustains  him,  but 
he  does  not  control  it ;  he  is  urged  on  by  the  force  of  strange 
passions.  His  inward  consciousness  betokens  a  general  dis- 
trust ;  he  has  no  friend  on  whom  he  can  rely.  Poles  and  Cos- 
sacks, by  their  insolent  licentiousness,  injure  him  in  the  popular 
opinion.  Even  that  which  is  creditable  to  him — his  popu- 
lar manners,  simplicity,  and  contempt  of  stiff  ceremonial,  oc- 
casions dissatisfaction.  Occasionally  he  offends,  through  in- 
advertency, the  usages  of  the  country.  He  persecutes  the 
monks,  because  he  suffered  severely  under  them.  Moreover, 
he  is  not  exempt  from  despotic  caprices  in  the  moments  of 
offended  pride.  Odowalsky  knows  how  to  make  himself  at 
all  times  indispensable  to  him,  removes  the  Russians  to  a 
distance,  and  maintains  his  overruling  influence. 


Demetrius  meditates  inconstancy  to  Marina.  He  confers 
upon  the  point  with  the  Archbishop  lob,  who,  in  order  to 
get  rid  of  the  Poles,  falls  in  with  his  desire,  and  puts  before 
him  an  exalted  picture  of  the  imperial  power. 


Maeina  appears,  with  a  vast  retinue,  in  Moscow.  Meeting 
with  Demetrius.  Hollow  and  cold  meeting  on  both  sides ; 
she,  however,  wears  her  disguise  with  greater  skill.  She 
urges  an  immediate  marriage.  Preparations  are  made  for  a 
magnificent  festival. 
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By  the  orders  of  Marina,  a  cup  of  poison  is  brought  to 
Axinia.  Death  is  welcome  to  her :  she  was  afraid  of  being 
forced  to  the  altar  with  the  Czar. 


Violent  grief  of  Demetrius.     With  a  broken  heart  he  goes 
to  the  betrothal  with  Marina. 


After  the  marriage,  Marina  discloses  to  him  that  "^she  does 
not  consider  him  to  be  the  true  Demetrius,  and  never  did. 
She  then  coldly  leaves  him  in  a  state  of  extreme  anguish  and 
dismay. 

Meanwhile  Schinskoi,  one  of  the  former  generals  of  the 
Czar  Boris,  avails  himself  of  the  growing  discontent  of  the 
people,  and  becomes  the  head  of  a  conspiracy  against  De- 
metrius. 


EoMANOW,  in  prison,  is  comforted  by  a  supernatural  appa- 
rition. Axinia's  spirit  stands  before  him,  opens  to  him  a 
prospect  of  happier  times  in  store,  and  enjoins  him  calmly 
to  allow  destiny  to  ripen,  and  not  to  stain  himself  with  blood. 
RoMANOw  receives  a  hint  that  he  may  himself  be  called  to 
the  throne.  Soon  afterwards  he  is  solicited  to  take  part  in 
the  conspiracy,  but  declines. 


SoLTiKow  reproaches  himself  bitterly  for  having  betrayed 
his  country  to  Demetrius.  But  he  will  not  be  a  second  time 
a  traitor,  and  adheres,  from  principle  and  against  his  feelings, 
to  the  party  which  he  has  once  adopted.  As  the  misfortune 
has  happened,  he  seeks  at  least  to  alleviate  it,  and  to  en- 
feeble the  power  of  the  Poles.  He  pays  for  this  effort  with 
his  life ;  but  he  accepts  death  as  a  merited  punishment,  and 
confesses  this,  when  dying,  to  Demetrius  himself. 


Casimir,  a  brother  of  Lodoiska,  a  young  Polish  lady,  who  hasf 
been  secretly  and  hopelessly  attached  to  Demetrius,  in  the  housa 
€f  the  Way  wode  of  Sendomir,  has,  at  his  sister's  request,  accom- 
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panied  Demetrius  in  the  campaign,  and  in  every  encounter 
defended  him  bravely.  In  the  moment  of  danger,  when  all 
the  other  retainers  of  Demetrius  think  only  of  their  personal 
safety,  Casimir  alone  remains  faithful  to  him,  and  sacrifices 
life  in  his  defence. 


The  conspiracy  breaks  out.  Demetrius  is  with  Marfa  when 
the  leading  conspirators  force  their  way  into  the  room.  The 
dignity  and  courage  of  Demetrius  have  a  momentary  effect  upon 
the  rebels.  He  nearly  succeeds  in  disarming  them,  by  a  pro- 
mise to  place  the  Poles  at  their  disposal.  But  at  this  point 
ScHiNSKOi  rushes  in  with  an  infuriated  band.  An  explicit  de- 
claration is  demanded  from  the  ex-Empress ;  she  is  required 
to  swear,  upon  the  cross,  that  Demetrius  is  her  son.  To 
testify  against  her  conscience  in  a  manner  so  solemn  is  im- 
possible. She  turns  from  Demetrius  in  silence,  and  is  about 
to  withdraw.  *'  Is  she  silent?"  exclaims  the  tumultuous 
throng.  "Does  she  disown  him?"  "  Then,  traitor,  die !  " 
and  Demetrius  falls,  pierced  by  their  swords,  at  Marfa  s  feet. 
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OR, 

APPARITIONIST: 

FEOM  THE  PAPERS  OF  COUNT  0  *  *  *  *  * 


I  AM  about  to  relate  an  adventure,  which  to  many  will  appeaf 
incredible,  but  of  which  I  was  in  great  part  an  eye-witness. 
The  few  who  are  acquainted  with  a  certain  political  event 
will,  if  indeed  these  pages  should  happen  to  find  them  alive^ 
receive  a  wdcomesoluli^n  thereof.  And,  even  to  the  rest 
oFlny  readers,  it  will  be,  perhaps,  important  as  a  contri- 
bution  to  the  history  of  the^  deception  and  aberrations  of 

the~liuman  intellect. The  boMness  of  the  schemes  which 

malice  is  able  to  contemplate  and  to  carry  out  must  excite 
astonishment,  as  must  also  the  means  of  which  it  can  avail 
itself  to  accomplish  its  aims.  Clear  im varnished  truth  sbal] 
guidejny  pen ;  for,  when  these  pages  come  before  the  public, 
I  shall  oeloLO  more,  and  shall  therefore  never  learn  their  fate. 

On  my  return  to  Courland  in  the  year  17 — ,  about  the  time 

of  the  Carnival,  I  visited  the  Prince  of —  at  Venice. 

We  had  been  acquainted  in  the  service,  and  we  here 

renewed  an  intimacy  which,  by  the  restoration  of  peace, 
had  been  interrupted.  As  I  wished  to  see  the  curiosities  of 
this  city,  and  as  the  prince  was  waiting  only  for  the  arrival  of 
remittances  to  return  to  his  native  country,  he  easily  prevailed 
on  me  to  tarry  till  his  departure.  We  agreed  not  to  separate 
during  the  time  of  our  residence  at  Venice,  and  the  prince 
was  kind  enough  to  accommodate  me  at  his  lodgings  at  the 
Moor  Hotel, 
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As  the  Prince  wished  to  enjoy  himself,  and  his  small  re- 
venues did  not  permit  him  to  maintain  the  dignity  of  his  rank, 
he  lived  at  Venice  in  the  strictest  incognito.  Two  noblemen, 
in  whom  he  had  entire  confidence,  and  a  few  faithful  servants, 
composed  all  his  retinue.  He  shunned  expenditure,  more 
however  from  inclination  than  economy.  He  avoided  all 
kinds  of  dissipation,  and  up  to  the  age  of  thirty-five  years 
had  resisted  the  numerous  allurements  of  this  voluptuous 
city.  To  the  charms  of  the  fair  sex  he  was  wholly  indifferent. 
A  settled  gravity  and  an  enthusiastic  melancholy  were  the  pro- 
minent features  of  his  character.  His  affections  were  tranquil, 
hut  obstinate  to  excess.  He  formed  his  attachments  with 
caution  and  timidity,  but  when  once  formed  they  were  cordial 
and  permanent.  In  the  midst  of  a  tumultuous  crowd  he 
walked  in  solitude.  Wrapped  in  his  own  visionary  ideas,  he 
was  often  a  stranger  to  the  world  about  him;  and,  sensible  of 
his  own  deficiency  in  the  knowledge  of  mankind,  he  scarcely 
ever  ventured  an  opinion  of  his  own,  and  was  apt  to  pay  an 
unwarrantable  deference  to  the  judgment  of  others.  Though 
far  from  being  weak,  no  man  was  more  liable  to  be  governed ; 
but,  when  conviction  had  once  entered  his  mind,  he  became 
firm  and  decisive ;  equally  courageous  to  combat  an  acknow- 
ledged prejudice,  or  to  die  for  a  new  one. 

As  he  was  the  third  prince  of  his  house,  he  had  no  likely 
prospect  of  succeeding  to  the  sovereignty.  His  ambition  had 
never  been  awakened ;  his  passions  had  taken  another  direction. 
Contented  to  find  himself  independent  of  the  will  of  others, 
he  never  enforced  his  own  as  a  law ;  his  utmost  wishes 
did  not  soar  beyond  the  peaceful  quietude  of  a  private  life, 
free  from  care.  He  read  much,  but  without  discrimination. 
As  his  education  had  been  neglected,  and  as  he  had  early  en- 
tered the  career  of  arms,  his  understanding  had  never  been 
fully  matured.  Hence  the  knowledge  he  afterwards  acquired 
served  but  to  increase  the  chaos  of  his  ideas,  because  it  was 
built  on  an  unstable  foundation. 

He  was  a  Protestant,  as  all  his  family  had  been,  by  birth, 
but  not  by  investigation,  which  he  had  never  attempted,  al- 
though at  one  period  of  his  life  he  had  been  an  enthusiast  in 
its  cause.  He  had  never,  so  far  as  came  to  my  knowledge, 
been  a  freemason. 
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One  evening  we  were,  as  usual,  walking  by  ourselves,  well 
masked,  in  the  square  of  St.  Mark. — It  was  growing  late,  and 
the  crowd  was  dispersing,  when  the  prince  observed  a  mask 
which  followed  us  everywhere.  This  mask  was  an  Armenian, 
and  walked  alone.  We  quickened  our  steps,  and  endeavoured 
to  baffle  him  by  repeatedly  altering  our  course.  It  was  in 
vain,  the  mask  was  always  close  behind  us.  —  "  You  have  had 
no  intrigue  here,  I  hope,"  said  the  Prince  at  last,  ''  the  hus- 
bands of  Venice  are  dangerous." — "  I  do  not  know  a  single 
lady  in  the  place,"  was  my  answer. — "  Let  us  sit  down  here, 
and  speak  German,"  said  he,  "I  fancy  we  are  mistaken  for 
some  other  persons."  We  sat  down  upon  a  stone  bench,  and 
expected  the  mask  would  have  passed  by.  He  came  directly 
up  to  us,  and  took  his  seat  by  the  side  of  the  Prince.  The 
latter  took  out  his  watch,  and,  rising  at  the  same  time,  ad- 
dressed me  thus  in  a  loud  voice  in  French :  "It  is  past 
nine.  Come,  we  forget  that  we  are  waited  for  at  the  Louvre.'^ 
This  speech  he  only  invented  in  order  to  deceive  the  mask 
as  to  our  route. — "  Nine ! "  repeated  the  latter  in  the  same 
language,  in  a  slow  and  expressive  voice,  "  Congratulate  your- 
self, my  Prince"  (calling  him  by  his  real  name);  "he  died  at 
>aine."     In  saying  this,  he  arose  and  went  away. 

We  looked  at  each  other  in  amazement. — "  Who  is  dead?" 
said  the  Prince  at  length,  after  a  long  silence. — "  Let  us 
follow  him,"  replied  I,  "  and  demand  an  explanation."  We 
Bearched  every  corner  of  the  place ;  the  mask  was  nowhere 
to  be  found.  We  returned  to  our  hotel  disappointed.  The 
Prince  spoke  not  a  word  to  me  the  whole  way ;  he  walked 
apart  by  himself,  and  appeared  to  be  greatly  agitated,  which 
he  afterwards  confessed  to  me  was  the  case. — Having  reached 
home,  he  began  at  length  to  speak:  "Is  it  not  laughable," 
said  he,  "  that  a  madman  should  have  the  power  thus  to 
disturb  a  man's  tranquillity  by  two  or  three  words?"  We 
wished  each  other  a  good  night;  and,  as  soon  as  I  was  in 
my  own  apartment,  I  noted  down  in  my  pocket-book  the 
day  and  the  hour  when  this  adventure  happened.  It  was 
on  a  Thursday. 

The  next  evening  the  Prince  said  to  me,  "  Suppose  we  go  to 
the  square  of  St.  Mark,  and  seek  for  our  mysterious  Armenian? 
I  long  to  see  this  comedy  unravelled."  I  consented.  We 
walked  in  the  square  till  eleven.   The  Armenian  was  nowhera 
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to  be  seen.  We  repeated  our  walk  the  four  following  evenings, 
and  each  time  with  the  same  bad  success. 

On  the  sixth  evening,  as  we  went  out  of  the  hotel,  it  occurred 
to  me,  whether  designedly  or  otherwise  I  cannot  recollect,  to 
tell  the  servants  where  we  might  be  found  in  case  we  should 
be  inquired  for.  The  Prince  remarked  my  precaution,  and  ap- 
proved of  it  with  a  smile.  We  found  the  square  of  St.  Mark 
very  much  crowded.— Scarcely  had  we  advanced  thirty  steps, 
when  I  perceived  the  Armenian,  who  was  pressing  rapidly 
through  the  crowd,  and  seemed  to  be  in  search  of  some  one. 

We  were  just  approaching  him,  when  Baron  F ,  one  of 

the  prince's  retinue,  came  up  to  us  quite  breathless,  and 
delivered  to  the  prince  a  letter:  *' It  is  sealed  with  black,'' 
said  he,  ''  and  we  supposed  from  this  that  it  might  contain 
matters  of  importance."  I  was  struck  as  with  a  thunderbolt. 
The  Prince  went  near  a  torch,  and  began  to  read.  ''  My  cousin 
is  dead!"  exclaimed  he. — "When?"  inquired  I  anxiously, 
interrupting  him.  He  looked  again  into  the  letter.  "Last 
Thursday  night  at  nine." 

We  had  not  recovered  from  our  surprise  when  the  Armenian 
stood  before  us.  "  You  are  known  here,  my  Prince!"  said  he. 
"  Hasten  to  your  hotel.  You  will  find  there  the  deputies  from 
the  Senate.  Do  not  hesitate  to  accept  the  honour  they  in- 
tend to  offer  you.     Baron  F forgot  to  tell  you  that  your 

remittances  are  arrived." — He  disappeared  among  the  crowd. 

We  hastened  to  our  hotel,  and  found  every  thing  as  the 
Armenian  had  told  us.  Three  noblemen  of  the  republic  were 
waiting  to  pay  their  respects  to  the  prince,  and  to  escort  him 
in  state  to  the  Assembly,  where  the  first  nobility  of  the  city 
were  ready  to  receive  him.  He  had  hardly  time  enough  to 
give  me  a  hint  to  sit  up  for  him  till  his  return. 

About  eleven  o'clock  at  night  he  returned.  On  entering 
the  room,  he  appeared  grave  and  thoughtful.  Having  dis- 
missed the  servants,  he  took  me  by  the  hand,  and  said,  in  the 
words  of  Hamlet,  "  Count — 

"  '  There  are  more  things  in  heav'n  and  earth. 
Than  are  dreamt  of  in  your  philosophy.' " 

"  Gracious  Prince ! "  replied  I,  "  you  seem  to  forget  that 
you  are  retiring  to  your  pillow  greatly  enriched  in  prospect." 
The  deceased  was  the  hereditary  prince. 
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**  Do  not  remind  me  of  it,"  said  the  prince ;  "  for,  should 
I  even  have  acquired  a  crown,  I  am  now  too  much  engaged 
to  occupy  myself  with  such  a  trifle.  If  that  Armenian  has 
not  merely  guessed  by  chance " 

"  How  can  that  be,  my  Prince?"  interrupted  L 

"  Then  will  I  resign  to  you  all  my  hopes  of  royalty  in 
exchange  for  a  monk's  cowl." 

I  have  mentioned  this  purposely  to  show  how  far  every 
ambitious  idea  was  then  distant  from  his  thoughts. 

The  following  evening  we  went  earlier  than  usual  to  the 
Square  of  St.  Mark.  A  sudden  shower  of  rain  obliged  us  to 
take  shelter  in  a  coffee-house,  where  we  found  a  party  engaged 
at  cards.  The  Prince  took  his  place  behind  the  chair  of  a 
Spaniard  to  observe  the  game.  I  went  into  an  adjacent 
chamber  to  read  the  newspapers.  A  short  time  afterwards  I 
heard  a  noise  in  the  card-room.  Previously  to  the  entrance 
of  the  Prince,  the  Spaniard  had  been  constantly  losing,  but 
since  then  he  had  won  upon  every  card.  The  fortune  of  the 
game  was  reversed  in  a  striking  manner,  and  the  bank  was  in 
danger  of  being  challenged  by  the  pointeur,  whom  this  lucky 
change  of  fortune  had  rendered  more  adventurous.  A  Vene- 
tian, who  kept  the  bank,  told  the  Prince  in  a  very  rude 
manner  that  his  presence  interrupted  the  fortune  o&the  game, 
and  desired  him  to  quit  the  table.  The  latter  looked  coldly 
at  him,  remained  in  his  place,  and  preserved  the  same  coun- 
tenance, when  the  Venetian  repeated  his  insulting  demand  in 
French.  He  thought  the  Prince  understood  neither  French 
nor  Italian;  and,  addressing  himself  with  a  contemptuous 
laugh  to  the  company,  said,  **  Pray,  gentlemen,  tell  me  how  I 
must  make  myself  understood  to  this  fool."  At  the  same  time 
he  rose  and  prepared  to  seize  the  Prince  by  the  arm.  His 
patience  forsook  the  latter ;  he  grasped  the  Venetian  with  a 
strong  hand,  and  threw  him  violently  on  the  ground.  The 
company  rose  up  in  confusion.  Hearing  the  noise,  I  hastily 
entered  the  room,  and  unguardedly  called  the  Prince  by  his 
name  :  "  Take  care,"  said  I,  imprudently ;  *'  we  are  in 
Venice."  The  name  of  the  Prince  caused  a  general  silence, 
which  ended  in  a  whispering  which  appeared  to  me  to  have  a 
dangerous  tendency.  All  the  Italians  present  divided  into 
parties,  and  kept  aloof.  One  after  the  other  left  the  room, 
60  that  we  soon  found  ourselves  alone  with  the  Spaniard  and 
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a  few  Frenchmen.  "  You  are  lost,  Prince,"  said  they,  "  if 
you  do  not  leave  the  city  immediately.  The  Venetian  whom 
you  have  handled  so  roughly  is  rich  enough  to  hire  a  bravo. 
It  costs  him  hut  fifty  zechins  to  be  revenged  by  your  death.'' 
The  Spaniard  offered,  for  the  security  of  the  Prince,  to  go 
for  the  guards,  and  even  to  accompany  us  home  himself 
The  Frenchmen  proposed  to  do  the  same.  We  were  still 
deliberating  what  to  do,  when  the  door  suddenly  opened, 
and  some  officers  of  the  Inquisition  entered  the  room. 
They  produced  an  order  of  government,  which  charged  us 
both  to  follow  them  immediately.  They  conducted  us  under 
a  strong  escort  to  the  canal,  where  a  gondola  was  waiting  for 
us,  in  which  we  were  ordered  to  embark.  We  were  blind 
folded  before  we  landed.  They  led  us  up  a  large  stone  stair- 
case, and  through  a  long  winding  passage  over  vaults,  as  I 
judged  from  the  echoes  that  resounded  under  our  feet.  At 
length  we  came  to  another  staircase,  and,  having  descended 
a  flight  of  steps,  we  entered  a  hall,  where  the  bandage  was 
removed  from  our  eyes.  We  found  ourselves  in  a  circle  of 
venerable  old  men^  all  dressed  in  black ;  the  hall  was  hung 
round  with  black,  and  dimly  lighted.  A  dead  silence  reigned 
in  the  assembly,  which  inspired  us  with  a  feeling  of  awe. 
One  of  the  old  men,  who  appeared  to  be  the  principal  Inqui- 
sitor, approached  the  Prince  with  a  solemn  countenance,  and 
said,  pointing  to  the  Venetian,  who  was  led  forward  : 

**  Do  you  recognize  this  man  as  the  same  who  offended  you 
at  the  coffee-house  ?  " 

*'  I  do,"  answered  the  Prince. 

Then  addressing  the  prisoner :  **  Is  this  the  same  person 
whom  you  meant  to  have  assassinated  to-night  ?  " 

The  prisoner  replied  :  *' Yes." 

In  the  same  instant  the  circle  opened,  and  we  saw  with 
horror  the  head  of  the  Venetian  severed  from  his  body. 

**  Are  you  content  with  this  satisfaction  ?  "  said  the  Inqui 
sitor.     The  Prince  had  fainted  in  the  arms  of  his  attendants. 
•*  Go,"  added  the  Inquisitor,  turning  to  me  with  a  terrible 
voice,  "  Go ;  and  in  future  judge  less  hastily  of  the  adminis- 
tration of  justice  in  Venice." 

Who  the  unknown  friend  was  who  had  thus  saved  us  from 
inevitable  death,  by  interposing  in  our  behalf  the  active  arm 
of  justice,  we  could  not  conjecture.    Filled  with  terrK.  w© 
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reached  our  hotel.     It  was  past  midnight.     The  Chamber 
lain  Z was  waiting  anxiously  for  us  at  the  door. 

**  How  fortunate  it  was  that  you  sent  us  a  message,'*  said 
he  to  the  Prince  as  he  lighted  us  up  the  staircase.      **  The 

news  which  Baron  F soon  after  brought  us  respecting 

you,  from  the  Square  of  St.  Mark,  would  otherwise  have 
given  us  the  greatest  uneasiness." 

"I  sent  you  a  message!"  said  the  Prince.  "When?  I 
know  nothing  of  it." 

*'  This  evening  after  eight,  you  sent  us  word  that  we  must 
not  be  alarmed  if  you  should  come  home  later  to-night  than 
usual." 

The  Prince  looked  at  me.  "  Perhaps  you  have  taken  this 
precaution  without  mentioning  it  to  me?" 

I  knew  nothing  of  it. 

"  It  must  be  so,  however,"  replied  the  chamberlain,  ''  since 
here  is  your  repeating  watch,  which  you  sent  me  as  a  mark  of 
authenticity." 

The  Prince  put  his  hand  to  his  watch-pocket.  It  was 
empty,  and  he  recognized  the  watch  which  the  chamberlain 
held  as  his  own. 

*'  Who  brought  it  ?  "  said  he  in  amazement. 

"An  unknown  mask  in  an  Armenian  dress,  who  disap- 
peared immediately." 

We  stood  looking  at  each  other.  "  What  do  you  think  of 
this  ?  "  said  the  Prince,  at  last,  after  a  long  silence.  "  I  have 
a  secret  guardian  here  in  Venice." 

The  frightful  transaction  of  this  night  threw  the  Prince  into 
a  fever,  which  confined  him  to  his  room  for  a  week.  During 
this  time  our  hotel  was  crowded  with  Venetians  and  strangers, 
who  visited  the  Prince  from  a  deference  to  his  newly  discovered 
rank.  They  vied  with  each  other  in  offers  of  service, 
and  it  was  not  a  little  entertaining  to  observe  that  the  last 
visitor  seldom  failed  to  hint  some  suspicion  derogatory  to 
the  character  of  the  preceding  one.  Billets  doux  and  nos- 
trums poured  in  upon  us  from  all  quarters.  Every  one  en- 
deavoured to  recommend  himself  in  his  own  way.  Our  ad- 
venture with  the  Inquisition  was  no  more  mentioned.     The 

Court  of  wishing  the  Prince  to  delay  his  departure 

from  Venice   for   some   time,  orders    were  sent   to    several 
bankers  to  pay  him  considerable  sums  of  money.     He  ^m 

r,  c 
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tbus,  against  his  will,  compelled  to  protract  his  residence  in 
Italy ;  and,  at  his  request,  I  also  resolved  to  postpone  my  de- 
parture for  some  time  longer. 

As  soon  as  the  Prince  had  recovered  strength  enough  to 
quit  his  chamber,  he  was  advised  by  his  physician  to  take 
an  airing  in  a  gondola  upon  the  Brenta,  for  the  benefit  of 
the  air,  to  which,  as  the  weather  was  serene,  he  readily 
consented.  Just  as  the  Prince  was  about  to  step  into  the 
boat  he  missed  the  key  of  a  little  chest  in  which  some  very 
valuable  papers  were  inclosed.  We  immediately  turned  back 
to  search  for  it.  He  very  distinctly  remembered  that  he  had 
locked  the  chest  the  day  before,  and  he  had  never  left  the 
room  in  the  interval.  As  our  endeavours  to  find  it  proved  ii? 
effectual,  we  were  obliged  to  relinquish  the  search  in  order  to 
avoid  being  too  late.  The  Prince,  whose  soul  was  above  sus- 
picion, gave  up  the  key  as  lost,  and  desired  that  it  might  not 
be  mentioned  any  more. 

Our  little  voyage  was  exceedingly  delightful.  A  picturesque 
country,  which  at  every  winding  of  the  river  seemed  to  in- 
crease in  richness  and  beauty ;  the  serenity  of  the  sky,  which 
formed  a  May  day  in  the  middle  of  February  ;  the  charming 
gardens  and  elegant  country-seats  which  adorned  the  banks  of 
the  Brenta ;  the  majestic  city  of  Venice  behind  us,  with  its 
lofty  spires,  and  a  forest  of  masts,  rising  as  it  were  out  of  the 
waves  ;  all  this  afforded  us  one  of  the  most  splendid  prospects 
in  the  world.  We  wholly  abandoned  ourselves  to  the  en- 
chantment  of  Nature's  luxuriant  scenery,  our  minds  shared 
the  hilarity  of  the  day,  even  the  Prince  himself  lost  his 
wonted  gravity,  and  vied  with  us  in  merry  jests  and  diversions. 
On  landing  about  two  Italian  miles  from  the  city,  we  heard 
the  sound  of  sprightly  music  ;  it  came  from  a  small  village,  at 
a  little  distance  from  the  Brenta,  where  there  was  at  that  time 
a  fair.  The  place  was  crowded  with  company  of  every  descrip- 
tion. A  troop  of  young  girls  and  boys,  dressed  in  theatrical 
habits,  welcomed  us  in  a  pantomimical  dance.  The  inven- 
tion was  novel ;  animation  and  grace  attended  their  every 
movement.  Before  the  dance  was  quite  concluded,  the  prin- 
cipal actress,  who  represented  a  Queen,  stopped  suddenly  ae 
if  arrested  by  an  invisible  arm.  Herself  and  those  around 
her  were  motionless.  The  music  ceased.  The  assembly  was 
silent       Not  a  breath  was  to  be  heard,  and  the  queen  stood 
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^ith  her  eyes  fixea  on  the  ground  in  deep  abstraction.  On 
a  sudden  she  started  from  her  reverie,  with  the  fury  of  one 
inspired,  and  looked  wildly  around  her:  *' A  king  is  among 
us  ! "  she  exclaimed,  taking  her  crown  from  her  head,  and 
laying  it  at  the  feet  of  the  Prince.  Every  one  present  cast 
their  eyes  upon  him,  and  doubted  for  some  time  whether 
there  was  any  meaning  in  this  farce  ;  so  much  were  they  de- 
ceived by  the  impressive  seriousness  of  the  actress.  This 
silence  was  at  length  broken  by  a  general  clapping  of  hands, 
as  a  mark  of  approbation.  I  looked  at  the  Prince.  I  noticed 
that  he  appeared  not  a  little  disconcerted,  and  endeavoured  to 
escape  the  inquisitive  glances  of  the  spectators.  He  threw 
money  to  the  players,  and  hastened  to  extricate  himself  from 
the  crowd. 

We  had  advanced  but  a  few  steps,  when  a  venerable  bare 
footed  friar,  pressing  through  the  crowd,  placed  himself  in 
the  Prince  s  path.  "  My  Lord !  "  said  he,  "  give  the  holy 
Virgin  part  of  your  gold.  You  will  want  her  prayers."  He 
uttered  these  words  in  a  tone  of  voice  w^hich  startled  us  ex- 
tremely, and  then  disappeared  in  the  throng. 

In  the  mean  time  our  company  had  increased.  An  English 
Lord,  whom  the  Prince  had  seen  before  at  Nice,  some  mer- 
chants of  Leghorn,  a  German  Prebenda*ry,  a  French  Ahbe 
with  some  ladies,  and  a  Russian  officer,  attached  themselves 
to  our  party.  The  physiognomy  of  the  latter  had  something 
so  uncommon  as  to  attract  our  particular  attention.  Never  in 
my  life  did  I  see  such  various  features,  and  so  little  expres- 
sion ;  so  much  attractive  benevolence,  and  such  forbidding 
coldness  in  the  same  face.  Each  passion  seemed,  by  turns, 
to  have  exercised  its  ravages  on  it,  and  to  have  succes- 
sively abandoned  it.  Nothing  remained  but  the  calm 
piercing  look  of  a  person  deeply  skilled  in  the  knowledge  of 
mankind  ;  but  it  was  a  look  that  abashed  every  one  on  whom 
it  was  directed.  This  extraordinary  man  follow^ed  us  at  a 
distance,  and  seemed  apparently  to  take  but  little  interest 
in  what  w^as  passing. 

We  came  to  a  booth  where  there  was  a  lottery.  The  ladies 
bought  shares.  We  followed  their  example,  and  the  Prince 
himself  purchased  a  ticket.  He  won  a  snuff-box.  As  ho 
opened  it,  I  saw  him  turn  pale  and  start  back. — It  contained 
his  lost  key. 

c  c  '2 
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"  How  is  this  ? "  said  he  to  me,  as  we  were  left  for  a 
moment  alone.  **  A  superior  power  attends  me,  Omniscienco 
surrounds  me.  An  invisible  Being,  whom  I  cannot  escape,, 
watches  over  my  steps.  T  must  seek  for  the  Armenian,  and 
obtain  an  explanation  from  him." 

The  sun  was  setting  when  we  arrived  at  the  pleasure  house, 
where  a  supper  had  been  prepared  for  us.  The  Prince's 
name  had  augmented  our  company  to  sixteen.  Besides  the 
above-mentioned  persons,  there  was  a  Virtuoso  from  Rome ; 
several  Swiss  gentlemen,  and  an  adventurer  from  Palermo  in, 
regimentals,  who  gave  himself  out  for  a  Captain.  We 
resolved  to  spend  the  evening  where  we  were,  and  to  return 
home  by  torch-light.  The  conversation  at  table  was  lively. 
The  Prince  could  not  forbear  relating  his  adventure  of  the 
key,  which  excited  general  astonishment.  A  warm  dispute 
on  the  subject  presently  took  place.  Most  of  the  company 
positively  maintained  that  the  pretended  occult  sciences  were 
nothing  better  than  juggling  tricks.  The  French  Abbe,  who 
had  drunk  rather  too  much  wine,  challenged  the  whole  tribe 
of  Ghosts;  the  English  Lord  uttered  blasphemies,  and  the 
musician  made  a  cross  to  exorcise  the  devil.  Some  few  of 
the  company,  amongst  whom  was  the  Prince,  contended,  that 
opinions  respecting  such  matters  ought  to  be  kept  to  oneself. 
In  the  mean  time  the  Russian  officer  discoursed  with  the 
ladies,  and  did  not  seem  to  pay  attention  to  any  part  of  the 
conversation.  In  the  heat  of  the  dispute,  no  one  observed 
that  the  Sicilian  had  left  the  room.  In  less  than  half  an  hour 
he  returned,  wrapt  in  a  cloak,  and  placed  himself  behind  the 
chair  of  the  Frenchman.  "  A  few  moments  ago,"  said  he, 
*'  you  had  the  temerity  to  challenge  the  whole  tribe  of  Ghosts. 
Would  you  wish  to  make  a  trial  with  one  of  them  ?" 

"  I  will,"  answered  the  Abbe,  **if  you  will  take  upon  your- 
self to  introduce  one." — 

"  Tbttt  I  am  ready  to  do,"  replied  the  Sicilian,  turning 
u:>  ns,  **  as  soon  as  these  ladies  and  gentlemen  have  left 
us."— 

**  Why  only  then?"  exclaimed  the  Englishman.  **  A 
courageous  Ghost  will  surely  not  be  afraid  of  a  cheerful  com- 
pany." 

*'  I  would  not  answer  for  the  consequences,"  said  the 
Sicilian. — 
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'*For  heaven's  sake,  no!"  cried  the  ladies,  starting 
affrighted  from  their  chairs.— 

*'  Call  your  Ghost,"  said  the  Abbey  in  a  tone  of  defiance, 
**  but  warn  him  before-hand,  that  there  are  sharp-pointed 
weapons  here."  At  the  same  time  he  asked  one  of  the  com- 
pany for  a  sword. — 

"  If  you  preserve  the  same  intention  in  his  presence," 
answered  the  Sicilian,  coolly,  "  you  may  then  act  as  you  please." 
He  then  turned  towards  the  Prince :  **  Your  Highness,"  said 
he,  **  asserts  that  your  key  has  been  in  the  hands  of  a  stranger; 
can  you  conjecture  in  whose  ?  " — 

*'  No."— 

"  Have  you  no  suspicion  ?  " — 

"  It  certainly  occurred  to  me  that  " — 

**  Should  you  known  the  person  if  you  saw  him?  " — 

''  Undoubtedly." 

The  Sicilian,  throwing  back  his  cloak,  took  out  a  looking- 
glass  and  held  it  before  the  Prince.     "  Is  this  the  man  ?  " — 

The  Prince  drew  back  with  affright. 

**  Whom  have  you  seen  ?"  I  inquired. 

**  The  Armenian." 

The  Sicilian  concealed  his  looking-glass  under  his  cloak. 

*'  Is  it  the  person  whom  you  thought  of?"  demanded  tho 
whole  company. — 

*^  The  same."— 

A  sudden  change  manifested  itself  on  every  face  ;  no  more 
laughter  was  to  be  heard.  All  eyes  were  fixed  with  curiosity  on 
the  Sicilian. 

'' Monsieur  V Abbe !  The  matter  grows  serious,"  said  the 
Englishman.     **I  advise  you  to  think  of  beating  a  retreat." — 

"  The  fellow  is  in  league  with  the  devil,"  exclaimed  the 
Frenchman,  and  rushed  out  of  the  house. — The  ladies  ran  shriek- 
ing from  the  room.  The  Virtuoso  followed  them. — The 
German  Prebendary  was  snoring  in  a  chair. — The  Russian 
officer  continued  sitting  in  his  place  as  before,  perfectly  in- 
different to  what  was  passing. 

**  Perhaps  your  attention  was  only  to  raise  a  laugh  at  the 
expense  of  that  boaster,"  said  the  Prince,  after  they  were  gone, 
**  or  would  you  indeed  fulfil  your  promise  to  us  ?" — 

**It  is  true,"  replied  the  Sicilian;  *'  I  was  but  jesting  with 
the  Abbe.     I  took  him  at  his  word,  because  I  knew  very  wel] 
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that  the  coward  would  not  suffer  me  to  proceed  to  extremities. 
The  matter  itself  is  however  too  serious  to  serve  merely  as  a 
jest."— 

*' You  grant,  then,  that  it  is  in  your  power?" 

The  Sorcerer  maintained  a  long  silence,  and  kept  his  look 
fixed  steadily  on  the  Prince,  as  if  to  examine  him. 

"  It  is !"  answered  he  at  last. 

The  Prince's  curiosity  was  now  raised  to  the  highest  pitch. 
A  fondness  for  the  marvellous  had  ever  heen  his  prevailing 
weakness.  His  improved  understanding,  and  a  proper  course 
of  reading,  had  for  some  time  dissipated  every  idea  of  this 
kind ;  but  the  appearance  of  the  Armenian  had  revived  them. 
He  stept  aside  with  the  Sicilian,  and  I  heard  them  in  very 
earnest  conversation. 

"You  see  in  me,"  said  the  Prince,  *'  a  man  who  bums  with 
impatience  to  be  convinced  on  this  momentous  subject.  I 
would  embrace  as  a  benefactor,  I  would  cherish  as  my  best 
friend,  him  who  could  dissipate  my  doubts,  and  remove  the 
veil  from  my  eyes. — Would  you  render  me  this  important 
service  ?" — 

"  What  is  your  request?"  inquired  the  Sicilian,  hesitating. 

*'  For  the  present  I  only  beg  some  proof  of  your  art.  Let 
me  see  an  apparition." — 

"  To  what  will  this  lead  ?  " 

"  After  a  more  intimate  acquaintance  with  me,  you  may  be 
able  to  judge  whether  I  deserve  further  instruction." — 

"  I  have  the  greatest  esteem  for  your  Highness,  gracious 
Prince.  A  secret  power  in  your  countenance,  of  which  you 
yourself  are  as  yet  ignorant,  drew  me  at  first  sight  irresistibly 
towards  you.  You  are  more  powerful  than  you  are  yourself 
aware.  You  may  command  me  to  the  utmost  extent  of  my 
power,  but " 

*'  Then  let  me  see  an  apparition." — 

*'  But  I  must  first  be  certain  that  you  do  not  require  it  from 
mere  curiosity.  Though  the  invisible  powers  are  in  some 
degree  at  my  command,  it  is  on  the  sacred  condition  that  I 
do  not  abuse  my  authority." 

"  My  intentions  are  most  pure.     I  want  truth." — 

They  left  their  places,  and  removed  to  a  distant  window^ 
where  I  could  no  longer  hear  them.  The  English  lord,  who 
had   likewise   overheard   this   conversation,  took  me  aside* 
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'*  Your  Prince  has  a  noble  mind      I  am  sorry  for  him.    I  will 
pledge  my  salvation  that  he  has  to  do  with  a  rascal." 

"Everything  depends  on  the  manner  in  which  the  Sorcerer 
will  extricate  himself  from  this  business." — 

*'  Listen  to  me.  The  poor  devil  is  now  pretending  to  be 
scrupulous.  He  will  not  show  his  tricks,  unless  he  hears  the 
sound  of  gold.  There  are  nine  of  us.  Let  us  make  a  collec- 
tion. That  will  spoil  his  scheme,  and  perhaps  open  the  eyes 
of  the  Prince." 

"  I  am  content."  The  Englishman  threw  six  guineas  upon 
a  plate,  and  went  round  gathering  subscriptions.  Each  of  us 
contributed  some  louis  dors.  The  Prussian  officer  was  par 
ticularly  pleased  with  our  proposal ;  he  laid  a  bank  note  of 
one  hundred  zechins  on  the  plate ;  a  piece  of  extravagance 
which  startled  the  Englishman.  We  brought  the  collection 
to  the  Prince.  '*  Be  so  kind,"  said  the  English  lord,  "  as  to 
entreat  this  gentleman  in  our  names  to  let  us  see  a  specimen 
of  his  art,  and  to  accept  of  this  small  token  of  our  gratitude." 
The  Prince  added  a  ring  of  value,  and  offered  the  whole  to 
the  Sicilian.  He  hesitated  a  few  moments.  *'  Gentlemen," 
answ^ered  he,  '*  I  am  humbled  by  this  "generosity,  but  I  yield 
to  your  request.  Your  wishes  shall  be  gratified." — At  the 
same  time  he  rung  the  bell. — "As  for  this  money,"  continued 
he,  "  to  which  I  have  no  right  myself,  permit  me  to  send  it 
to  the  next  monastery,  to  be  applied  to  pious  uses.  I  shall 
only  keep  this  ring  as  a  precious  memorial  of  tlie  worthiest  of 
princes." 

Here  the  landlord  entered ;  and  the  Sicilian  handed  him 
over  the  money. — "  He  is  a  rascal  notwithstanding,"  whispered 
the  Englishman  to  me.  "  He  refuses  the  money  because  at 
present  his  designs  are  chiefly  on  the  Prince." 

"  Whom  do  you  wish  to  see  ?  "  asked  the  Sorcerer. 

The  Prince  considered  for  a  moment. — '*  We  may  as  well 
have  a  great  man  at  once,"  said  the  Englishman.  "  Ask 
for  Pope  Ganganelli.  It  can  make  no  difference  to  this 
gentleman." 

The  Sicilian  bit  his  lips.  "  I  dare  not  call  one  of  the 
Lord's  anointed." 

"  That  is  a  pity  ! "  replied  the  English  lord ;  "  perhaps  we 
might  have  heard  from  him  w^hat  disorder  he  died  of." 

"  The  Marquis  de  Lanoy,''  began  the  Prince,  "  was  a  French 
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brigadier  in  the  late  war,  and  my  most  intimate  friend. — 
Having  received  a  mortal  wound  in  the  battle  of  Hastinbeck, 
he  was  carried  to  my  tent,  where  he  soon  after  died  in  my 
arms.  In  his  last  agony  he  made  a  sign  for  me  to  approach. 
Prince,  said  he  to  me,  I  shall  never  again  behold  my  native 
land,  I  must,  therefore,  acquaint  you  with  a  secret  known  to 
none  but  myself.     In  a  convent  on  the  frontiers  of  Flanders 

lives  a  .     He  expired.     Death  cut  short  the  thread 

of  his  discourse.  I  wish  to  see  my  friend  to  hear  the  re- 
mainder." 

"  You  ask  much,"  exclaimed  the  Englishman  with  an  oath. 
"  I  proclaim  you  the  greatest  sorcerer  on  earth,  if  you  can 
solve  this  problem,"  continued  he,  turning  to  the  Sicilian. — 
We  admired  the  wise  choice  of  the  Prince,  and  unanimously 
gave  our  approval  to  the  proposition.  In  the  mean  time  the 
Sorcerer  paced  up  and  down  the  room  with  hasty  steps,  ap- 
parently struggling  with  himself. 

'*  This  was  all  that  the  dying  Marquis  communicated  to 
you?" 

"  It  is  all." 

"  Did  you  make  no  further  inquiries  about  the  matter  in 
his  native  country  ?  " 

**  I  did,  but  they  all  proved  fruitless.' 

"  Had  the  Marquis  de  Lanoy  led  an  irreproachable  life  ? 
I  dare  not  call  up  every  shade  indiscriminately." — 

"  He  died,  repenting  the  excesses  of  his  youth." — 

*'  Do  you  carry  with  you  any  token  of  his?" — 

"  I  do." (The  prince  had  really  a  snuff-box,  with  the 

marquis's  portrait  enamelled  in  miniature  on  the  lid,  which 
he  had  placed  upon  the  table  near  his  plate  during  the  time 
of  supper.) 

"  I  do  not  want  to  know  what  it  is.  If  you  will  leave  me, 
you  shall  see  the  deceased." — 

He  requested  us  to  wait  in  the  other  pavilion  until  he 
should  call  us.  At  the  same  time  he  caused  all  the  furniture 
to  be  removed  from  the  room,  the  Vi^indows  to  be  taken  out, 
and  the  shutters  to  be  bolted.  He  ordered  the  inn-keeper, 
with  whom  he  appeared  to  be  intimately  connected,  to  bring 
a  vessel  with  burning  coals,  and  carefully  to  extinguish  every 
fire  in  the  house.  Previous  to  our  leaving  the  room,  he  ob 
liged  us  separately  to  pledge  our  honour  that  we  would  main 
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tain  an  everlasting  silence  respecting  every  thing  we  should 
see  and  hear.  All  the  doors  of  the  pavilion  we  were  in  were 
bolted  behind  us  when  we  left  it. 

It  was  past  eleven,  and  a  dead  silence  reigned  through 
out  the  whole  house.     As  we  were  retiring  from  the  saloon, 
the  Russian  officer  asked  me  whether  we  had  loaded  pistols. 
*'  For  what  purpose?"  asked  I. — *'  They  may  possibly  be  of 
some  use,"  replied  he.     "  Wait  a  moment.     I  will  provide 

some."     He  went  away;  the  Baron  F and  I  opened  a 

window  opposite  the  pavilion  we  had  left;  we  fancied  we 
heard  two  persons  whispering  to  each  other,  and  a  noise  like 
that  of  a  ladder  applied  to  one  of  the  windows.  This  was, 
however,  a  mere  conjecture,  and  I  did  not  dare  affirm  it  as  a 
fact.  The  Russian  officer  came  back  with  a  brace  of  pistols, 
after  having  been  absent  about  half  an  hour.  We  saw  him 
load  them  with  powder  and  ball.  It  was  almost  two  o'clock 
in  the  morning  when  the  sorcerer  came,  and  announced  that 
all  was  prepared.  Before  we  entered  the  room,  he  desired  us 
to  take  off  our  shoes,  and  to  appear  in  our  shirts,  stockings, 
and  under  garments.     He  bolted  the  doors  after  us  as  before. 

We  found  in  the  middle  of  the  room  a  large  black  circle, 
drawn  with  charcoal,  the  space  within  which  was  capable  of 
containing  us  all  very  easily.  The  planks  of  the  chamber 
floor  next  to  the  wall  were  taken  up,  all  round  the  room,  so 
that  we  stood,  as  it  were,  upon  an  island.  An  altar,  covered 
with  black  cloth,  was  placed  in  the  centre  upon  a  carpet  of 
red  satin.  A  Chaldee  Bible  was  laid  open,  together  with 
a  skull ;  and  a  silver  crucifix  was  fastened  upon  the  altar. 
Instead  of  candles  some  spirits  of  wine  were  burning  in  a 
silver  vessel.  A  thick  smoke  of  frankincense  darkened  the 
room,  and  almost  extinguished  the  lights.  The  Sorcerer  was 
undressed  like  ourselves,  but  bare-footed ;  about  his  bare  neck 
he  wore  an  amulet*,  suspended  by  a  chain  of  human  hair; 

*  Amulet  is  a  cliarm  or  preservative  against  mischief,  witchcraft,  or  diseases. 
Amulets  were  made  of  stone,  metal,  simples,  animals,  and  every  thing  which 
fancy  or  caprice  suggested ;  and  sometimes  they  consisted  of  words,  characters, 
and  sentences,  ranged  in  a  particular  order,  and  engraved  upon  wood,  and 
worn  about  the  neck,  or  some  other  part  of  the  body.  At  other  times  they 
were  neither  written  nor  engraved,  but  prepared  with  many  superstitious 
ceremonies,  great  regard  being  usually  paid  to  the  influence  of  the  stars. 
The  Arabians  have  given  to  this  species  of  Amulets  the  name  of  Talismans, 
All  nations  have  been  fond  of  Amulets.     The  Jews  were  extremoJy  super* 
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round  bis  middle  was  a  white  apron,  marked  with  cabalis- 
tic characters  and  symbolical  figures.  He  desired  us  to 
join  hands,  and  to  observe  profound  silence;  above  all,  he 
ordered  us  not  to  ask  the  apparition  any  question.  He 
desired  the  Englishman  and  myself,  whom  he  seemed  to 
mistrust  the  most,  constantly  to  hold  two  naked  swords 
crossways,  an  inch  above  his  head,  as  long  as  the  conjura- 
tion should  last.  We  farmed  a  half  moon  round  him ;  the 
Eussian  officer  placed  himself  close  to  the  English  lord,  and 
was  the  nearest  to  the  altar.  The  sorcerer  stood  upon  the 
satin  carpet  with  his  face  turned  to  the  east.  He  sprinkled 
holy  water  in  the  direction  of  the  four  cardinal  points  of 
the  compass,  and  bowed  three  times  before  the  Bible.  The 
formula  of  the  conjuration,  of  which  we  did  not  understand  a 
word,  lasted  for  the  space  of  seven  or  eight  minutes ;  at  the 
end  of  which  he  made  a  sign  to  those  who  stood  close  behind 
to  seize  him  firmly  by  the  hair.  Amid  the  most  violent 
convulsions  he  called  the  deceased  three  times  by  his  name, 
and  the  third  time  he  stretched  forth  his  hand  towards  the 
crucifix. 

On  a  sudden  we  all  felt,  at  the  same  instant,  a  stroke  as  of 
a  flash  of  lightning,  so  powerful  that  it  obliged  us  to  quit  each 
other's  hands  ;  a  terrible  thunder  shook  the  house ;  the  locks 
jarred;  the  doors  creaked ;  the  cover  of  the  silver  box  fell  down, 
and  extinguished  the  light;  and  on  the  opposite  wall,  over 
the  chimney-piece,  appeared  a  human  figure,  in  a  bloody  shirt, 
with  the  paleness  of  death  on  its  countenance. 

"  Who  calls  me?"  said  a  hollow,  hardly  intelligible  voice. 

"  Thy  friend,"  answered  the  Sorcerer,  **  who  respects  thy 
memory,  and  prays  for  thy  soul." — He  named  the  prince. 

The  answers  of  the  apparition  were  always  given  at  very 
long  intervals. 

"  What  does  be  want  with  me?"  continued  the  voice. 

"  He  wants  to  hear  the  remainder  of  the  confession,  which 
thou  hadst  begun  to  impart  to  him  in  thy  dying  hour,  but 
did  not  finish." 

**  In  a  convent  on  the  frontiers  of  Flanders  lives  a ." 

Btitious  in  the  use  of  them  to  drive  away  diseases ;  and,  even  amongst  the 
Christians  of  the  early  times,  Amulets  were  made  of  the  wood  of  the  Cross, 
or  ribands,  with  a  text  of  Scripture  written  in  them,  as  preservatives  asrainst 
diseas^s^ 
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The  house  again  trembled;  a  dreadful  thunder  rolled;  a 
flash  of  lightning  illuminated  the  room ;  the  doors  flew  open, 
and  another  human  figure,  bloody  and  pale  as  the  first,  but 
more  terrible,  appeared  on  the  threshold.  The  spirit  in  the 
box  began  to  burn  again  by  itself,  and  the  hall  was  light  as 
before 

*' Who  is  amongst  us?''  exclaimed  the  Sorcerer,  terrified, 
casting  a  look  of  horror  on  the  assemblage ;  "I  did  not  want 
thee." — The  figure  advanced  with  noiseless  and  majestic  steps 
directly  up  to  the  altar,  stood  on  the  satin  carpet  over  against 
us,  and  touched  the  crucifix.  The  first  apparition  was  seen 
no  more. 

*'  Who  calls  me  ?''  a^manded  the  second  apparition. 

The  Sorcerer  began  to  tremble.  Terror  and  amazement 
kept  us  motionless  for  some  time. — I  seized  a  pistol.  The 
sorcerer  snatched  it  out  of  my  hand,  and  fired  it  at  the  ap- 
parition. The  ball  rolled  slowly  upon  the  altar,  and  the 
figure  emerged  unaltered  from  the  smoke.  The  Sorcerer  fell 
senseless  on  the  ground. 

"  What  is  this  ? "  exclaimed  the  Englishman,  in  astonish- 
ment, aiming  a  blow  at  the  ghost  with  a  sword.  The  figure 
touched  his  arm,  and  the  weapon  fell  to  the  ground.     The 

perspiration  stood  on  my  brow  with  horror. — Baron  F 

afterwards  confessed  to  me  that  he  had  prayed  silently. 

During  all  this  time  the  Prince  stood  fearless  and  tranquil, 
his  eyes  riveted  on  the  second  apparition.  "Yes,  I  know 
thee,"  said  he  at  length,  with  emotion;  *' Thou  art  Lanoy; 
thou  art  my  friend.     Whence  comest  thou?" 

"  Eternity  is  mute.     Ask  me  concerning  my  past  life." 

**Who  is  it  that  lives  in  the  convent  which  thou  meu- 
tionedst  to  me  in  thy  last  moments  ?  " 

*'  My  daughter." 

**  How?       Hast  thou  been  a  father?'' 

"  Woe  is  me  that  I  was  not ! " 

*'  Art  thou  not  happy,  Lanoy?'' 

**  God  has  judged." 

"  Can  I  render  thee  any  further  service  in  this  world?" 

*'  None,  but  to  think  of  thyself." 

*'  How  must  I  do  that?" 

'*  Thou  wilt  learn  at  Rome.*' 

The  thunder  again  rolled — a  black  cloud  of  smoke  filled 
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the  room ;  when  it  had  dispersed,  the  figure  was  no  longer 
\isible.  I  forced  oi)en  one  of  the  window  shutters.  It  was 
daylight. 

The  Sorcerer  now  recovered  from  his  swoon.  "Where 
are  we?"  asked  he,  seeing  the  daylight.  The  Russian 
officer  stood  close  behind  him,  and  looked  over  his  shoulder : 
**  Juggler ! "  said  he  to  him,  with  a  terrible  countenance, 
**  thou  shalt  summon  no  more  ghosts." 

The  Sicilian  turned  round,  looked  steadfastly  in  his  face, 
uttered  a  loud  shriek,  and  threw  himself  at  his  feet. 

We  looked  all  at  once  at  the  pretended  Russian.  The 
Prince  instantly  recognised  the  features  of  the  Armenian,  and 
the  words  he  was  about  to  utter  expired  on  his  tongue.  We 
were  all  as  it  were  petrified  with  fear  and  amazement.  Silent 
and  motionless,  our  eyes  were  fixed  on  this  mysterious  being, 
who  beheld  us  with  a  calm  but  penetrating  look  of  grandeur 
and  superiority.  A  minute  elapsed  in  this  awful  silence, 
another  succeeded ;  not  a  breath  was  to  be  heard. 

A  violent  battering  against  the  door  roused  us  at  last  from 
this  stupor.  The  door  fell  in  pieces  into  the  room,  and 
several  officers  of  justice,  with  a  guard,  rushed  in.  '*  Here 
they  are,  all  together!"  said  the  leader  to  his  followers — 
Then  addressing  himself  to  us — '*  In  the  name  of  the  govern- 
ment," continued  he,  "  I  arrest  you ! "  We  had  no  time  to 
recollect  ourselves ;  in  a  few  moments  we  were  surrounded. 
The  Russian  officer,  whom  I  shall  again  call  the  Armenian, 
took  the  chief  officer  aside,  and,  as  far  as  I  in  my  confusion 
could  notice,  I  observed  him  whisper  a  few  words  to  the  latter, 
and  show  him  a  written  paper.  The  officer,  bowing  respect- 
fully, immediately  quitted  him,  turned  to  us,  and,  taking  ofl 
his  hat,  said :  "  Gentlemen,  I  humbly  beg  your  pardon  for 
having  confounded  you  with  this  impostor,  I  shall  not  in- 
quire who  you  are,  as  this  gentleman  assures  me  you  are 
men  of  honour."  At  the  same  time  he  gave  his  companions 
a  sign  to  leave  us  at  liberty.  He  ordered  the  Sicilian  to  be 
bound  and  strictly  guarded.  "  The  fellow  is  ripe  for  punish- 
ment," added  he,  "we  have  been  searching  for  him  these 
seven  months." 

The  wretched  Sorcerer  was  really  an  object  of  pity.  The 
terror  caused  by  the  second  apparition,  and  by  this  unexpected 
arrest,  had  together  overpowered  his  senses     Helpless  as  a 
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child,  he  suffered  himself  to  be  bound  without  resistance. 
His  eyes  were  wide  open  and  immovable ;  his  face  was  pale 
as  death;  his  lips  quivered  convulsively,  but  he  was  unable 
to  utter  a  sound.  Every  moment  we  expected  he  would 
fall  into  a  fit.  The  Prince  was  moved  by  the  situation  in 
which  he  saw  him.  He  undertook  to  procure  his  discharge 
from  the  leader  of  the  police,  to  whom  he  discovered  his  rank. 
**  Do  you  knovv,  gracious  Prince,"  said  the  officer,  "  for  whom 
your  highness  is  so  generously  interceding!  The  juggling 
tricks  by  which  he  endeavoured  to  deceive  you  are  the  least 
of  his  crimes.  We  have  secured  his  accomplices ;  they  depose 
terrible  facts  against  him.  He  may  think  himself  fortunate 
if  he  is  only  punished  with  the  galleys." 

In  the  meantime  we  saw  the  inn -keeper  and  his  family  led 
bound  through  the  yard.  "  This  man  too  ?  "  said  the  Prince; 
"  and  what  is  his  crime?" "  He  was  his  comrade  and  ac- 
complice," answered  the  officer.  **  He  assisted  him  in  his 
deceptions  and  robberies,  and  shared  the  booty  with  him. 
Your  highness  shall  be  convinced  of  it  presently."  *'  Search 
the  house,"  continued  he,  turning  to  his  followers,  "and  bring 
me  immediate  notice  of  what  you  find." 

The  Prince  looked  around  for  the  Armenian,  but  he  had 
disappeared.  In  the  confusion  occasioned  by  the  arrival  of 
the  watch,  he  had  found  means  to  steal  away  unperceived. 
The  Prince  was  inconsolable ;  he  declared  he  would  send  all 
his  servants,  and  would  himself  go  in  search  of  this  mysterious 
man ;  and  he  wished  me  to  go  with  him.  I  hastened  to  the 
window;  the  house  was  surrounded  by  a  great  number  of  idlers, 
whom  the  account  of  this  event  had  attracted  to  the  spot.  It 
was  impossible  to  get  through  the  crowd.  I  represented  this 
to  the  Prince.  *'  If,"  said  I,  "  it  is  the  Armenian's  intention 
to  conceal  himself  from  us,  he  is  doubtless  better  acquainted 
with  th^  intricacies  of  the  place  than  we,  and  all  our  inquiries 
would  prove  fruitless.  Let  us  rather  remain  here  a  little 
longer,  gracious  prince,"  added  I.  *'  This  officer,  to  whom, 
if  I  observed  right,  he  discovered  himself,  may  perhaps  give 
us  some  information  respecting  him." 

We  now,  for  the  first  time,  recollected  that  we  were  stiii 
undressed.  We  hastened  to  the  other  pavilion,  and  put  on 
our  clothes  as  quickly  as  possible.  When  we  returned,  they 
had  finished  searching  the  house. 
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On  removing  the  altar,  and  some  of  the  boards  of  the  floor, 
a  spacious  vault  was  discovered.  It  was  high  enough,  for  a 
man  might  sit  upright  in  it  with  ease,  and  was  separated  from 
the  cellar  by  a  door  and  a  narrow  staircase.  In  this  vault 
they  found  an  electrical  machine,  a  clock,  and  a  little  silver 
bell,  which,  as  well  as  the  electrical  machine,  was  in  com- 
munication with  the  altar  and  the  crucifix  that  was  fastened 
upon  it.  A  hole  had  been  made  in  the  window  shutter,  op- 
posite the  chimney,  which  opened  and  shut  with  a  slide.  In 
this  hole,  as  we  learnt  afterwards,  was  fixed  a  magic  lanthorn, 
from  which  the  figure  of  the  ghost  had  been  reflected  on 
the  opposite  wall,  over  the  chimney.  From  the  garret  and 
the  cellar  they  brought  several  drums,  to  which  large  leaden 
bullets  were  fastened  by  strings;  these  had  probably  been 
used  to  imitate  the  roaring  of  thunder  which  we  had  heard. 

On  searching  the  Sicilian's  clothes,  they  found  in  a  case 
different  powders,  genuine  mercury  in  vials  and  boxes,  phos- 
phorus in  a  glass  bottle,  and  a  ring,  which  we  immediately 
knew  to  be  magnetic,  because  it  adhered  to  a  steel  button 
that  by  accident  had  been  placed  near  it.  In  his  coat  pockets 
were  found  a  rosary,  a  Jew's  beard,  a  dagger,  and  a  brace  of 
pocket-pistols.  "  Let  us  see  whether  they  are  loaded,"  said 
one  of  the  watch,  and  fired  up  the  chimney. 

"  Jesus  Maria !  "  cried  a  hollow  voice,  which  we  knew  to  be 
that  of  the  first  apparition,  and  at  the  same  instant  a  bleeding 
person  came  tumbling  down  the  chimney.  "  What !  not  yet 
laid,  poor  ghost?"  cried  the  Englishman,  while  we  started 
back  in  affright.  *'  Home  to  thy  grave.  Thou  hast  appeared 
what  thou  wert  not,  now  thou  wilt  become  what  thou  didst  but 
seem." 

**  Jesus  Maria!  I  am  wounded,"  repeated  the  man  in  the 
chimney.  The  ball  had  fractured  his  right  leg.  Care  was 
immediately  taken  to  have  the  wound  dressed. 

"But  who  art  thou,"  said  the  English  lord;  '*  and  what 
evil  spirit  brought  thee  here?" 

**  I  am  a  poor  mendicant  friar,"  answered  the  wounded  man; 
**  a  strange  gentleman  gave  me  a  zechin  to ." 

"  Repeat  a  speech.  And  why  didst  thou  not  withdraw  as 
soon  as  thy  task  was  finished?" — 

"  I  was  waiting  for  a  signal  which  we  had  agreed  on  to 
continue  my  speech ;  but,  as  this  signal  was  not  given,  I  was 
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endeavouring  to  get  away,  when  I  found  the  ladder  had  been 
removed  " — 

**  And  what  was  the  formula  he  taught  thee  ?" 

The  wounded  man  fainted  away;  nothing  more  could  be  got 
from  him.  In  the  mean  time  the  Prince  turned  towards  the 
principal  officer  of  the  w^atch,  giving  him  at  the  same  time 
some  pieces  of  gold;  **  You  have  rescued  us,"  said  he,  *'  from  the 
hands  of  an  impostor,  and  done  us  justice  without  even  know- 
ing who  we  were ;  would  you  increase  our  gratitude  by  telling 
us  the  name  of  the  stranger  who,  by  speaking  only  a  few  words, 
was  able  to  procure  us  our  liberty." 

*' Whom  do  you  mean?"  inquired  the  party  addressed, 
with  an  air  which  plainly  showed  that  the  question  was  use- 
less. 

"  The  gentleman  in  a  Eussian  uniform,  who  took  you  aside, 
showed  you  a  written  paper,  and  whispered  a  few  words,  in 
consequence  of  which  you  immediately  set  us  free." 

"  Do  not  you  know  the  gentleman  ?  Was  he  not  one  of 
your  company  ?  " 

"  No,"  answered  the  Prince ;  "  and  I  have  very  important 
reasons  for  wishing  to  be  more  intimately  acquainted  with 
him." 

**  I  know  very  little  of  him  myself.  Even  his  name  is 
unknown  to  me,  and  I  saw  him  to-day  for  the  first  time  in 
my  life." 

"  How?  And  was  he  in  so  short  a  time,  and  by  using 
only  a  few  words,  able  to  convince  you  both  of  our  innocence 
and  his  own  ?  " 

"  Undoubtedly,  with  a  single  word." — 

"  And  this  was  ? — I  confess  T  wish  to  know  it." 

"  This  stranger,  my  Prince ! "  said  the  officer,  weighing 
the  zechins  in  his  hand :  *'  You  have  been  too  generous  for 
me  to  make  a  secret  of  it  any  longer;  this  stranger  is  an 
officer  of  the  Inquisition." 

"  Of  the  Inquisition  ?     This  man  ?  " 

*'  He  is  indeed,  gracious  Prince.  I  was  convinced  of  it  by 
the  paper  which  he  showed  to  me." 

"  This  man,  did  you  say?     That  cannot  be." 

"  I  will  tell  your  highness  more.  It  was  upon  his  informa- 
tion that  I  have  been  sent  here  to  arrest  the  Sorcerer." 

We  looked  at  each  other  in  the  utmost  astonishment 
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'*  Now  we  know,"  said  the  English  lord,  at  length,  "why 
the  poor  devil  of  a  sorcerer  started  in  such  terror  when  ho 
looked  more  closely  into  his  face.  He  knew  him  to  be  a  spy, 
and  that  is  why  he  uttered  that  shriek,  and  fell  down  before 
him.'  — 

"  No ! "  interrupted  the  Prince.  *'  This  man  is  whatever  he 
wishes  to  be,  and  whatever  the  moment  requires  him  to  be. 
No  mortal  ever  knew  what  he  really  was.  Did  you  not  see 
the  knees  of  the  Sicilian  sink  under  him,  when  he  said,  with 
that  terrible  voice  :  Thou  shalt  summon  no  more  ghosts  ? 
There  is  something  inexplicable  in  this  matter.  No  person 
can  persuade  me  that  one  man  should  be  thus  alarmed  at  the 
sight  of  another." 

**  The  Sorcerer  himself  will  probably  explain  it  the  best," 
said  the  English  lord,  '*  if  that  gentleman,"  pointing  to  the 
officer,  "  will  afford  us  an  opportunity  of  speaking  with  his 
prisoner." 

The  officer  consented  to  it,  and,  having  agreed  with  the 
Englishman  to  visit  the  Sicilian  in  the  morning,  we  returned 
to  Venice  ^'^. 

Lord  Seymour  (this  was  the  name  of  the  Englishman) 
called  upon  us  very  early  in  the  forenoon,  and  was  soon 
after  followed  by  a  confidential  person  whom  the  officer  had 
intrusted  with  the  care  of  conducting  us  to  the  prison.  I  for- 
got to  mention  that  one  of  the  Prince's  domestics,  a  native  of 
Bremen,  who  had  served  him  many  years  with  the  strictest 
fidelity,  and  had  entirely  gained  his  confidence,  had  been 
missing  for  several  days.  Whether  he  had  met  with  any 
accident,  whether  he  had  been  kidnapped,  or  had  voluntarily 
absented  himself,  was  a  secret  to  every  one.  The  last  suppo- 
sition was  extremely  improbable,  as  his  conduct  had  always 
been  quiet  and  regular,  and  nobody  had  ever  found  fault  with 
him.     All  that  his  companions  could  recollect  was,  that  he 

*  Count  0 ,  whose  narrative  I  have  thus  far  literally  copied, 

describes  minutely  the  various  effects  of  this  adventure  upon  the  mind  of  the 
Prince,  and  of  his  companions,  and  recounts  a  variety  of  tales  of  apparitions, 
which  this  event  gave  occasion  to  introduce.  I  shall  omit  giving  them  to 
the  reader,  on  the  supposition  that  he  is  as  curious  as  myself  to  know  the 
conclusion  of  the  adventure,  and  its  effects  on  the  conduct  of  the  Prince, 
I  shall  only  add,  that  the  Prince  got  no  sleep  the  remainder  of  the  night, 
and  that  he  waited  with  impatience  for  the  moment  which  was  to  discloiS 
tills  incomprehensible  mystery. — Note  of  tie  German  Editor, 
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had  been  for  some  time  very  melancholy,  and  that,  whenever 
he  had  a  moment's  leisure,  he  used  to  visit  a  certain  monastery 
in  the  Giiidecca,  where  he  had  formed  an  acquaintance  with 
some  monks.  This  induced  us  to  suppose  that  he  might  have 
fallen  into  the  hands  of  the  priests,  and  had  been  persuaded 
to  turn  Catholic ;  and,  as  the  Prince  was  very  tolerant,  or  rather 
indifferent  about  matters  of  this  kind,  and  the  few  inquiries 
he  caused  to  be  made  proved  unsuccessful,  he  gave  up  the 
search.  He,  however,  regretted  the  loss  of  this  man,  who 
had  constantly  attended  him  in  his  campaigns,  had  always 
been  faithfully  attached  to  him,  and  whom  it  was  therefore 
difficult  to  replace  in  a  foreign  country.  The  very  same  day 
the  Prince's  banker,  whom  he  had  commissioned  to  provide 
him  with  another  servant,  was  announced  at  the  moment  we 
were  going  out.  He  presented  to  the  prince  a  middle-aged 
man,  well  dressed,  and  of  good  appearance,  who  had  been 
for  a  long  time  secretary  to  a  Procurator,  spoke  French,  and 
a  little  German,  and  was  besides  furnished  with  the  best 
recommendations.  The  Prince  was  pleased  with  the  man's 
physiognomy ;  and,  as  he  declared  that  he  would  be  satisfied 
with  such  wages  as  his  service  should  be  found  to  merit,  the 
Prince  engaged  him  immediately. 

We  found  the  Sicilian  in  a  private  prison,  where,  as  the 
officer  assured  us,  he  had  been  lodged  for  the  present,  to  ac- 
commodate the  Prince,  before  being  removed  to  the  lead  roofs, 
to  which  there  is  no  access.  These  lead  roofs  are  the  most 
terrible  prisons  in  Venice.  They  are  situated  on  the  top 
of  the  palace  of  St.  Mark,  and  the  miserable  criminals  suffer 
so  dreadfully  from  the  heat  of  the  leads,  occasioned  by  the 
burning  rays  of  the  sun  descending  directly  upon  them,  that 
they  frequently  become  delirious.  The  Sicilian  had  recovered 
from  his  yesterday's  terror,  and  rose  respectfully  on  seeing  the 
Prince  enter.  He  had  fetters  on  one  hand  and  one  leg,  but 
was  able  to  walk  about  the  room  at  liberty.  The  sentinel  at 
the  door  withdrew  as  soon  as  we  had  entered. 

'*  I  come,"  said  the  Prince,  "  to  request  an  explanation  of 
you  on  two  subjects.  You  owe  me  the  one,  and  it  shall  not 
be  to  your  disadvantage  if  you  grant  me  the  other." — 

"  My  part  is  now  acted,"  replied  the  Sicilian,  "  my  destiny 
is  in  your  hands." — 

"  Your  sincerity  alone  can  mitigate  your  punishment.'* — 

D    D 
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"  Speak,  honoured  Prince,  I  am  ready  to  answer  you. 
I  have  nothing  now  to  lose." — 

*'  You  showed  me  the  face  of  the  Armenian  in  a  looking- 
glass.     How  was  this  effected?" — 

*'  What  you  saw  was  no  looking-glass.    A  portrait  in  crayons 
behind  a  glass,  representing  a  man  in  an  Armenian  dress,  de- 
ceived you.     My  quickness,  the  twilight,  and  your  astonish 
ment  favoured  the  deception.     The  picture  itself  must  have 
been  found  among  the  other  things  seized  at  the  inn." — 

"  But  how  could  you  read  my  thoughts  so  accurately  as  to 
hit  upon  the  Armenian?" — 

"  This  was  not  difficult,  your  highness.  You  must  fre- 
quently have  mentioned  your  adventure  with  the  Armenian 
at  table  in  the  presence  of  your  domestics.  One  of  my  ac- 
complices accidentally  got  acquainted  with  one  of  your  do- 
mestics in  the  Giudecca,  and  learned  from  him  gradually  as 
much  as  I  wished  to  know." 

"  Where  is  this  man?"  asked  the  Prince;  ''  I  have  missed 
him,  and  doubtless  you  know  of  his  desertion." — 

"  I  swear  to  your  honour,  sir,  that  I  know  not  a  syllable 
about  it. — I  have  never  seen  him  myself,  nor  had  any  other' 
concern  with  him  than  the  one  before  mentioned." — 

"  Proceed  with  your  story,"  said  the  Prince. — 

**  By  this  means,  also,  I  received  the  first  information  of 
your  residence,  and  of  your  adventures  at  Venice ;  and  I  re- 
solved immediately  to  profit  by  them.  You  see.  Prince,  I  am 
sincere.  I  was  apprised  of  your  intended  excursion  on  the 
Brenta,  I  prepared  for  it,  and  a  ke}^  that  dropped  by  chance 
from  your  pocket  afforded  me  the  first  opportunity  of  trying 
my  art  upon  you." — 

"How!  Have  I  been  mistaken?  The  adventure  of  the 
key  was  then  a  trick  of  yours,  and  not  of  the  Armenian? 
You  say  this  key  fell  from  my  pocket  ?  " — 

"  You  accidentally  dropped  it  in  taking  out  your  purse,  and 
I  seized  an  opportunity,  when  no  one  noticed  me,  to  cover  it 
with  my  foot.  The  person  of  whom  you  bought  the  lottery- 
ticket  acted  in  concert  with  me.  He  caused  you  to  draw  it 
from  a  box  where  there  was  no  blank,  and  the  key  had  been 
in  the  snuff-box  long  before  it  came  into  your  possession." — 

**  I  understand  you.  And  the  monk  who  stopped  me  in  my 
wfij,  and  addressed  me  in  a  manner  so  solemn,  *  *  *  *  *."— r 
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"  Was  the  same  who,  as  I  hear,  has  been  wounded  in  tho 
chimney.     He  is  one  of  my  accomplices,  and  under  that  dis 
guise  has  rendered  me  many  important  services." — 

"  But  what  purpose  was  this  intended  to  answer?" — 

"  To  render  you  thoughtful ;  to  inspire  you  with  such  a 
train  of  ideas  as  should  be  favourable  to  the  wonders  I  in- 
tended afterwards  to  show  you." — 

'*  The  pantomimical  dance,  which  ended  in  a  manner  so  ex- 
traordinary, was  at  least  none  of  your  contrivance?" — 

**  I  had  taught  the  girl  who  represented  the  Queen.  Her 
performance  w^as  the  result  of  my  instructions.  I  supposed 
your  highness  would  not  be  a  little  astonished  to  find  yourself 
known  in  this  place,  and  (I  entreat  your  pardon,  Prince)  your 
adventure  with  the  Armenian  gave  me  reason  to  hope  that 
you  were  already  disposed  to  reject  natural  interpretations, 
and  to  attribute  so  marvellous  an  occurrence  to  supernatural 
agency." 

''  Indeed,"  exclaimed  the  Prince,  at  once  angry  and  amazed, 
and  casting  upon  me  a  significant  look ;  "  Indeed,  I  did  not 
expect  this."* 

"  But,"  continued  he  after  a  long  silence,  "  how  did  you 
produce  the  figure  which  appeared  on  the  wall  over  the 
chimney?" — 

*'  By  means  of  a  magic-lantern  that  w^as  fixed  in  the  oppo- 

*  Neither  did  probably  the  greater  number  of  my  readers.  The  circum- 
stance of  the  crown  deposited  at  the  feet  of  the  prince,  in  a  manner  so  solemn 
and  unexpected,  and  the  former  prediction  of  the  Armenian,  seem  so  natu- 
rally and  so  obviously  to  aim  at  the  same  object,  that  at  the  first  reading  of 
these  memoirs  I  immediately  remembered  the  deceitful  speech  of  the  Witches 
in  Macbeth : — 

"  Hail  to  thee,  Thane  of  Grlamis  ! 
All  hail,  Macbeth  !  that  shall  be  king  hereafter  ! " 
and  probably  the  same  thing  has  occurred  to  many  of  my  readers. 

When  a  certain  conviction  has  taken  hold  upon  a  man's  mind  in  a  solemn 
and  extraordinary  manner,  it  is  sure  to  follow,  that  all  subsequent  ideas, 
which  are  in  any  way  capable  of  being  associated  with  this  conviction,  should 
attach  themselves  to,  and  in  some  degree,  seem  to  be  consequent  upon  it.  The 
Sicilian  who  seems  to  have  had  no  other  motive  for  his  whole  scheme  than 
to  astonish  the  prince  by  showing  him  that  his  rank  was  discovered,  played, 
without  being  himself  aware  of  it,  the  very  game  which  most  furthered  the  vievv- 
of  the  Armenian  ;  but,  however  much  of  its  interest  this  adventure  will  lose, 
if  I  take  away  the  higher  motive  which  at  first  seemed  to  influence  these 
actions,  I  must  by  no  means  infringe  upon  historical  truth,  but  must  relate 
the  faiits  exactly  as  they  occurred. — Note  of  the  German  Editor, 
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site  window  shutter,  in  which  you  have  undoubtedly  observed 
an  opening." 

*'  But  how  did  it  happen  that  not  one  of  us  perceived  the 
lantern  ?  "  asked  Lord  Seymour. 

"  You  remember,  my  lord,  that  on  your  re-entering  the 
room,  it  was  darkened  by  a  thick  smoke  of  frankincense.  I  like- 
wise took  the  precaution  to  place  the  boards  which  had  been 
taken  up  from  the  floor  upright  against  the  wall  near  the 
wdndow.  By  these  means  I  prevented  the  shutter  from  imme-^ 
diately  attracting  observation.  Moreover,  the  lantern  remained 
covered  by  a  slide  until  you  had  taken  your  places,  and  there 
fvas  no  further  reason  to  apprehend  that  you  would  institute 
any  examination  of  the  saloon." 

"  As  I  looked  out  of  the  window  in  the  other  pavilion,'^ 
said  I,  "I  fancied  I  heard  a  noise  like  that  of  a  person  placing 
a  ladder  against  the  side  of  the  house.     Was  1  right  ?  " 

"  Exactly;  it  was  the  ladder  upon  which  my  assistant  stood 
to  direct  the  magic-lantern." — 

*' The  apparition,"  continued  the  Prince,  **  had  really  a 
superficial  likeness  to  my  deceased  friend,  and  what  was  parti- 
cularly striking,  his  hair,  which  was  of  a  very  light  colour,  was 
exactly  imitated.  Was  this  mere  chance,  or  how  did  you 
come  by  such  a  resemblance  ?" — 

"  Your  highness  must  recollect  that  you  had  at  table  a 
snuffbox  by  your  plate,  with  an  enamelled  portrait  of  an 
officer  in  a  ^^  ^'  ^^  uniform.  I  asked  whether  you  had  any- 
thing about  you  as  a  memento  of  your  friend,  and  as  your 
highness  answered  in  the  affirmative,  I  conjectured  that  it 
might  be  the  box.  I  had  attentively  examined  the  picture 
during  supper,  and  being  very  expert  in  drawing,  and  not 
less  happy  in  taking  likenesses,  I  had  no  difficulty  in  giving 
to  my  shade  the  superficial  resemblance  you  have  perceived, 
the  more  so  as  the  marquis's  features  are  very  marked." — 

**  But  the  figure  seemed  to  move  ?" — 

"  It  appeared  so,  yet  it  was  not  the  figure  that  moved, 
but  the  smoke  on  which  the  light  was  reflected." 

"  And  the  man  who  fell  down  in  the  chimney  spoke  for  the 
apparition  ?  " 

-  He  did." 

"  But  he  could  not  hear  your  questions  distinctly." — 

*'  There  was  no  occasion  for  it.     Your  highness  will  recol* 
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lect  that  I  cautioned  you  all  very  strictly  not  to  propose  any 
question  to  the  apparition  yourselves.  My  inquiries  and  his 
answers  were  preconcerted  between  us;  and,  that  no  mistake 
might  happen,  I  caused  him  to  speak  at  long  intervals,  which 
he  counted  by  the  beating  of  a  watch." 

"  You  ordered  the  innkeeper  carefully  to  extinguish  every 
fire  in  the  house  with  water;  this  was  undoubtedly " 

*'  To  save  the  man  in  the  chimney  from  the  danger  of  being 
suffocated ;  because  the  chimneys  in  the  house  communicate 
with  each  other,  and  I  did  not  think  myself  very  secure  from 
your  retinue." 

'•  How  did  it  happen,"  asked  Lord  Seymour,  "that  your 
ghost  appeared  neither  sooner  nor  later  than  you  wished  him?  " — 

"  The  ghost  was  in  the  room  for  some  time  before  I.  called 
him,  but,  while  the  room  was  lighted,  the  shade  was  too  faint 
to  be  perceived.  When  the  formula  of  the  conjuration  was 
finished,  I  caused  the  cover  of  the  box,  in  which  the  spirit 
was  burning,  to  drop  down,  the  saloon  was  darkened,  and  it 
w^as  not  till  then  that  the  figure  on  the  wall  could  be  distinctly 
seen,  although  it  had  been  reflected  there  a  considerable  time 
before."— 

'*  When  the  ghost  appeared,  we  all  felt  an  electric  shock. 
How  was  that  managed  ?  " 

*'  You  have  discovered  the  machine  under  the  altar.  You 
have  also  seen,  that  I  was  standing  upon  a  silk  carpet.  I 
directed  you  to  form  a  half  moon  around  me,  and  to  take  each 
other's  hands.  When  the  crisis  approached,  I  gave  a  sign  to 
one  of  you  to  seize  me  by  the  hair.  The  silver  crucifix  w-as 
the  conductor,  and  you  felt  the  electric  shock  when  I  touched 
it  with  my  hand." — 

'*  You   ordered   Count  0 and  myself,"  continued 

Lord  Seymour,  *'  to  hold  two  naked  swords  cross  ways  over 
your  head,  during  the  whole  time  of  the  conjuration?  for 
what  purpose?" 

"  For  no  other  than  to  engage  your  attention  during  the 
operation ;  because  I  distrusted  you  two  the  most.  You  re- 
member, that  I  expressly  commanded  you  to  hold  the  sword 
t)ne  inch  above  my  head ;  by  confining  you  exactly  to  this  dis* 
tance,  I  prevented  you  from  looking  where  I  did  not  wish  you. 
1  had  not  then  perceived  my  principal  enemy." — 
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"  I  own,"  cried  Lord  Seymour,  "  you  acted  with  due  pre* 
caution  ; — but  why  were  we  obliged  to  appear  undressed?" — 

''  Merely  to  give  a  greater  solemnity  to  the  scene,  and  to 
excite  your  imaginations  by  the  strangeness  of  the  proceeding." 

*'  The  second  apparition  prevented  your  ghost  from  speak- 
ing," said  the  Prince.  *'  What  should  we  have  learnt  from 
him?" 

"  Nearly  the  same  as  what  you  heard  afterwards.  It  was 
not  without  design  that  I  asked  your  highness  whether  you 
had  told  me  everything  that  the  deceased  communicated  to 
you,  and  whether  you  had  made  any  further  inquiries  on  this 
subject  in  his  country.  I  thought  this  was  necessary,  in  order 
to  prevent  the  deposition  of  the  ghost  from  being  contradicted 
by  facts  with  which  you  were  previously  acquainted.  Knowing 
likewise  that  every  man  in  his  youth  is  liable  to  error,  I 
inquired  whether  the  life  of  your  friend  had  been  irreproach- 
able, and  on  your  answer  I  founded  that  of  the  ghost." 

**  Your  explanation  of  this  matter  is  satisfactory,"  resumed 
the  Prince,  after  a  short  silence  ;  *'  but  there  remains  a  prin- 
cipal circumstance  which  I  must  ask  you  to  clear  up." 

"  If  it  be  in  my  power,  and " 

''  No  conditions !  Justice,  in  whose  hands  you  now  are, 
might  perhaps  not  interrogate  you  with  so  much  delicacy. 
Who  was  this  unknown  at  whose  feet  we  saw  you  fall  ?  What 
do  you  know  of  him  ?  How  did  you  get  acquainted  with  him  ? 
And  in  what  w^ay  was  he  connected  with  the  appearance  of  the 
second  apparition  ?" 

*'  Your  highness-^ ." 

"  On  looking  at  him  more  attentively,  you  gave  a  loud 
ecream,  and  fell  at  his  feet.  What  are  we  to  understand  by 
that?"— 

*'  This  man,  your  highness "     He  stopped,   grew 

visibly  perplexed,  and  with  an  embarrassed  countenance  looked 
around  him. — '*  Yes,  Prince,  by  all  that  is  sacred,  this  un- 
known is  a  terrible  being." — 

*'  What  do  you  know^  of  him  ?  What  connection  have  you 
with  him?     Do  not  hope  to  conceal  the  truth  from  us." 

**  I  shall  take  care  not  to  do  so; — for  who  will  warrant  th^t 
he  is  not  among  us  at  this  very  moment?" — 

*  Where  ?    Who  ?  "  exclaimed  we  altogether,     naif  amused. 
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ha  f  startled,  looking  about  the  room.     That  is  impossible." — • 

■•'  Oh  !  to  this  man,  or  whatever  he  may  be,  things  still  more 
incomprehensible  are  possible  ?  " 

*'  But  who  is  he  ?  Whence  comes  he  ?  Is  he  an  Armenian 
or  a  Russian  ?  Of  the  characters  he  assumes,  which  is  his 
real  one  ?  " — 

''  He  is  nothing  of  what  he  appears  to  be.  There  are  few 
conditions  or  countries  of  which  he  has  not  worn  the  mask. 
No  person  knows  who  he  is,  whence  he  comes,  or  whither  he 
goes.  That  he  has  been  for  a  long  time  in  Egypt,  as  many 
pretend,  and  that  he  has  brought  from  thence,  out  of  a  cata- 
comb, his  occult  sciences,  I  will  neither  affirm  nor  deny. 
Here  we  only  know  him  by  the  name  of  the  Incomprehensible, 
How  old,  for  instance,  do  you  suppose  he  is?" 

"  To  judge  from  his  appearance,  he  can  scarcely  have  passed 
forty."— 

*'  And  of  what  age  do  you  suppose  I  am  ?" — 

''  Not  far  from  fifty." 

*'  Quite  right ;  and  I  must  tell  you,  that  I  was  but  a  boy 
of  seventeen,  when  my  grandfather  spoke  to  me  of  this  mar- 
vellous man,  whom  he  had  seen  at  Famagusta ;  at  which  time 
he  appeared  nearly  of  the  same  age  as  he  does  at  present." — 

''  This  is  exaggerated,  ridiculous,  and  incredible." — 

''  By  no  means.  Were  I  not  prevented  by  these  fetters,  I 
could  produce  vouchers,  whose  dignity  and  respectability 
should  leave  you  no  room  for  doubt.  There  are  several  cre- 
dible persons,  who  remember  having  seen  him,  each  at  the 
same  time,  in  different  parts  of  the  globe.  No  sword  can 
wound,  no  poison  can  hurt,  no  fire  can  burn  him ;  no  vessel  in 
which  he  embarks  can  be  wrecked.  Time  itself  seems  to  lose 
its  power  over  him.  Years  do  not  affect  his  constitution,  nor 
age  whiten  his  hair.  Never  was  he  seen  to  take  any  food. 
Never  did  he  approach  a  woman.  No  sleep  closes  his  eyes. 
Of  the  twenty-four  hours  in  the  day,  there  is  only  one  which 
he  cannot  command ;  during  which  no  person  ever  saw  him, 
and  during  which  he  never  was  employed  in  any  terrestrial 
occupation." — 

'•  And  this  hour  is  ?" 

"  The  twelfth  in  the  night  When  the  clock  strikes  twelve 
ac  midnight  he  ceases  to  belong  to  the  living.  In  whatever 
place  he  is,  he  must  immediately  be  gone ,  whatever  business 
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he  is  engaged  in,  he  must  instantly  leave  it.  The  terrible 
sound  of  the  hour  of  midnight  tears  him  from  the  arms  of 
friendship,  wrests  him  from  the  altar,  and  would  drag  him 
away  even  in  the  agonies  of  death.  Whither  he  then  goes, 
or  what  he  is  then  engaged  in,  is  a  secret  to  every  one.  No 
person  ventures  to  interrogate,  still  less  to  follow  him.  His 
features,  at  this  dreadful  hour,  assume  a  sternness  of  expres- 
sion so  gloomy  and  terrifying,  that  no  person  has  courage  suf- 
ficient to  look  him  in  the  face,  or  to  speak  a  word  to  him. 
However  lively  the  conversation  may  have  been,  a  dead  silence 
immediately  succeeds  it,  and  all  around  wait  for  his  return  in 
respectful  silence,  without  venturing  to  quit  their  seats,  or  to 
open  the  door  through  which  he  has  passed." — 

"  Does  nothing  extraordinary  appear  in  his  person  when  he 
returns  ?  "  inquired  one  of  our  party. 

*'  Nothing,  except  that  he  seems  pale  and  exhausted,  like  a 
man  who  has  just  suffered  a  painful  operation,  or  received 
some  disastrous  intelligence.  Some  pretend  to  have  seen 
drops  of  blood  on  his  linen,  but  with  what  degree  of  veracity 
I  cannot  affirm." — 

"  Did  no  person  ever  attempt  to  conceal  the  approach  of 
this  hour  from  him,  or  endeavour  to  preoccupy  his  mind  in 
such  a  manner  as  to  make  him  forget  it  ?" — 

*'  Once  only,  it  is  said,  he  missed  the  appointed  time.  The 
company  was  numerous  and  remained  together  late  in  the 
night.  All  the  clocks  and  watches  were  purposely  set  wrong, 
and  the  warmth  of  conversation  carried  him  away.  When 
the  stated  hour  arrived,  he  suddenly  became  silent,  and  motion- 
less ;  his  limbs  continued  in  the  position  in  which  this  instant 
had  arrested  them ;  his  eyes  were  fixed ;  his  pulse  ceased  to 
beat.  All  the  means  employed  to  awake  him  proved  fruitless, 
and  this  situation  endured  till  the  hour  had  elapsed.  He 
then  revived  on  a  sudden  without  any  assistance,  opened  his 
eyes,  and  reassumed  his  speech  at  the  very  syllable  which  he 
was  pronouncing  at  the  moment  of  interruption.  The  general 
consternation  discovered  to  him  what  had  happened,  and  he 
declared,  with  an  awful  solemnity,  that  they  ought  to  think 
themselves  happy  in  having  escaped  with  the  fright  alone. 
The  same  night  he  quitted  for  ever  the  city  where  this  circum- 
stance had  occurred.  The  common  opinion  is  that  during 
this  mysterious  hour  he  converses  with  his  genius.     Some 


THE    GHOST-SKER.  407 

oven  suppose  him  to  be  one  of  the  departed,  who  is  allowed  to 
pass  twenty-three  hours  of  the  day  among  the  living,  and  that 
in  the  twenty-fourth  his  soul  is  obliged  to  return  to  the  infernal 
regions,  to  suffer  its  punishment.  Some  believe  him  to  be 
the  famous  Ajpolloniiis  of  Tyana ;  and  others,  the  disciple  of 
John,  of  whom  it  is  said — he  shall  remain  until  the  last  judg- 
ment ^ — 

"  A  character  so  wonderful,"  replied  the  Prince,  "  cannot 
fail  to  give  rise  to  whimsical  conjectures.  But  all  this  j^ou 
profess  to  know  only  by  hearsay,  and  yet  his  behaviour  to  you, 
and  yours  to  him,  seemed  to  indicate  a  more  intimate  acquaint- 
ance. Is  it  not  founded  upon  some  particular  event  in  which 
you  have  yourself  been  concerned  ?     Conceal  nothing  from  us." 

The  Sicilian  looked  at  us  doubtingly  and  remained  silent. 

"  If  it  concerns  something,"  continued  the  Prince,  "that 
you  do  not  wish  to  be  made  known,  I  promise  you,  in  the 
name  of  these  two  gentlemen,  the  most  inviolable  secresy. 
But  speak  candidly  and  without  reserve." — 

*'  Could  I  hope,"  answered  the  prisoner  after  a  long  silence, 
"  that  you  would  not  make  use  of  what  I  am  going  to  relate 
as  evidence  against  me,  I  would  tell  you  a  remarkable  adven- 
ture of  this  Armenian,  of  which  I  myself  was  witness,  and 
which  will  leave  you  no  doubt  of  his  supernatural  powers. 
But  I  beg  leave  to  conceal  some  of  the  names." 

"  Cannot  you  do  it  without  this  condition  ?" 

*'  No,  your  highness.  There  is  a  family  concerned  in  it, 
whom  I  have  reason  to  respect." 

"  Let  us  hear  your  story." 

"  It  is  about  five  years  ago,"  began  the  Sicilian,  **  that  at 
Naples,  where  I  was  practising  my  art  with  tolerable  success, 
I  became  acquainted  with  a  person  of  the  name  of  Lorenzo 

del  M Chevalier  of  the  order  of  St.    Stephen,   a 

young  and  rich  nobleman,  of  one  of  the  first  families  in  the 
kingdom,  who  loaded  me  with  kindnesses,  and  seemed  to  have 
a  great  esteem  for  my  occult  knowledge.  He  told  me  that 
the  Marquis  del  M  ^^^  '^-  nte,  his  father,  was  a  zealous  admirer 
of  the  Cabala,  and  would  think  himself  happy  in  having  a 
philosopher  like  myself  (for  such  he  was  pleased  to  call  me) 
under  his  roof.  The  marquis  lived  in  one  of  his  country 
seats  on  the  sea  shore,  about  seven  miles  from  Naples.  Thero, 
almost  entirely  secluded  from  the  world,  he  bewailed  the  IoinI' 
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of  a  beloved  son,  of  whom  he  had  been  deprived  by  a  terrible 
calamity.  The  Chevalier  gave  me  to  understand,  that  he  and 
his  family  might  perhaps  have  occasion  to  employ  me  on  a 
matter  of  the  most  grave  importance,  in  tlie  hope  of  gaining 
through  my  secret  science  some  information,  to  procure 
which  all  natural  means  had  been  tried  in  vain.  He  added,  with 
a  very  significant  look,  that  he  himself  might,  perhaps  at  some 
future  period,  have  reason  to  look  upon  me  as  the  restorer  of 
his  tranquillity,  and  of  all  his  earthly  happiness.  The  affair 
was  as  follows : — 

"  This  Lorenzo  was  the  younger  son  of  the  marquis,  and  for 
that  reason  had  been  destined  for  the  church ;  the  family 
estates  were  to  descend  to  the  eldest.  Jeronymo,  which  was^ 
the  name  of  the  latter,  had  spent  many  years  on  his  travels, 
and  had  returned  to  his  country  about  seven  years  prior  to  the 
event,  which  I  am  about  to  relate,  in  order  to  celebrate  his 
marriage  with  the  only  daughter  of  the  neighbouring  Count 
C^^^tti.  This  marriage  had  been  determined  on  by  the 
parents  during  the  infancy  of  the  children,  in  order  to  unite 
the  large  fortunes  of  the  two  houses.  But  though  this  agree- 
ment was  made  by  the  two  families,  without  consulting  the 
hearts  of  the  parties  concerned,  the  latter  had  mutually 
pledged  their  faith  to  each  other  in  secret.  Jeronymo  del 
M  .  .  .  and  Antonia  C  .  .  .  .  had  been  brought  up  together, 
and  the  little  constraint  imposed  on  two  children,  whom  their 
parents  were  already  accustomed  to  regard  as  destined  for 
each  other,  soon  produced  between  them  a  connection  of  the 
tenderest  kind ;  the  congeniality  of  their  tempers  cemented 
this  intimacy;  and  in  later  years  it  ripened  insensibly  into 
love.  An  absence  of  four  years,  far  from  cooling  this  passion, 
had  only  served  to  inflame  it;  and  Jeronymo  returned  to  the 
arms  of  his  intended  bride,  as  faithful  and  as  ardent  as  if  they 
had  never  been  separated. 

**  The  raptures  occasioned  by  his  return  had  not  yet  sub- 
sided, and  the  preparations  for  the  happy  day  were  advancing 
with  the  utmost  zeal  and  activity,  when  the  bridegroom  dis- 
appeared. He  used  frequently  to  pass  whole  afternoons  in  a 
summer-house  which  commanded  a  prospect  of  the  sea,  and 
was  accustomed  to  take  the  diversion  of  sailing  on  the  water. 
One  day,  on  an  evening  spent  in  this  manner,  it  was  observea 
that  he  remained  absent  a  much  longer  time  than  usual,  ancJ 
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his  friends  began  to  be  very  uneasy  on  liis  account.  Messen- 
gers were  despatched  after  him,  vessels  were  sent  to  sea  in 
quest  of  him ;  no  person  had  seen  him.  None  of  his  servants 
were  missed ;  he  must,  therefore,  have  gone  alone. — Night 
came  on,  and  he  did  not  appear.  The  next  morning  dawned; 
the  day  passed,  the  evening  succeeded ;  Jeronymo  came  not. 
Already  they  had  begun  to  give  themselves  up  to  the  most 
melancholy  conjectures,  when  the  news  arrived,  that  an; 
Algerine  pirate  had  landed  the  preceding  day  on  that  coast, 
and  carried  off  several  of  the  inhabitants.  Two  galleys,  which 
were  ready  for  sea,  were  immediately  manned ;  the  old  mar- 
quis himself  embarked  in  one  of  them,  to  attempt  the  deliver- 
ance of  his  son  at  the  peril  of  his  own  life.  On  the  third 
morning  they  perceived  the  corsair.  They  had  the  advantage 
of  the  wind  ;  they  were  just  about  to  overtake  the  pirate,  and 
had  even  approached  so  near  that  Lorenzo,  who  was  in  one 
of  the  galleys,  fancied  that  he  saw,  upon  the  deck  of  the 
adversary's  ship,  a  signal  made  by  his  brother,  when  a  sudden 
storm  separated  the  vessels.  Hardly  could  the  damaged 
galleys  sustain  the  fury  of  the  tempest.  The  pirate,  in  the 
mean  time  had  disappeared,  and  the  distressed  state  of  the 
other  vessels  obliged  them  to  land  at  Malta.  The  affliction 
of  the  family  knew  no  bounds.  The  distracted  old  marquis 
tore  his  grey  hairs  in  the  utmost  violence  of  grief;  and  fears 
were  entertained  for  the  life  of  the  young  countess.  Five 
years  were  consumed  in  fruitless  inquiries.  Diligent  search 
was  made  along  all  the  coast  of  Barbary ;  immense  sums  were 
offered  for  the  ransom  of  the  young  marquis,  but  no  person 
came  forward  to  claim  them.  The  only  probable  conjecture 
which  remained  for  the  family  to  form  was,  that  the  same 
storm  which  had  separated  the  galleys  from  the  pirate  had 
destroyed  the  latter,  and  that  the  whole  ship's  company  had^ 
perished  in  the  waves. 

''But,  however  this  supposition  might  be,  it  did  not  by  any 
means  amount  to  a  certainty,  and  could  not  authorise  the 
family  altogether  to  renounce  the  hope  that  the  lost  Jeronymo 
might  again  appear.  In  case,  however,  that  he  was  really 
dead,  either  the  family  must  become  extinct,  or  the  younger 
son  must  relinquish  the  church,  and  assume  the  rights  of  the 
elder.  As  justice,  on  the  one  hand,  seemed  to  oppose  tho 
latter  measure,  so,  on  the  other  hand,  the  necessity  of  pro 
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perving  the  family  from  annihilation  required  that  the  scruple 
should  not  be  carried  too  far.  In  the  mean  time,  through 
grief,  and  the  infirmities  of  age,  the  old  marquis  was  fast 
jc.inking  to  his  grave ;  every  unsuccessful  attempt  diminished 
the  hope  of  finding  his  lost  son ;  he  saw  the  danger  of  his 
family's  becoming  extinct,  which  might  be  obviated  by  a 
trifling  injustice  on  his  part,  in  consenting  to  favour  his 
younger  son  at  the  expense  of  the  elder.  The  consummation 
of  his  alliance  with  the  house  of  Count  C  *  *  *  tti  required 
only  that  a  name  should  be  changed,  for  the  object  of  the  two 
families  was  equally  accomplished,  whether  Antonia  became 
the  wife  of  Lorenzo  or  of  Jeronymo.  The  faint  probability 
of  the  latter's  appearing  again,  weighed  but  little  against  the 
certain  and  pressing  danger  of  the  total  extinction  of  the 
family,  and  the  old  marquis,  who  felt  the  approach  of  death 
every  day  more  and  more,  ardently  wished  at  least  to  die  free 
from  this  inquietude. 

*'  Lorenzo,  however,  who  was  to  be  principally  benefited  by 
this  measure,  opposed  it  with  the  greatest  obstinacy.  Alike 
unmoved  by  the  allurements  of  an  immense  fortune,  and  the 
attractions  of  the  beautiful  and  accomplished  being  whom  his 
family  were  about  to  deliver  into  his  arms,  he  refused,  on 
principles  the  most  generous  and  conscientious,  to  invade  the 
rights  of  a  brother,  who  perhaps  was  still  alive,  and  might 
some  day  return  to  claim  his  own.  *  Is  not  the  lot  of  my  dear 
Jeronymo,'  said  he,  *  made  sufficiently  miserable  by  the  horrors 
of  a  long  captivity,  that  I  should  yet  add  bitterness  to  his  cup 
of  grief  by  stealing  from  him  all  that  he  holds  most  dear? 
With  what  conscience  could  I  supplicate  heaven  for  his  return, 
when  his  wife  is  in  my  arms  ?  With  what  countenance  could 
I  hasten  to  meet  him,  should  he  at  last  be  restored  to  us  by 
some  miracle  ?  And  even  supposing  that  he  is  torn  from  us 
for  ever,  how  can  we  better  honour  his  memory  than  by  keep- 
ing constantly  open  the  chasm  which  his  death  has  caused  in 
our  circle  ?  Can  we  better  show  our  respect  to  him  than  by 
sacrificing  our  dearest  hopes  upon  his  tomb,  and  keeping  un- 
touched, as  a  sacred  deposit,  what  was  peculiarly  his  own  ? ' 

"  But  all  the  arguments  which  fraternal  delicacy  could  ad- 
•duce  were  insufficient  to  reconcile  the  old  marquis  to  the  idea 
.of  being  obliged  to  witness  the  extinction  of  a  pedigree  which 
jQine  centuries  had  beheld  flourishing.      All  that  Lorenzo 
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could  obtain  was  a  respite  of  two  years  before  leading  tho 
affianced  bride  of  his  brother  to  the  altar.  During  this  period 
they  continued  their  inquiries  with  the  utmost  diligence. 
Lorenzo  himself  made  several  voyages,  and  exposed  his  person 
to  many  dangers.  No  trouble,  no  expense  was  spared  to  re- 
cover the  lost  Jeronymo.  These  two  years,  however,  like 
those  which  preceded  them,  were  consumed  in  vain." — 

"And  the  Countess  Antonia?"  said  the  Prince.  "You 
tell  us  nothing  of  her.  Could  she  so  calmly  submit  to  her 
fate?     I  cannot  suppose  it." — 

**  Antonia,"  answered  the  Sicilian,  ''  experienced  the  most 
violent  struggle  between  duty  and  inclination,  between  hate 
and  admiration.  The  disinterested  generosity  of  a  brother's 
love  affected  her ;  she  felt  herself  forced  to  esteem  a  person 
whom  she  could  never  love.  Her  heart  was  torn  by  conflicting 
sentiments.  But  her  repugnance  to  the  chevalier  seemed  to 
increase  in  the  same  degree  as  his  claims  upon  her  esteem 
augmented.  Lorenzo  perceived  with  heartfelt  sorrow  the 
grief  that  consumed  her  youth.  A  tender  compassion  insen- 
sibly assumed  the  place  of  that  indifference  with  which,  till 
then,  he  had  been  accustomed  to  regard  her;  but  this  treach- 
erous sentiment  quickly  deceived  him,  and  an  ungovernable 
passion  began  by  degrees  to  shake  the  steadiness  of  his  virtue 
— a  virtue  which,  till  then,  had  been  unequalled. 

"  He,  however,  still  obeyed  the  dictates  of  generosity, 
though  at  the  expense  of  his  love.  By  his  efforts  alone  was  the 
unfortunate  victim  protected  against  the  arbitrary  proceedings 
of  the  rest  of  the  family.  But  his  endeavours  were  ineffec- 
tual. Every  victory  he  gained  over  his  passion  rendered  him 
more  worthy  of  Antonia;  and  the  disinterestedness  with 
which  he  refused  her,  left  her  no  excuse  for  resistance. 

*'  This  was  the  state  of  affairs  when  the  chevalier  engaged 
me  to  visit  him  at  his  father's  villa.  The  earnest  recom- 
mendation of  my  patron  procured  me  a  reception  which  ex- 
ceeded my  most  sanguine  hopes.  I  must  not  forget  to  men- 
tion, that  by  some  remarkable  operations,  I  had  previously 
rendered  my  name  famous  in  different  lodges  of  Free- 
masons, which  circumstance  may,  perhaps,  have  contributed  to 
strengthen  the  old  marquis's  confidence  in  me,  and  to  heighten 
his  expectations.  I  beg  you  will  excuse  me  from  describing 
particularly  the  lengths  I  went  with  him,   and  the  means 
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which  I  employed ;  you  may  judge  of  them  from  what  I  have 
already  confessed   to  you.      Profiting   by  the  mystic  books 
which  I  found  in  his  very  extensive  library,  I  was  soon  able 
to  converse  with  him  in  his  own  language,  and  to  adorn  my 
system  of  the  invisible  world  with  the  most  extraordinary 
inventions.     In  a  short  time  I  could  make  him  believe  what- 
ever I  pleased,  and  he  would  have  sworn  as  readily  as  upon 
an  article  in  the  canon.     Moreover,  as  he  was  very  devout, 
and  was  by  nature  somewhat  credulous,  my  fables  received 
credence  the  more  readily,  and  in  a  short  time  I  had  so  com- 
pletely surrounded  and  hemmed  him  in  with  mystery,  that  he 
cared  for  nothing  that  was  not  supernatural.   In  short  I  became 
the  patron  saint  of  the  house.     The  usual  subject  of  my 
lectures  was  the  exaltation  of  human  nature,  and  the  inter- 
course   of  men  with   superior   beings ;  the  infallible  Count 
Gabalis  -''  w^as  my  oracle.     The  young  countess,  whose  mind 
since  the  loss  of  her  lover  had  been  more  occupied  in  the 
world  of  spirits  than  in  that  of  nature,  and  who  had,  more- 
over, a  strong  shade  of  melancholy  in  her  composition,  caught 
my  hints  mth  a  fearful  satisfaction.     Even  the  servants  con- 
trived to  have  some  business  in  the  room  when  I  was  speaking, 
and  seizing  now  and  then  one  of  my  expressions,  joined  the 
fragments  together  in  their  own  way. 

"  Two  months  were  passed  in  this  manner  at  the  Marquis's 
villa,  when  the  chevalier  one  morning  entered  my  apartment. 
A  deep  sorrow  w^as  painted  on  his  countenance,  his  features 
were  convulsed,  he  threw  himself  into  a  chair,  with  gestures 
of  despair. 

*' '  Captain,'  said  he,  *  it  is  all  over  with  me,  I  must  begone ; 
I  can  remain  here  no  longer.' 

'*  *  What  is  the  matter,  chevalier?     What  ails  you  T 

"• '  Oh !  this  fatal  passion  ! '  said  he,  starting  frantically 
from  his  chair.  *  I  have  combated  it  like  a  man  ;  I  can  re- 
sist no  longer.' 

*'  And  whose  fault  is  it  but  yours,  my  dear  chevalier?  Are 
they  not  all  in  your  favour  ?     Your  father,  your  relations' — 

"  *  My  father,  my  relations  !  What  are  they  to  me  ?  I  want 
not  a  forced  union,  but  one  of  inclination.     Have  not  I  a  rival? 

*  A  mystical  work  of  that  title,  written  in  French  in  1670,  by  the  Abbe 
de  Villars,  and  translated  into  English  in  1680.  Pope  is  said  to  have  b(Uf 
rowed  from  it  the  machinery  of  his  Kape  of  the  Lock. — H.  Gr.  B. 
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Alas  I  and  what  a  rival !  Perhaps  among  the  dead !  Oh  !  let 
me  go !  Let  me  go  to  the  end  of  the  vv^orld, — I  must  find 
my  brother.' — 

"  '  What !  after  so  many  unsuccessful  attempts,  can  you  still 
cherish  hope  ? ' — 

"  *  Hope ! '  replied  the  chevalier,  *  Alas,  no !  It  has  long  since 
vanished  from  my  heart,  but  it  has  not  from  her's.  Of  what  con 
sequence  are  my  sentiments  ?  Can  I  be  happy  while  there  re 
mains  a  gleam  of  hope  in  Antonia's  heart  ?  Two  words,  my 
friend,  would  end  my  torments.  But  it  is  in  vain.  My  destiny 
must  continue  to  be  miserable  till  eternity  shall  break  its 
long  silence,  and  the  grave  shall  speak  in  my  behalf.' — 

'*  '  Is  it  then  a  state  of  certainty  that  would  render  you 
happy?'— 

"  '  Happy !  Alas !  I  doubt  whether  I  can  ever  again  be 
happy.  But  uncertainty  is  of  all  others  the  most  dreadful 
pain.' — 

**  After  a  short  interval  of  silence,  he  suppressed  his  emo- 
tion, and  continued  mournfully : — '  If  he  could  but  see  my 
torments !  Surely  a  constancy  which  renders  his  brother 
miserable  cannot  add  to  his  happiness  !  Can  it  be  just  that 
the  living  should  suffer  so  much  for  the  sake  of  the  dead,  who 
can  no  longer  enjoy  earthly  felicity.  If  he  knew  the  pangs  I 
suffer,'  continued  he,  hidmg  his  face  on  my  shoulder,  while 
the  tears  streamed  from  his  eyes,  *  yes,  perhaps  he  himself 
would  conduct  her  to  my  arms.' — 

*'  '  But  is  there  no  possibility  of  gratifying  your  wishes?' — 

"  He  started. — *  What  do  you  say,  my  friend?' — 

*'  *  Less  important  occasions  than  the  present,'  said  I,  *  have 
disturbed  the  repose  of  the  dead  for  the  sake  of  the  living.  Is 
not  the  whole  earthly  happiness  of  a  man,  of  a  brother * 

'*  *  The  whole  earthly  happiness !  Ah !  my  friend,  I  feel 
what  you  say  is  but  too  true — my  entire  felicity. — ' 

**  *  And  the  tranquillity  of  a  distressed  family,  are  not  these 
sufficient  to  justify  such  a  measure?  Undoubtedly.  If  any 
sublunary  concern  can  authorise  us  to  interrupt  the  peace  of 
the  blessed,  to  make  use  of  a  power ' 

"  *  For  God's  sake,  my  friend ! '  said  he,  interrupting  me,  'no 
more  of  this.  Once,  I  avow  it,  I  had  such  a  thought;  I  think 
I  mentioned  it  to  you ;  but  I  have  long  since  rejected  it  a^ 
horrid  «.ud  abominable.' — 
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"  You  will  have  conjectured  already,"  continued  the  Sicilian, 
**  to  what  this  conversation  led  us.  I  endeavoured  to  overcome 
the  scruples  of  the  chevalier,  and  at  last  succeeded.  We  re- 
solved to  summon  the  spirit  of  the  deceased  Jeronymo.  I  only 
stipulated  for  the  delay  of  a  fortnight,  in  order,  as  I  pretended, 
to  prepare  myself  in  a  suitable  manner  for  so  solemn  an  act. 
The  time  being  expired,  and  my  machinery  in  readiness,  I 
took  advantage  of  a  very  gloomy  day,  when  we  were  all  assem- 
bled as  usual,  to  obtain  the  consent  of  the  family,  or  rather, 
gradually  to  lead  them  to  the  subject,  so  that  they  themselves 
requested  it  of  me.  The  most  difficult  part  of  the  task  was 
to  obtain  the  approbation  of  Antonia,  whose  presence  was 
most  essential.  My  endeavours  were,  however,  greatly  as- 
sisted  by  the  melancholy  turn  of  her  mind,  and  perhaps  still 
more  so  by  a  faint  hope  that  Jeronymo  might  still  be  living, 
and  therefore  would  not  appear.  A  want  of  confidence  in  the 
thing  itself,  or  a  doubt  of  my  ability,  was  the  only  obstacle 
which  I  had  not  to  contend  with. 

"  Having  obtained  the  consent  of  the  family,  the  third  day 
was  fixed  on  for  the  operation.  I  prepared  them  for  the 
solemn  transaction  by  mystical  instruction,  by  fasting,  soli- 
tude, and  prayers,  which  I  ordered  to  be  continued  till  late  in 
the  night.  Much  use  was  also  made  of  a  certain  musical  in- 
strument, unknown  till  that  time,  and  which,  in  such  cases, 
has  often  been  found  very  powerful.  The  efi'ect  of  these  arti- 
fices was  so  much  beyond  my  expectation,  that  the  enthu- 
siasm  to  which  on  this  occasion  I  was  obliged  to  force  my- 
self, was  infinitely  heightened  by  that  of  my  audience.  The 
anxiously  expected  hour  at  last  arrived." 

*'  I  guess,"  said  the  Prince,  "whom  you  are  now  going  to 
introduce.     But  go  on,  go  on." 

*'  No,  your  highness.  The  incantation  succeeded  according 
to  my  wishes." 

*'How?     Where  is  the  Armenian  ?" — 

*'  Do  not  fear,  your  highness.  He  will  appear  but  too  soon. 
I  omit  the  description  of  the  farce  itself,  as  it  would  lead  me 
to  too  great  a  length.  Be  it  sufficient  to  say,  that  it  answered 
my  utmost  expectations.  The  old  marquis,  the  young  countess, 
her  mother,  Lorenzo,  and  a  few  others  of  the  family,  were 
present.  You  may  imagine  that  during  my  long  residence  in 
this  house,  I  had  not  wanted  opportunities  of  gathering  in- 
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formation  respecting  everything  that  concerned  the  deceased.— 
Several  portraits  of  him  enabled  me  to  give  the  apparition  the 
most  striking  likeness,  and  as  T  suffered  the  ghost  to  speak 
only  by  signs,  the  sound  of  his  voice  could  excite  no  suspicion. 

"  The  departed  Jeronymo  appeared  in  the  dress  of  a 
Moorish  slave,  with  a  deep  wound  in  his  neck. — You  observe 
that  in  this  respect  I  was  counteracting  the  general  supposi 
tion  that  he  had  perished  in  the  Avaves,  for  I  had  reason  to 
hope  that  the  unexpectedness  of  this  circumstance  would 
heighten  their  belief  in  the  apparition  itself,  while,  on  tho 
other  hand,  nothing  appeared  to  me  more  dangerous  than  to 
keep  too  strictly  to  what  was  natural." — 

''  I  think  you  judged  rightly,"  said  the  Prince.  *'  In  what 
ever  respects  apparitions,  the  most  probable  is  the  least  ac 
ceptable.  If  their  communications  are  easily  comprehended, 
we  undervalue  the  channel  by  which  they  are  obtained. — Nay, 
we  even  suspect  the  reality  of  the  miracle,  if  the  discoveries 
which  it  brings  to  light  are  such  as  might  easily  have  been 
imagined. — Why  should  we  disturb  the  repose  of  a  spirit,  if 
it  is  to  inform  us  of  nothing  more  than  the  ordinary  powers 
of  the  intellect  are  capable  of  teaching  us  ?  But,  on  the  other 
hand,  if  the  intelligence  which  we  receive  is  extraordinary  and 
unexpected,  it  confirms  in  some  degree  the  miracle  by  which 
it  is  obtained ;  for  who  can  doubt  an  operation  to  be  super- 
natural, when  its  effect  could  not  be  produced  by  natural 
means? — I  interrupt  you,"  added  the  Prince.  "  Proceed  in 
your  narrative." — 

*'  I  asked  the  ghost  w^hether  there  was  anything  in  this 
world  which  he  still  considered  as  his  own,"  continued  the 
Sicilian,  *'  and  whether  he  had  left  anything  behind  that 
was  particularly  dear  to  him?  The  ghost  shook  his  head 
three  times,  and  lifted  up  his  hand  towards  heaven.  Previous 
to  his  retiring  he  dropped  a  ring  from  his  finger,  which  was 
found  on  the  floor  after  he  had  disappeared.  Antonia  took 
it,  and  looking  at  it  attentively,  she  knew  it  to  be  the  ring  she 
had  given  her  intended  husband  on  their  betrothal." — 

*'  The  ring!"  exclaimed  the  Prince,  surprised.  "  How  did 
you  get  it  ?" 

**  Who  ? — I ! — It  was  not  the  true  one,  your  highness ! — I 
got  it! — It  w^as  only  a  counterfeit." — 

"  A  counterfeit!"  repeated  the  Prince.    *'  But  in  order  t© 
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counterfeit  you  required  the  true  one.     How  did  you  come  by 
it?     Surely  the  deceased  never  went  without  it." 

*'  That  is  true,"  replied  the  Sicilian,  with  symptoms  of  con- 
fusion. '*  But  from  a  description  which  was  given  me  of  the 
genuine  ring — " 

*'  A  description  which  was  given  you !     By  whom  ?" 

"  Long  before  that  time.  It  was  a  plain  gold  ring,  and  had, 
I  believe,  the  name  of  the  young  countess  engraved  on  it. 
But  you  made  me  lose  the  connexion." — 

*'  What  happened  farther?"  said  the  Prince,  with  a  very 
dissatisfied  countenance.- — 

*'  The  family  felt  convinced  that  Jeronymo  was  no  more. 
From  that  day  forward  they  publicly  announced  his  death, 
and  went  into  mourning.  The  circumstance  of  the  ring  left 
no  doubt  even  in  the  mind  of  Antonia,  and  added  a  consider- 
able weight  to  the  addresses  of  the  chevalier. 

**  In  the  mean  time,  the  violent  shock  which  the  young 
countess  had  received  from  the  sight  of  the  apparition,  brought 
on  her  a  disorder  so  dangerous,  that  the  hopes  of  Lorenzo 
were  very  near  being  destroyed  for  ever.  On  her  recovery  she 
insisted  upon  taking  the  veil ;  and  it  was  only  at  the  most 
serious  remonstrances  of  her  confessor,  in  whom  she  placed 
implicit  confidence,  that  she  was  induced  to  abandon  her  pro- 
ject. At  length  the  united  solicitations  of  the  family,  and  of 
the  confessor,  forced  from  her  a  reluctant  consent.  The  last 
day  of  mourning  was  fixed  on  for  the  day  of  marriage,  and  the 
old  marquis  determined  to  add  to  the  solemnity  of  the  occa- 
sion by  making  over  all  his  estates  to  his  lawful  heir. 

"  The  day  arrived,  and  Lorenzo  received  his  trembling 
bride  at  the  altar.  In  the  evening  a  splendid  banquet  was 
prepared  for  the  cheerful  guests,  in  a  hall  superbly  illumi- 
nated, and  the  most  lively  and  delightful  music  contributed 
to  increase  the  general  gladness.  The  happy  old  marquis 
wished  all  the  world  to  participate  in  his  joy.  All  the  en- 
trances of  the  palace  were  thrown  open,  and  every  one  who 
sympathised  in  his  happiness  was  joyfully  welcomed.  In  thf' 
midst  of  the  throng " — 

The  Sicilian  paused.  A  trembling  expectation  suspended 
our  breath. 

*•  In  the  midst  of  the  throng,''  continued  the  prisoner, 
*•  appeai'ed  a  Franciscan  monk,  to  whom  my  attention  was 
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directed  by  the  person  who  sat  next  to  me  at  table.  He  was 
standing  motionless  like  a  marble  pillar.  His  shape  was  tall 
and  thin ;  his  face  pale  and  ghastly ;  his  eyes  were  fixed  with 
a  grave  and  mournful  expression  on  the  new-married  couple. 
The  joy  which  beamed  on  the  face  of  every  one  present  ap- 
peared not  on  his.  His  countenance  never  once  varied. — 
He  seemed  like  a  statue  among  the  living.  Such  an  ob- 
ject, appearing  amidst  the  general  joy,  struck  me  more 
forcibly  from  its  contrast  with  everything  around.  It  left 
on  my  mind  so  indelible  an  impression,  that  from  it  alone  I 
have  been  enabled  (which  would  otherwise  have  been  impos- 
sible) to  recollect  the  features  of  this  Franciscan  monk  in  the 
Russian  officer;  for,  without  doubt,  you  must  have  already 
conceived  that  the  person  I  have  described  was  no  other  thau 
your  Armenian. 

*'  I  frequently  attempted  to  withdraw  my  eyes  from  this 
terrible  figure,  but  they  wandered  back  involuntarily,  and 
found  his  countenance  unaltered.  I  pointed  him  out  to  the 
person  who  sat  nearest  to  me  on  the  other  side,  and  he  did 
the  same  to  the  person  next  to  him.  In  a  few  minutes  a  ge 
neral  curiosity  and  astonishment  pervaded  the  whole  company 
The  conversation  languished;  a  general  silence  succeeded; 
the  monk  did  not  heed  it.  He  continued  motionless  as  be- 
fore; his  grave  and  mournful  looks  constantly  fixed  upon  the 
new-married  couple :  his  appearance  struck  every  one  with 
terror.  The  young  countess  alone,  who  found  the  transcript 
of  her  own  sorrow  in  the  face  of  the  stranger,  beheld  with  a 
melancholy  satisfaction  the  only  object  that  seemed  to  under- 
stand and  to  sympathise  in  her  sufferings.  The  crowd  in- 
sensibly diminished.  It  was  past  midnight;  the  music  became 
fainter  and  more  languid;  the  tapers  grew  dim,  and  many  of 
them  went  out.  The  conversation  declining  by  degrees,  lost 
itself  at  last  in  secret  murmurs,  and  the  faintly  illuminated 
hall  was  nearly  deserted. — The  monk,  in  the  mean  time,  con- 
tinued motionless,  with  the  same  grave  and  mournful  look 
still  fixed  on  the  new-married  couple.  The  company  at  length 
rose  from  the  table;  the  gaests  dispersed;  the  family  as- 
sembled in  a  separate  group,  and  the  monk,  though  uninvited, 
continued  near  them.  How  it  happened  that  no  person  spoke 
to  him,  I  cannot  conceive. 

r.  ^  a 
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"  The  female  friends  now  surrounded  the  trembling  bride, 
who  cast  a  supplicating  and  distressed  look  on  the  venerable 
stranger;  he  did  not  answer  it.  The  gentlemen  assembled 
in  the  same  manner  around  the  bridegroom.  A  solemn  and 
anxious  silence  prevailed  among  them. — 'That  w^e  should  be 
so  happy  here  together,'  began  at  length  the  old  marquis,  who 
alone  seemed  not  to  behold  the  stranger,  or  at  least  seemed  to 
behold  him  without  dismay : — '  That  we  should  be  so  happy 
here  together,  and  my  son  Jeronymo  cannot  be  with  us ! ' — 

** '  Have  you  invited  him,  and  has  he  failed  to  come?' 
asked  the  monk.  It  was  the  first  time  he  had  spoken. 
We  looked  at  him  in  alarm. 

*'  *  Alas !  he  is  gone  to  a  place  from  whence  there  is  no 
return,'  answered  the  old  man. — *  Reverend  father !  you 
misunderstood  me.     My  son  Jeronymo  is  dead.' — 

'* '  Perhaps  he  only  fears  to  appear  in  this  company,'  re- 
plied the  monk.  '  Who  knows  how  your  son  Jeronymo  may 
be  situated?  Let  him  now  hear  the  voice  which  he  heard 
the  last.     Desire  your  son  Lorenzo  to  call  him.' — 

*' '  What  means  he?'  whispered  the  company  to  one  another. 
Lorenzo  changed  colour.  I  will  not  deny  that  my  own  hair 
began  to  stand  on  end. 

"  In  the  mean  time  the  monk  approached  a  sideboard ;  he 
took  a  glass  of  wine  and  carried  it  to  his  lips — *  To  the  memory 
of  our  dear  Jeronymo!'  said  he. — '  Let  every  one  w^ho  loved 
the  deceased  follow  my  example.' — 

"  '  Be  you  who  you  may,  reverend  father ! '  exclaimed  the 
old  marquis — You  have  pronounced  a  name  dear  to  us  all, 
and  you  are  heartily  welcome  here ; ' — then  turning  to  us,  he 
offered  us  full  glasses. — '  Come,  my  friends ! '  continued  he, 
let  us  not  be  surpassed  by  a  stranger.  The  memory  of  my 
son  Jeronymo!' 

*'  Never,  I  believe,  was  any  toast  less  heartily  received. 

"  '  There  is  one  glass  still  unemptied,'  said  the  marquis. — 
*  Why  does  my  son  Lorenzo  refuse  to  drink  this  friendly  toast  ? ' — 

*'  Lorenzo,  trembling,  received  the  glass  from  the  hands  of 
the  monk ;  tremblingly  he  put  it  to  his  lips. — '  To  my  dearly 
beloved  brother  Jeronymo  ! '  he  stammered  out,  and  replaced 
the  glass  with  a  shudder. 

**  *  That  was  my  murderer  s  voice  ! ' — exclaimed  a  terrible 
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figure,  which  appeared  suddenly  in  the  midst  of  us,  covered 
with  blood,  and  disfigured  with  horrible  wounds. 

"  Do  not  ask  me  the  rest,"  added  the  Sicilian,  with  every 
symptom  of  horror  in  his  countenance.  *'  I  lost  my  senses 
tJae  moment  I  looked  at  this  apparition.  The  same  happened 
to  every  one  present.  When  we  recovered,  the  monk  and  the 
ghost  had  disappeared ;  Lorenzo  was  writhing  in  the  agonies 
of  death.  He  was  carried  to  bed  in  the  most  dreadful  con- 
vulsions. No  person  attended  him  but  his  confessor  and 
the  sorrowful  old  marquis,  in  whose  presence  he  expired. — 
The  Marquis  died  a  few  weeks  after  him.  Lorenzo's  secret 
is  locked  in  the  bosom  of  the  priest  who  received  his  last 
confession ;  no  person  ever  learnt  what  it  was. — 

**  Soon  after  this  event,  a  well  was  cleaned  in  the  farmyard 
of  the  marquis's  villa.  It  had  been  disused  many  years,  and 
was  almost  closed  up  by  shrubs  and  old  trees.  On  digging 
among  the  rubbish,  a  human  skeleton  was  found.  The  house 
where  this  happened  is  now  no  more ;  the  family  del  M  ^  *  nte 
is  extinct,  and  Antonia's  tomb  may  be  seen  in  a  convent  not  far 
from  Salerno." 

"  You  see,"  continued  the  Sicilian,  seeing  us  all  stand  si- 
lent and  thoughtful,  "you  see  how  my  acquaintance  with  this 
Russian  officer,  Armenian,  or  Franciscan  friar,  originated. 
Judge  now  whether  I  had  not  good  cause  to  tremble  at  the 
sight  of  a  being,  who  has  twice  placed  himself  in  my  way 
in  a  manner  so  terrible." 

*'  I  beg  you  will  answer  me  one  question  more,"  said  the 
Prince,  rising  from  his  seat. — '*  Have  you  been  always  sin- 
cere in  your  account  of  everything  relating  to  the  cheva- 
lier?"  

*'  To  the  best  of  my  knowledge  I  have,"  replied  the  Sici- 
lian.  

**  You  really  believed  him  to  be  an  honest  man  ^  " 


**  I  did ;  by  Heaven !  I  did,"  answered  he  again.- 
*'  Even  at  the  time  that  he  gave  you  the  ring?"- 


*'  How !  He  gave  me  no  ring.  I  did  not  say  that  he  gave 
me  the  ring." 

**  Very  well ! "  said  the  Prince,  pulling  the  bell,  and  pre- 
paring to  depart.      **  And  you  believe,"  (going  back  to  tho 
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prisoner)  "  that  the  ghost  of  the  Marquis  de  Lanoy,  which 
the  Russian  officer  introduced  after  your  apparition,  was  a 
true  and  real  ghost?" — 

"  I  cannot  think  otherwise." — 

*'  Let  us  go ! "  said  the  Prince,  addressing  himself  to  us. 
The  gaoler  came  in.  "  We  have  done,"  said  the  Prince  to 
him.  *'  You,  sir,"  turning  to  the  prisoner,  ''  you  shall  hear 
farther  from  me." — 

"  I  am  tempted  to  ask  your  highness  the  last  question  you 
proposed  to  the  sorcerer,"  said  I  to  the  Prince,  when  we 
were  alone.  *'  Do  you  believe  the  second  ghost  to  have  been 
a  real  and  true  one?" — 

**  I  believe  it !     No,  not  now,  most  assuredly." — 

''  Not  now?     Then  you  did  once  believe  it." — 

''  I  confess  I  was  tempted  for  a  moment  to  believe  it 
something  more  than  the  contrivance  of  a  juggler." — 

*'  And  I  could  wish  to  see  the  man  who  under  similar 
circumstances  would  not  have  had  the  same  impression.  But 
what  reasons  have  you  for  retracting  your  opinion?  Whao 
the  prisoner  has  related  of  the  Armenian  ought  to  in- 
crease rather  than  diminish  your  belief  in  his  supernatural 
powers." — 

**  What  this  wretch  has  related  of  him,"  said  the  Prince,  in- 
terrupting me  very  gravely.  "  I  hope,"  continued  he,  *'  you  have 
novv^  no  doubt  but  that  we  have  had  to  do  with  a  villain." — 

"  No ;  but  must  his  evidence  on  that  account " — 

*'  The  evidence  of  a  villain,  even  supposing  I  had  no  other 
reason  for  doubt,  can  have  no  weight  against  common  sense 
and  established  truth.  Does  a  man  who  has  already  deceived 
me  several  times,  and  whose  trade  it  is  to  deceive,  does  he 
deserve  to  be  heard  in  a  cause  in  which  the  unsupported  tes- 
timony of  even  the  most  sincere  adherent  to  truth  could  not 
be  received  ?  Ought  we  to  believe  a  man  who  perhaps  never 
once  spoke  truth  for  its  own  sake  ?  Does  such  a  man  deserve 
credit,  when  he  appears  as  evidence  against  human  reason 
and  the  eternal  laws  of  nature  ?  Would  it  not  be  as  absurd 
as  to  admit  the  accusation  of  a  person  notoriously  infamous, 
against  unblemished  and  irreproachable  innocence  ?  " — 

"  But  what  motives  could  he  have  for  giving  so  great  a 
character  to  a  man  whom  he  has  so  many  reasons  to  hate  P"*-^ 
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**  1  am  not  to  conclude  that  he  can  have  no  motives  for 
doing  this  because  I  am  unable  to  comprehend  them.  Do  I 
know  who  has  bribed  him  to  deceive  me  ?  I  confess  I  cannot 
penetrate  the  whole  contexture  of  his  plan ;  but  he  has  cer- 
tainly done  a  material  injury  to  the  cause  he  advocates,  by 
proving  himself  to  be  at  least  an  impostor,  and  perhaps  some- 
thing worse." — 

"  The  circumstance  of  the  ring,  i  allow,  appears  somewhat 
suspicious." — 

"  It  is  more  than  suspicious,"  answered  the  Prince ;  **  it  is 
decisive.  He  received  this  ring  from  the  murderer;  and  at 
the  moment  he  received  it  he  must  have  been  certain  tha"; 
it  was  from  the  murderer.  Who  but  the  assassin  could  have 
taken  from  the  finger  of  the  deceased  a  ring  which  he  un- 
doubtedly never  took  off  himself?  Throughout  the  whole  of 
his  narration  the  Sicilian  has  laboured  to  persuade  us,  that 
while  he  was  endeavouring  to  deceive  Lorenzo,  Lorenzo  was 
in  reality  deceiving  him.  Would  he  have  had  recourse  to  this 
subterfuge,  if  he  had  not  been  sensible  how  much  he  should 
lose  in  our  estimation  by  confessing  himself  an  accomplice 
with  the  assassin?  The  whole  story  is  visibly  nothing  but 
a  series  of  impostures,  invented  merely  to  connect  the  few 
truths  he  has  thought  proper  to  give  us.  Ought  I,  then,  to 
hesitate  in  disbelieving  the  eleventh  assertion  of  a  person 
who  has  already  deceived  me  ten  times,  rather  than  admit 
a  violation  of  the  fundamental  laws  of  nature,  which  I  have 
ever  found  in  the  most  perfect  harmony  ?" — 

"  I  have  nothing  to  reply  to  all  this, — but  the  apparition 
we  saw  yesterday  is  to  me  not  the  less  incomprehensible." — 

"  It  is  also  incomprehensible  to  me,  although  I  have  been 
tempted  to  believe  that  I  have  found  a  key  to  it." — 

"How  so?"  asked  I. 

"  Do  not  you  recollect  that  the  second  apparition,  as  soon 
as  he  entered,  walked  directly  up  to  the  altar,  took  the  crucifix 
in  his  hand,  and  placed  himself  upon  the  carpet?" 

•*  It  appeared  so  to  me." 

*'  And  this  crucifix,  according  to  the  Sicilian's  confession, 
was  a  conductor.  You  see  that  the  apparition  hastened  to 
make  himself  electrical.  Thus  the  blow  which  Lord  Seymour 
struck  him  \^dth  a  sword  was  of  course  ineffectual ;  the  electric 
stroke  disabled  his  arm." 
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**  This  is  true  with  respect  to  the  sword.  But  the  pistol 
fired  by  the  SiciHan,  the  ball  of  which  we  heard  roll  slowly 
upon  the  altar?" — 

"  Are  you  convinced  that  this  was  the  same  ball  which  was 
fired  from  the  pistol?"  replied  the  Prince.  *'  Not  to  mention 
that  the  puppet,  or  the  man  who  represented  the  ghost,  may 
have  been  so  well  accoutred  as  to  be  invulnerable  by  sword  or 
bullet;  but  consider  who  it  w^as  that  loaded  the  pistols." — 

*'  True,"  said  I,  and  a  sudden  light  broke  upon  my  mind ; 
*'  the  Russian  officer  had  loaded  them,  but  it  was  in  our  pre- 
sence.— How  could  he  have  deceived  us?" 

*  Why  should  he  not  have  deceived  us  ?  Did  you  suspect 
him  sufficiently  to  observe  him  ?  Did  you  examine  the  ball 
before  it  was  put  into  the  pistol  ?  May  it  not  have  been  one 
of  quicksilver  or  clay?  Did  you  take  notice  whether  the 
Russian  officer  really  put  it  into  the  barrel,  or  dropped  it  into 
his  other  hand  ?  But  supposing  that  he  actually  loaded  the 
pistols,  w^hat  is  to  convince  you  that  he  really  took  the  loaded 
ones  into  the  room  where  the  ghost  appeared,  and  did  not 
change  them  for  another  pair,  which  he  might  have  done  the 
more  easily,  as  nobody  ever  thought  of  noticing  him,  and  we 
were  besides  occupied  in  undressing?  And  could  not  the 
figure,  at  the  moment  when  we  were  prevented  from  seeing 
it  by  the  smoke  of  the  pistol,  have  dropped  another  ball, 
with  which  it  had  been  beforehand  provided,  on  the  altar? — 
Which  of  these  conjectures  is  impossible?  "- 

**  You  are  right.  But  that  striking  resemblance  to  your 
deceased  friend! — T  have  often  seen  him  wdth  you,  and  .. 
immediately  recognized  him  in  the  apparition." — 

**  I  did  the  same,  and  I  must  confess  the  illusion  was  com- 
plete. But  if  the  juggler,  from  a  few  stolen  glances  at  my 
snuff-box,  w^as  able  to  give  to  his  apparition  a  resemblance, 
what  was  to  prevent  the  Russian  officer,  who  had  used  the 
box  during  the  whole  time  of  supper,  who  had  had  liberty  to 
observe  the  picture  unnoticed,  and  to  whom  I  had  discovered 
in  confidence  whom  it  represented,  what  was  to  prevent  him 
from  doing  the  same?  Add  to  this  what  has  been  before 
observed  by  the  Sicilian,  that  the  prominent  features  of  the 
marquis  w^ere  so  striking  as  to  be  easily  imitated;  what  is 
there  so  inexnlicable  in  this  second  ghost?" 
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'  But  the  words  he  uttered  ?  The  information  he  gave  you 
about  your  friend  ? '  — 

*'  What?"  said  the  Prince,  "  Did  not  the  Sicilian  assure  us, 
that  from  the  little  which  he  had  learnt  from  me  he  had  com- 
posed a  similar  story  ?  Does  not  this  prove  that  the  invention 
was  obvious  and  natural  ?  Besides,  the  answers  of  the  ghost, 
like  those  of  an  oracle,  were  so  obscure,  that  he  was  in  no 
danger  of  being  detected  in  a  falsehood.  If  the  man  who  per- 
sonated the  ghost  possessed  sagacity  and  presence  of  mind,  and 
knew  ever  so  little  of  the  affair  on  which  he  was  consulted,  to 
what  length  might  not  he  have  carried  the  deception?" 

"  Pray  consider,  your  highness,  how  much  preparation  such 
a  complicated  artifice  woutd  have  required  from  the  Arme- 
nian ;  how  much  time  it  takes  to  paint  a  face  with  sufficient  ex- 
actness ;  how  much  time  would  have  been  requisite  to  instruct 
the  pretended  ghost,  so  as  to  guard  him  against  gross  errors ; 
what  a  degree  of  minute  attention  to  regulate  every  minor 
attendant  or  adventitious  circumstance,  which  must  be  an- 
swered in  some  manner,  lest  they  should  prove  detrimental ! 
And  remember  that  the  Russian  officer  was  absent  but  half 
an  hour.  Was  that  short  space  of  time  sufficient  to  make 
even  such  arrangements  as  were  most  indispensable  ?  Surely, 
my  Prince,  not  even  a  dramatic  writer,  who  has  the  least  de- 
sire to  preserve  the  three  terrible  unities  of  Aristotle,  durst 
not  venture  to  load  the  interval  between  one  act  and  another 
with  such  a  variety  of  action,  or  to  presume  upon  such  a  faci- 
lity of  belief  in  his  audience." 

**  What !  You  think  it  absolutely  impossible  that  every 
necessary  preparation  should  have  been  made  in  the  space  of 
half  an  hour?"— 

"  Indeed,  I  look  upon  it  as  almost  impossible." — 

**  I  do  not  understand  this  expression.  Does  it  militate 
against  the  physical  laws  of  time  and  space,  or  of  matter  and 
motion,  that  a  man  so  ingenious  and  so  expert  as  this  Arme- 
nian must  undoubtedly  be,  assisted  by  agents  whose  dexterity 
and  acuteness  are  probably  not  inferior  to  his  own ;  favoured 
by  the  time  of  night,  and  watched  by  no  one,  provided  with 
such  means  and  instruments  as  a  man  of  this  profession  is 
never  without — is  it  impossible  that  such  a  man,  favoured  by 
such  circumstances,  should  be  able  to  effect  so  much  in  so 
short  a  time  ?     Is  it  ridiculous  or  absurd  to  suppose,  that  by 
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a  very  small  number  of  words  or  signs  he  can  convey  to  his 
assistants  very  extensive  commissions,  and  direct  very  com- 
plex operations  ? — Nothing  ought  to  be  admitted  that  is  con- 
trary to  the  established  laws  of  nature,  unless  it  is  something 
with  which  these  laws  are  absolutely  incompatible.  Would 
you  rather  give  credit  to  a  miracle  than  admit  an  improba- 
bility? Would  you  solve  a  difficulty  rather  by  overturning 
the  powers  of  nature  than  by  believing  an  artful  and  un- 
common combination  of  them?" — 

*'  Though  the  fact  will  not  justify  a  conclusion  such  as  you 
have  condemned,  you  must,  however,  grant  that  it  is  far  beyond 
our  conception." — 

**  I  am  almost  tempted  to  dispute  even  this,"  said  the 
PriLce,  with  a  quiet  smile.  "  What  would  you  say,  my  dear 
count,  if  it  should  be  proved,  for  instance,  that  the  operations 
of  the  Armenian  were  prepared  and  carried  on,  not  only  during 
the  half  hour  that  he  was  absent  from  us,  not  only  in  haste 
and  incidentally,  but  during  the  whole  evening  and  the  whole 
night  ?  You  recollect  that  the  Sicilian  employed  nearly  three 
hours  in  preparation." — 

"  The  Sicilian?   Yes,  my  Prince."— 

"  And  how  will  you  convince  me  that  this  juggler  had  not 
as  much  concern  in  the  second  apparition  as  in  the  first?" 

"  How  so,  your  highness  ?  " — 

*'  That  he  was  not  the  principal  assistant  of  the  Armenian? 
In  a  word,  how  will  you  convince  me  that  they  did  not  co-ope- 
rate?" 

**  It  would  be  a  difficult  task  to  prove  that,"  exclaimed  I, 
with  no  little  surprise. 

"  Not  so  difficult,  my  dear  count,  as  you  imagine.  What ! 
Could  it  have  happened  by  mere  chance  that  these  two  men 
should  form  a  design  so  extraordinary  and  so  complicated 
upon  the  same  person,  at  the  same  time,  and  in  the  same 
place  ?  Could  mere  chance  have  produced  such  an  exact  har- 
mony between  their  operations,  that  one  of  them  should  play  so 
exactly  the  game  of  the  other  ?  Suppose  for  a  moment  that  the 
Armenian  intended  to  heighten  the  effect  of  his  deception,  by 
introducing  it  after  a  less  refined  one — that  he  created  a  Hector 
to  make  himself  his  Achilles.  Suppose  that  he  has  done  all 
this  to  discover  what  degree  of  credulity  he  could  expect  to 
find  in  me,  to  examine  the  readiest  w^ay  to  gain  my  confi 
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ience,  to  familiarise  himself  with  his  subject  by  an  attempt 
Ihat  might  have  miscarried  without  any  prejudice  to  his  plan ; 
in  a  word,  to  tune  the  instrument  on  which  he  intended  to 
play.  Suppose  he  did  this  with  the  view  of  exciting  my  sus- 
picions on  one  subject,  in  order  to  divert  my  attention  from 
another  more  important  to  his  design.  Lastly,  suppose  he 
wishes  to  have  some  indirect  methods  of  information,  which  he 
had  himself  occasion  to  practise,  imputed  to  the  sorcerer,  in 
order  to  divert  suspicion  from  the  true  channel." 

*'  How  do  you  mean  ?  "  said  I. 

*'  Suppose  for  instance  that  he  may  have  bribed  some 
of  my  servants,  to  give  him  secret  intelligence,  or,  perhaps^ 
even  som.e  papers  which  may  serve  his  purpose.  I  have 
missed  one  of  my  domestics.  What  reason  have  I  to  think 
that  the  Armenian  is  not  concerned  in  his  leaving  me? 
Such  a  connection,  however,  if  it  existed,  may  be  accidentally 
discovered;  a  letter  may  be  intercepted;  a  servant,  who  is  in 
the  secret,  may  betray  his  trust.  Now  all  the  consequence  of 
the  Armenian  is  destroyed,  if  I  detect  the  source  of  his  om- 
niscience. He  therefore  introduces  this  sorcerer,  who  must 
be  supposed  to  have  some  design  upon  me.  He  takes  care 
to  give  me  early  notice  of  him,  and  his  intentions,  so  that 
whatever  I  may  hereafter  discover,  my  suspicions  must  neces- 
sarily rest  upon  the  Sicilian.  This  is  the  puppet  with  which 
he  amuses  me,  whilst  he  himself,  unobserved  and  unsus- 
pected, 13  entangling  me  in  invisible  snares. — " 

"  We  will  allow  this.     But  is  it  consistent  with  the  Arme 
nian's  plan  that  he  himself  should  destroy  the  illusion  which 
he  has  created,  and  disclose  the  mysteries  of  his  science  to  the 
eyes  of  the  uninitiated  ?  " 

*'What  mysteries  does  he  disclose?  None,  surely,  which 
he  intends  to  practise  on  me.  He  therefore  loses  nothing  by 
the  discovery.  But,  on  the  other  hand,  what  an  advantage 
will  he  gain,  if  this  pretended  victory  over  juggling  and  de- 
ception should  render  me  secure  and  unsuspecting;  if  he 
succeeds  in  diverting  my  attention  from  the  right  quarter, 
and  in  fixing  my  wavering  suspicions  on  an  object  the  most 
remote  from  the  real  one !  He  could  naturally  expect  that, 
sooner  or  later,  either  from  my  own  doubts,  or  at  the  sugges- 
tion of  another,  I  should  be  tempted  to  seek  a  key  to  his 
mysterious  wonders,  in  the  mere  art  of  a  juggler;  how  coild 
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he  better  provide  against  such  an  inquiry  than  by  contrast- 
ing his  prodigies  with  juggling  tricks.  By  confining  the 
latter  within  artificial  limits,  and  by  delivering,  as  it  were, 
into  my  hands  a  scale  by  which  to  appreciate  them,  he  na- 
turally exalts  and  perplexes  my  ideas  of  the  former.  How- 
many  suspicions  he  precludes  by  this  single  contrivance ! 
How  many  methods  of  accounting  for  his  miracles,  which 
might  afterwards  have  occurred  to  me,  does  he  refute  before- 
hand!"— 

**But  in  exposing  such  a  finished  deception,  he  has  acted 
very  much  against  his  own  interest,  both  by  quickening  the 
penetration  of  those  whom  he  meant  to  impose  upon,  and  by 
staggering  their  belief  in  miracles  in  general.  Your  high- 
ness's  self  is  the  best  proof  of  the  insufiiciency  of  his  plan,  if 
indeed  he  ever  had  one." — 

*'  Perhaps  he  has  been  mistaken  in  respect  to  myself,"  said  the 
Prince ;  *'  but  his  conclusions  have  nevertheless  been  well 
founded.  Could  he  foresee  that  I  should  exactly  notice  the  very 
circumstance  which  threatens  to  become  the  key  to  the  whole 
artifice  ?  Was  it  in  his  plan  that  the  creature  he  employed 
should  render  himself  thus  vulnerable  ?  Are  we  certain  that 
the  Sicilian  has  not  far  exceeded  his  commission  ?  He  has  un- 
doubtedly done  so  with  respect  to  the  ring,  and  yet  it  is 
chiefly  this  single  circumstance  which  determined  my  distrust 
in  him.  How  easily  may  a  plan,  whose  contexture  is  most 
artful  and  refined,  be  spoiled  in  the  execution  by  an  awkward 
instrument.  It  certainly  was  not  the  Armenian's  intention 
that  the  sorcerer  should  trumpet  his  fame  to  us  in  the  style 
of  a  mountebank,  that  he  should  endeavour  to  impose  upon 
us  such  fables  as  are  too  gross  to  bear  the  least  reflection. 
For  instance,  with  what  countenance  could  this  impostor 
affirm,  that  the  miraculous  being  he  spoke  of  must  renounce 
all  commerce  with  mankind  at  twelve  in  the  night  ?  Did  we 
not  see  him  among  us  at  that  very  hour?" 

*'  That  is  true,"  cried  T.     *'  He  must  have  forgotten  it." — 

*'  It  often  happens,  to  people  of  this  description,  that  they 
overact  their  parts ;  and,  by  aiming  at  too  much,  mar  the 
eff*ects  which  a  well-managed  deception  is  calculated  to  pro- 
duce."— 

*'  I  cannot,  however,  yet  prevail  on  myself  to  look  upon  the 
whole  as  a  mere  preconcerted  scheme.     What !  the  Sicilian's 


THE    GHOST-SEER.  427 

terror — his  convulsive  fits — his  swoon— the  deplorable  situa* 
tion  in  which  we  saw  him,  and  which  was  even  such  as  to 
move  our  pity — w^ere  all  these  nothing  more  than  a  studied 
part  ?  I  allow  that  a  skilful  performer  may  carry  imitation 
to  a  very  high  pitch,  but  he  certainly  has  no  power  over  the 
organs  of  life." — 

"  As  for  that,  my  friend,"  replied  the  Prince,  "  I  have  seen 
Richard  the  Third  performed  by  Garrick.  But  were  we  at  that 
moment  sufficiently  cool  to  be  capable  of  observing  dispas- 
sionately? Could  we  judge  of  the  emotion  of  the  Sicilian,  when 
we  were  almost  overcome  by  our  own  ?  Besides,  the  decisive 
crisis  even  of  a  deception  is  so  momentous  to  the  deceiver 
himself,  that  excessive  anxiety  may  produce  in  him  symptoms 
as  violent  as  those  which  surprise  excites  in  the  deceived. 
Add  to  this  the  unexpected  entrance  of  the  watch." — 

*'  I  am  glad  you  remind  me  of  that.  Prince.  Would  the 
Armenian  have  ventured  to  discover  such  a  dangerous  scheme 
to  the  eye  of  justice ;  to  expose  the  fidelity  of  his  creature  to 
so  severe  a  test?     And  for  what  purpose?" — 

"  Leave  that  matter  to  him;  he  is  no  doubt  acquainted  with 
the  people  he  employs.  Do  w^e  know  what  secret  crimes  may 
have  secured  him  the  silence  of  this  man  ?  You  have  been 
informed  of  the  office  he  holds  in  Venice ;  what  difficulty  will 
he  find  in  saving  a  man  of  whom  he  himself  is  the  only  ac- 
cuser?"— 

[This  suggestion  of  the  Prince  was  but  too  well  justified 
by  the  event.  For,  some  days  after,  on  inquiring  after  the 
prisoner,  we  were  told  that  he  had  escaped,  and  had  not  since 
been  heard  of.] 

*'  You  ask  what  could  be  his  motives  for  delivering  this  man 
into  the  hands  of  justice?"  continued  the  Prince.  ''By  what 
other  method,  except  this  violent  one,  could  he  have  wrested 
from  the  Sicilian  such  an  infamous  and  improbable  confes- 
sion, which,  however,  was  so  material  to  the  success  of  his 
plan?  Who  but  a  man  whose  case  is  desperate,  and  who 
has  nothing  to  lose,  would  consent  to  give  so  humiliating  an 
account  of  himself?  Under  what  other  circumstances  could 
we  have  believed  such  a  confession  ?" 

**  I  grant  all  this,  my  Prince.  That  the  two  apparitions 
were  mere  contrivances  of  art ;  that  the  Sicilian  has  imposed 
upon  us  a  tale  which  the  Armenian,  his  master,  had  pro 
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viously  taught  him;  that  the  efforts  of  both  have  been  di« 
rected  to  the  same  end,  and,  from  this  mutual  intelHgence,  all 
the  wonderful  incidents  which  have  astonished  us  in  this  ad- 
venture, may  be  easily  explained.  Bui  the  prophecy  in  the 
square  of  St.  Mark,  that  first  miracle,  which,  as  it  were,  opened 
the  door  to  all  the  rest,  still  remains  unexplained;  and  of 
what  use  is  the  key  to  all  his  other  wonders,  if  we  despair  of 
resolving  this  single  one?" — 

*'  Eather  invert  the  proposition,  my  dear  Count,"  answered 
the  Prince,  "  and  say,  what  do  all  these  wonders  prove,  if  I  can 
demonstrate  that  a  single  one  among  them  is  a  juggling 
trick?  The  prediction,  I  ow^n,  is  totally  beyond  my  concep- 
tion. If  it  stood  alone ;  if  the  Armenian  had  closed  the 
scene  with  it,  instead  of  beginning  it,  I  confess  I  do  not 
know  how  far  I  might  have  been  carried.  But,  in  the  base 
alloy  with  which  it  is  mixed,  it  is  certainly  rather  suspicious. 
Time  may  explain,  or  not  explain  it;  but  believe  me,  my 
friend!"  added  the  Prince,  taking  my  hand,  with  a  grave 
countenance  —  *' a  man,  who  can  command  supernatural 
powers  has  no  occasion  to  employ  the  arts  of  a  juggler;  he 
despises  them." 

"  Thus,"  says  Count  O "  ended  a  conversation  which  I 

have  related  w^ord  for  word,  because  it  shows  the  difficulties 
which  were  to  be  overcome  before  the  Prince  could  be  effec- 
tually imposed  upon;  and  I  hope  it  may  free  his  memory 
from  the  imputation  of  having  blindly  and  inconsiderately 
thrown  himself  into  a  snare,  which  was  spread  for  his  destruc- 
tion,  by  the   most   unexampled   and   diabolical  wickedness. 

Not  all,"  continues  Count  0 ,  *'who,  at  the  moment  I 

am  writing  smile  contemptuously  at  the  Prince's  credulity, 
and,  in  the  fancied  superiority  of  their  own  yet  untempted 
understanding,  unconditionally  condemn  him;  not  all  of 
these,  I  apprehend,  would  have  stood  his  first  trial  so 
courageously.  If  afterwards,  notwithstanding  this  provi- 
dential warning,  we  witness  his  downfal ;  if  we  see  that 
the  black  design  against  which,  at  the  very  outset,  he  was 
thus  cautioned,  is  finally  successful,  we  shall  be  less  inclined 
to  ridicule  his  weakness,  than  to  be  astonished  at  the  infamous 
ingenuity  of  a  plot  which  could  seduce  an  understanding  so 
fully  prepared.  Considerations  of  worldly  interest  can  have  no 
influence  upon  my  testimony ;  he,  who  alone  woul  d  be  thank- 
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ful  for  it,  is  now  no  more.  His  dreadful  destmy  is  accom- 
plished; his  soul  has  long  since  been  purified  before  the 
throne  of  truth,  where  mine  will  likewise  have  appeared  be- 
fore these  passages  meet  the  eyes  of  the  world.  Pardon  the 
involuntary  tears  which  now  flow  at  the  remembrance  of  my 
dearest  friend.  But  for  the  sake  of  justice  I  must  write  this. 
His  was  a  noble  character,  and  would  have  adorned  a 
throne  which,  seduced  by  the  most  atrocious  artifice,  he  at- 
tempted to  ascend  by  the  commission  of  a  crime. 


Book  the  Second. 
"Not  long  after  these  events,"  continues  Count  0- 


in  his  narrative,  ''  I  began  to  observe  an  extraordinary  altera- 
tion in  the  disposition  of  the  Prince,  which  was  partly  the 
immediate  consequence  of  the  last  event,  and  partly  produced 
by  the  concurrence  of  many  adventitious  circumstances 
Hitherto  he  had  avoided  every  severe  trial  of  his  faith, 
and  contented  himself  with  purifying  the  rude  and  abstract 
notions  of  religion,  in  which  he  had  been  educated,  by  those 
more  rational  ideas  upon  this  subject  which  forced  them- 
selves upon  his  attention,  or  comparing  the  many  discordant 
opinions  with  each  other,  without  inquiring  into  the  founda- 
tions of  his  faith.  Religious  subjects,  he  has  many  times 
confessed  to  me,  always  appeared  to  him  like  an  enchanted 
castle,  into  which  one  does  not  set  one's  foot  without  horror, 
and  that  they  act  therefore  much  the  wiser  part,  who  pass  it 
in  respectful  silence,  without  exposing  themselves  to  the 
danger  of  being  bewildered  in  its  labyrinths.  A  servile  and 
bigoted  education  was  the  source  of  this  dread:  this  had 
impressed  frightful  images  upon  his  tender  brain,  which, 
during  the  remainder  of  his  life,  he  was  never  able  wholly  to 
obliterate.  Religious  melancholy  was  an  hereditary  disorder 
in  his  family.  The  education  which  he  and  his  brothers  had 
received  was  calculated  to  produce  it ;  and  the  men  to  whose 
care  they  were  intrusted,  selected  with  this  object,  were  also 
either  enthusiasts  or  hypocrites. 

**  To  stifle  all  the  sprightliness  of  the  boy,  by  a  gloomy  re- 
straint of  his  mental  faculties,  was  the  only  method  of  secur- 
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ing  to  themselves  the  highest  approbation  of  his  royal  parents. 
The  whole  of  our  Prince's  childhood  wore  a  dark  and  gloomy 
aspect,  mirth  was  banished  even  from  his  amusements.  All 
his  ideas  of  religion  were  accompanied  by  some  frightful 
image,  and  the  representations  of  terror  and  severity  were 
those  which  first  took  hold  of  his  lively  imagination,  and 
which  the  longest  retained  their  empire  over  it.  His 
God  was  an  object  of  terror,  a  being  whose  occupation  is  to 
chastise;  and  the  adoration  he  paid  him,  was  either  slavish 
fear,  or  a  blind  submission  which  stifled  all  his  energies. 
In  all  his  youthful  propensities,  which  a  vigorous  growth  and 
a  fine  constitution  naturally  excited  to  break  out  with  the 
greater  violence,  religion  stood  in  his  way ;  it  opposed  every- 
thing upon  which  his  young  heart  was  bent;  he  learned  to 
consider  it  not  as  a  friend,  but  as  the  scourge  of  his  passions ; 
so  that  a  silent  indignation  was  gradually  kindled  against  it 
in  his  heart,  w^hich,  together  with  a  bigoted  faith  and  a  blind 
fear,  produced  an  incongruous  mixture  of  feelings,  and  an 
abhorrence  of  a  ruler  before  whom  he  trembled. 

*'  It  is  no  wonder,  therefore,  that  he  took  the  first  opportu- 
nity of  escaping  from  so  galling  a  yoke — but  he  fled  from  it 
as  a  bond-slave  who,  escaping  from  his  rigorous  master,  drags 
along  with  him  a  sense  of  his  servitude,  even  in  the  midst 
of  freedom ;  for,  as  he  did  not  renounce  the  faith  of  his  earHer 
years  from  a  deliberate  conviction,  and  did  not  wait  till  the 
maturity  and  improvement  of  his  reasoning  had  weaned  him 
from  it,  but  escaped  from  it  like  a  fugitive,  upon  w^hose  person 
the  rights  of  his  master  are  still  in  force,  so  was  he  obliged, 
even  after  his  widest  separation,  to  return  to  it  at  last. 
He  had  escaped  with  his  chain,  and  for  that  reason  must 
necessarily  become  the  prey  of  any  one  who  should  discover 
it,  and  know  how  to  make  use  of  the  discovery.  That  such  a 
one  presented  himself,  the  sequel  of  this  history  will  prove ; 
most  likely  the  reader  has  already  surmised  it 

*'  The  confessions  of  the  Sicilian  left  a  deeper  impression 
upon  his  mind  than  they  ought,  considering  the  circumstances ; 
and  the  small  victory  whiclr  his  reason  had  thence  gained  over 
this  weak  imposture,  remarkably  increased  his  reliance  upon 
his  own  powers.  The  facility  with  which  he  had  been  able 
to  unravel  this  deception,  appeared  to  have  surprised  him. 
Truth  and  error  were  not  yet  so   accurately  distinguished 
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frDTXi  each  other  in  his  mind,  hut  that  he  often  mistook  ti3c> 
arguments  which  were  in  favour  of  the  one  for  those  in 
favour  of  the  other.  Thence  it  arose,  that  the  same  blow 
which  destroyed  his  faith  in  wonders,  made  the  whole  edifice 
of  it  totter.  In  this  instance,  he  fell  into  the  same  error  as 
an  inexperienced  man  who  has  been  deceived  in  love  or 
friendship,  because  he  happened  to  make  a  bad  choice,  and 
who  denies  the  existence  of  these  sensations,  because  he  takes 
the  occasional  exceptions  for  distinguishing  features.  The 
unmasking  of  a  deception  made  even  truth  suspicious  to  him, 
because  he  had  unfortunately  discovered  truth  by  false 
reasoning. 

*'This  imaginary  triumph  pleased  him  in  proportion  to 
the  magnitude  of  the  oppression  from  which  it  seemed  to 
deliver  him.  From  this  instant  there  arose  in-  his  mind  a 
scepticism  which  did  not  spare  even  the  most  sacred  objects. 

*'Many  circumstances  concurred  to  encourage,  and  still 
more  to  confirm,  him  in  this  turn  of  mind.  He  now  quitted 
the  retirement  in  w^hich  he  had  hitherto  lived,  and  gave  way 
to  a  more  dissipated  mode  of  life.  His  rank  was  discovered ; 
attentions  which  he  was  obliged  to  return,  etiquettes  for 
which  he  was  indebted  to  his  rank,  drew  him  imperceptibly 
within  the  vortex  of  the  great  world.  His  rank,  as  well  as 
his  personal  attractions,  opened  to  him  the  circles  of  all  the 
beaux  esprits  in  Venice,  and  he  soon  found  himself  on  terms 
of  intimacy  with  the  most  enlightened  persons  in  the  republic, 
men  of  learning  as  well  as  politicians.  This  obliged  him  to 
enlarge  the  monotonous  and  limited  circle  to  which  his 
understanding  had  hitherto  been  confined.  He  began  to 
perceive  the  poverty  and  feebleness  of  his  ideas,  and  to  feel 
the  want  of  more  elevated  impressions.  The  old-fashioned 
turn  of  his  understanding,  in  spite  of  the  many  advantages 
with  which  it  was  accompanied,  formed  an  unpleasing  con- 
trast with  the  current  ideas  of  society ;  his  ignorance  of  tho 
commonest  things  frequently  exposed  him  to  ridicule,  than 
which  he  dreaded  nothing  more.  The  unfortunate  prejudice 
which  attached  to  his  native  country  appeared  to  him  a 
challenge  to  overcome  it  in  his  own  person.  Besides  this, 
there  was  a  peculiarity  in  his  character ;  he  was  ofiended  with 
every  attention  that  he  thought  was  paid  him  on  account  of 
his  rank,  rather  than  his  personal  qualities.     He  felt  <Ms  luv 
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miliation  principally  in  the  company  of  persons  who  shone  by 
their  abilities,  and  triumphed,  as  it  were,  over  their  birth  by 
their  merit.  To  perceive  himself  distinguished  as  a  prince, 
in  such  a  society,  was  always  a  deep  humiliation  to  him,  be- 
cause he  unfortunately  fancied  himself  excluded  by  his  rank 
from  all  competition.  These  circumstances  convinced  him  of 
the  necessity  of  cultivating  his  mind,  in  order  to  raise  it  to 
a  level  with  the  thinking  part  of  the  world,  from  which 
he  had  hitherto  been  so  separated ;  and  for  that  purpose  he 
chose  the  most  modern  books,  and  applied  himself  to  them 
with  all  the  ardour  with  which  he  was  accustomed  to  pursue 
every  object  to  which  he  devoted  himself.  But  the  unskilful 
hand  that  directed  his  choice  always  prompted  him  to  select 
Buch  as  were  little  calculated  to  improve  either  his  heart  or 
his  reason ;  besides  that,  be  was  influenced  by  a  propensity 
which  rendered  everything  irresistible  wliich  was  incom- 
prehensible. He  had  neither  attention  nor  memory  for 
anything  that  was  not  of  that  character,  and  both  his  reason 
and  his  heart  remained  untouched,  while  he  was  filling  the 
vacuities  of  his  brain  with  confused  ideas.  The  dazzling 
style  of  some  writers  captivated  his  imagination,  while  the 
subtlety  of  others  ensnared  his  reason.  Together,  they 
easily  took  possession  of  a  mind  which  became  the  prey  of 
whatever  was  obtruded  upon  it  with  a  certain  degree  of 
dogmatism.  A  course  of  reading,  which  had  been  continued 
with  ardour  for  more  than  a  year,  had  scarcely  enriched  him 
with  one  benevolent  idea,  but  had  filled  his  head  with  doubts, 
which,  as  a  natural  consequence  with  such  a  character,  had 
almost  found  an  unfortunate  road  to  his  heart.  In  a  word, 
he  had  entered  this  labyrinth  as  a  credulous  enthusiast,  had 
left  it  as  a  sceptic,  and  at  length  became  a  perfect  free- 
thinker. 

*'  Among  the  circles  into  which  he  had  been  introduced,  there 
was  a  private  society  called  the  Bucentauro,  which,  under 
the  mask  of  a  noble  and  rational  liberality  of  sentiment, 
encouraged  the  most  unbridled  licentiousness  of  manners 
and  opinion.  As  it  eimmerated  many  of  the  clergy  among 
its  members,  and  could  even  boast  of  some  cardinals  at 
its  head,  the  Prince  was  the  more  easily  induced  to 
join  it  He  thought  that  certain  dangerous  truths,  which 
refson  discovers  could  be  nowhere  better  preserved  thau 
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in  the  hands  of  such  persons,  whose  rank  compelled 
them  to  moderation,  and  who  had  the  advantage  of  hear- 
ing and  examining  the  other  side  of  the  question.  The 
Prince  did  not  recollect  that  licentiousness  of  sentiment  and 
manners  takes  so  much  the  stronger  hold  among  persons  of 
this  rank,  inasmuch  as  they  for  that  reason  feel  one  curb 
less ;  and  this  was  the  case  with  the  Bucentauro ;  most  of 
whose  members,  through  an  execrable  philosophy,  and  manners 
worthy  of  such  a  guide,  were  not  only  a  disgrace  to  their  own 
rank,  but  even  to  human  nature  itself.  The  society  had  its 
secret  degrees ;  and  I  will  believe,  for  the  credit  of  the 
Prince,  that  they  never  thought  him  worthy  of  admission  into 
the  inmost  sanctuary.  Every  one  who  entered  this  society 
was  obliged,  at  least  so  long  as  he  continued  to  be  a  member 
of  it,  to  lay  aside  all  distinctions  arising  from  rank,  nation,  or 
religion;  in  short,  every  general  mark  or  distinction  what- 
ever, and  to  submit  himself  to  the  condition  of  universal 
equality.  To  be  elected  a  member  was  indeed  a  difficult 
matter,  as  superiority  of  understanding  alone  paved  the  way 
to  it.  The  society  boasted  of  the  highest  ton  and  the  most 
cultivated  taste,  and  such  indeed  was  its  fame  throughout 
all  Venice.  This,  as  well  as  the  appearance  of  equality  which 
predominated  in  it,  attracted  the  Prince  irresistibly.  Sensible 
conversations,  set  off  by  the  most  admirable  humour,  instruct- 
ive amusements,  and  the  flower  of  the  learned  and  political 
world,  which  were  all  attracted  to  this  point  as  to  their 
common  centre,  concealed  from  him  for  a  long  time  the 
danger  of  this  connection.  As  he  by  degrees  discovered, 
through  its  mask,  the  spirit  of  the  institution,  as  they  grew 
tired  of  being  any  longer  on  their  guard  before  him,  to  recede 
w^as  dangerous,  and  false  shame  and  anxiety  for  his  safety 
obliged  him  to  conceal  the  displeasure  he  felt.  But  he 
already  began,  merely  from  familiarity  with  men  of  this  class 
and  their  sentiments,  though  they  did  not  excite  him  to 
imitation,  to  lose  the  pure  and  charming  simplicity  of  his 
character,  and  the  delicacy  of  his  moral  feelings.  His 
understanding,  supported  by  real  knowledge,  could  not, 
without  foreign  assistance,  solve  the  fallacious  sophisms  with 
which  he  had  been  here  ensnared  ;  and  this  fatal  poison  had 
already  destroyed  all,  or  nearly  all,  the  basis  on  which  his 
morality  rested.     He  surrendered  the  natural  and  indispeii- 
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sable  safeguards  of  his  happiness  for  sophisms  which  deserted 
him  at  the  critical  moment,  and  he  was  consequently  left  to 
the  operation  of  any  specious  argument  which  came  in  his  way. 

** Perhaps  the  hand  of  a  friend  might  y^vhave  been  in  time 
to  extricate  him  from  this  abyss ;  but,  besides  that  I  did  not 
become  acquainted  with  the  real  character  of  the  Bucentauro 
till  long  after  the  evil  had  taken  place,  an  urgent  circum- 
stance called  me  away  from  Venice  just  at  the  beginning  of 
this  period.  Lord  Seymour,  too,  a  valuable  acquaintance  of 
the  Prince's,  whose  cool  understanding  was  proof  against 
every  species  of  deception,  and  who  would  have  infallibly 
been  a  secure  support  to  him,  left  us  at  this  time  in  order  to 
return  to  his  native  country.  Those  in  whose  hands  I  left 
the  Prince  were  indeed  worthy  men,  but  inexperienced,  exces- 
sively narrow  in  their  religious  opinions,  deficient  in  their 
perception  of  the  evil,  and  wanting  in  credit  with  the  Prince. 
They  had  nothing  to  oppose  to  his  captious  sophisms,  except 
the  maxims  of  a  blind  and  uninquiring  faith,  which  either 
irritated  him  or  excited  his  ridicule.  He  saw  through  them 
too  easily,  and  his  superior  reason  soon  silenced  those  weak 
defenders  of  the  good  cause,  as  will  be  clearly  evinced  from 
an  instance  which  I  shall  introduce  in  the  sequel.  Those 
who,  subsequent  to  this,  possessed  themselves  of  his  con- 
fidence, were  much  more  interested  in  plunging  him  deeper 
into  error.  When  I  returned  to  Venice  in  the  following  year 
how  great  a  change  had  already  taken  place  in  everything ! 

**  The  influence  of  this  new  philosophy  soon  showed  itself  in 
the  Prince's  conduct.  The  more  openly  he  pursued  pleasure, 
and  acquired  new  friends,  the  more  did  he  lose  in  the  esti- 
mation of  his  old  ones.  He  pleased  me  less  and  less  every 
day;  we  sav/  each  other  more  seldom,  and  indeed  he  was 
seldom  accessible.  He  had  launched  out  into  the  torrent  of 
the  great  world.  His  threshold  was  eternally  thronged  when 
he  was  at  home.  Amusements,  banquets,  and  galas  followed 
each  other  in  rapid  succession.  He  was  the  idol  whom  every 
one  courted — the  great  attraction  of  every  circle.  In  pro- 
portion as  he  in  his  secluded  life  had  fancied  living  in 
society  to  be  difficult,  did  he  to  his  astonishment  find  it 
easy.  Everything  met  his  wishes.  Whatever  he  uttered 
was  admirable,  and  when  he  remained  silent  it  was  like 
committing    a    robbery  upon    the    company.     They  under 
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stood  the  art  of  drawing  his  thoughts  insensibly  from  his  soul; 
and  then  with  a  little  delicate  management  to  surprise  him 
with  them.  This  happiness,  which  accompanied  him  every- 
where, and  this  universal  success,  raised  him  indeed  too  much 
in  his  own  ideas,  because  it  gave  him  too  much  confidence 
and  too  much  reliance  upon  himself. 

"The  heightened  opinion  which  he  thus  acquired  of  his 
own  worth,  made  him  credit  the  excessive  and  almost  idolatrous 
adoration  that  was  paid  to  his  understanding ;  which,  but  for 
this  increased  self-complacency,  must  have  necessarily  recalled 
him  from  his  aberrations.  For  the  present,  however,  this 
universal  voice  was  only  a  confirmation  of  what  his  com- 
placent vanity  whispered  in  his  ear— a  tribute  which  he  felt 
entitled  to  by  right.  He  would  have  infallibly  disengaged 
himself  from  this  snare,  had  they  allowed  him  to  take  breath 
— had  they  granted  him  a  moment  of  uninterrupted  leisure 
to  compare  his  real  merit  with  the  picture  that  was  exhibited 
to  him  in  this  seducing  mirror;  but  his  existence  was  a 
continued  state  of  intoxication,  a  whirl  of  excitement.  The 
higher  he  had  been  elevated,  the  more  difiBculty  had  he  to 
support  himself  in  his  elevation.  This  incessant  exertion 
slowly  undermined  him — ^rest  had  forsaken  even  his  slumbers. 
His  weakness  had  been  discovered,  and  the  passion  kindled 
in  his  breast  turned  to  good  account. 

'*  His  worthy  attendants  soon  found  to  their  cost  that  their 
lord  had  become  a  wit.  That  anxious  sensibility,  those  glo- 
rious truths  which  his  heart  once  embraced  with  the  greatest 
enthusiasm,  now  began  to  be  the  objects  of  his  ridicule. 
He  revenged  himself  on  the  great  truths  of  religion  for  the 
oppression  which  he  had  so  long  suffered  from  misconception. 
But,  since  from  too  true  a  voice  his  heart  combated  the 
intoxication  of  his  head,  there  was  more  of  acrimony  than  of 
humour  in  his  jests.  His  disposition  began  to  alter,  and 
caprice  to  exhibit  itself.  The  most  beautiful  ornament  of 
his  character,  his  modesty,  vanished — parasites  had  poisoned 
his  excellent  heart.  That  tender  delicacy  of  address  which 
frequently  made  his  attendants  forget  that  he  was  their  lord, 
now  gave  place  to  a  decisive  and  despotic  tone,  which  made 
the  more  sensible  impression,  because  it  was  not  founded  upon 
distinction  of  rank,  for  the  want  of  which  they  could  have 
consoled  themselves,  but  upon  an  arrogant  estimation  of  his 
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own  superior  merit.  When  at  home,  lie  was  attacked  by 
reflections,  that  seldom  made  their  appearance  in  the  bustle 
of  company ;  his  own  people  scarcely  ever  saw  him  otherwise 
than  gloomy,  peevish,  and  unhappy,  whilst  elsewhere  a  forced 
vivacity  made  him  the  soul  of  every  circle.  With  the  sincerest 
sorrow  did  we  behold  him  treading  this  dangerous  path,  but 
in  the  vortex  in  which  he  was  involved  the  feeble  voice  of 
friendship  was  no  longer  heard,  and  he  was  too  much  in- 
toxicated to  understand  it. 

*'  Just  at  the  beginning  of  this  epoch,  an  affair  of  the  greatest 
consequence  required  my  presence  in  the  court  of  my  sove* 
reign,  which  I  dared  not  postpone  even  for  the  dearest 
interests  of  friendship.  An  invisible  hand,  the  agency  of 
which  I  did  not  discover  till  long  afterwards,  had  contrived 
to  derange  my  affairs,  and  to  spread  reports  concerning  me 
which  I  was  obliged  to  contradict  by  my  presence.  The 
parting  from  the  Prince  was  painful  to  me,  but  did  not  affect 
him.  The  ties  which  united  us  had  been  severed  for  some 
time,  but  his  fate  had  awakened  all  my  anxiety:  I,  on  that 
account,  prevailed  on  the  Baron  von  F=*^  *  ^^  to  inform  me  by 
letter  of  every  event,  which  he  has  done  in  the  most  con- 
scientious manner.  As  I  was,  for  a  considerable  time,  no 
longer  an  eye-witness  of  these  events,  it  will  be  allowable  for 
me  to  introduce  the  Baron  von  F*  *  *  in  my  stead,  and  to  fill 
up  the  gap  in  my  narrative  by  the  contents  of  his  letters. 
Notwithstanding  that  the  representation  of  my  friend  F^*'  ^'  * 
is  not  always  what  I  should  have  given,  I  would  not  alter 
any  of  his  expressions,  so  that  the  reader  will  be  enabled 
to  discover  the  truth  with  verv  little  trouble." 
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LETTER  I. 

BARON  VON  F TO  COUNT  VON  O 


May  17. 

I  thank  you,  mj  most  honoured  friend,  for  the  permission 
you  have  given  me  to  continue  in  your  absence  that  con- 
fidential intercourse  with  you,  which  during  your  stay  here 
formed  my  greatest  pleasure.  You  must  be  aware  that  there 
is  no  one  here  with  whom  I  can  venture  to  open  my  heart 
on  certain  private  matters.  Whatever  you  may  urge  to  the 
contrary,  I  detest  the  people  here.  Since  the  Prince  has 
become  one  of  them,  and  since  we  have  lost  your  society,  I 
feel  solitary  in  the  midst  of  this  populous  city.  Z  .  .  .  takes 
it  less  to  heart,  and  the  fair  ones  of  Venice  manage  to  make 
him  forget  the  mortifications  he  is  compelled  to  share  with 
me  at  home.  And  why  should  he  make  himself  unhappy  ? 
He  desires  nothing  more  in  the  Prince  than  a  master,  whom 
he  could  also  find  elsewhere — But  I ! — you  know  how  deep 
an  interest  I  feel  in  our  Prince's  weal  and  woe,  and  how 
much  cause  I  have  for  doing  so;  I  have  now  lived  with  him 
sixteen  years,  and  seem  to  exist  only  for  his  sake.  As  a 
boy  of  nine  years  old  I  first  entered  his  service,  and  since 
that  time  we  have  never  been  s-eparated.  I  have  grown 
up  under  his  eye — a  long  intercourse  has  insensibly  attached 
me  more  and  more  to  him — I  have  born^  a  part  in  all  his 
adventures,  great  and  small.  Until  this  last  unhappy  year, 
I  had  been  accustomed  to  look  upon  him  in  the  light  of  a 
friend,  or  of  an  elder  brother — I  have  basked  in  his  smile 
as  in  the  sunshi-ne  of  a  summer's  day — no  cloud  hung  over 
my  happiness ! — and  all  this  must  now  go  to  ruin  in  this 
unlucky  Venice ! 

Since  your  departure  several  changes  have  taken  place 
in  our  establishment.  The  Prince  of  *'^d**  arrived  here 
last  week,  with  a  numerous  and  brilliant  retinue,  and  has 
caused  a  new  and  tumultuous  life  in  our  circle.  As  he  is 
so  nearly  related  to  our  Prince,  and  as  they  are  moreover  at 
present  upon  pretty  good  terms,  they  will  be  very  little  apart 
during  his  sojourn,  which  I  hear  is  to  last  until  after  the  feast 
of  the  Ascension.  A  good  beginning  has  already  been  made  ; 
for  the  last  ten  days  our  Prince   has  hardly  had  time  U 
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breathe.  The  Prmce  of  *"'d*'i^  has  all  along  been  living 
in  a  very  expensive  way,  which  was  excusable  in  him,  as  he 
will  soon  take  his  departure ;  but  the  worst  of  the  business 
is  that  he  has  inoculated  our  Prince  with  his  extravagance, 
because  he  could  not  well  withdraw  himself  from  his  company, 
and,  in  the  peculiar  relation  which  exists  between  the  two 
houses,  thought  it  incumbent  upon  himself  to  assert  the 
dignity  of  his  own.  We  shall,  moreover,  depart  from  Venice 
in  a  few  weeks,  which  will  relieve  the  Prince  from  the 
necessity  of  continuing  for  any  length  of  time  this  extra- 
ordinary expenditure. 

The  Prince  of  ^-^i^d^-''^,  it  is  reported,  is  here  on  business 

of  the  order,  in  which  he  imagines  that  he  plays  an 

important  part.  That  he  has  taken  advantage  of  all  the 
acquaintances  of  our  Prince,  you  ma}^  readily  imagine.  He 
has  been  introduced  with  distinguished  honour  into  the 
society  of  the  Bucentauro,  as  he  is  pleased  to  consider  him- 
self a  wit,  and  a  man  of  great  genius,  and  allows  himself 
to  be  styled  in  his  correspondences,  which  he  keeps  up 
throughout  all  parts  of  the  world,  the  "  Prince  philoso- 
phique."  I  do  not  know  whether  you  have  ever  had  the 
pleasure  of  meeting  him.  He  displays  a  promising  exterior, 
piercing  eyes,  a  countenance  full  of  expression,  much  show 
of  reading,  much  acquired  naturalness  (if  I  may  be  allowed 
the  expression),  joined  to  a  princely  condescension  towards 
the  human  race,  a  large  amount  of  confidence  in  him- 
self, and  an  eloquence  which  talks  down  all  opposition. 
Who  could  refuse  to  pay  homage  to  such  splendid  qualities 
in  a  *'  Royal  Highness?"  But  to  wliat  advantage  the 
quiet  and  sterling  worth  of  our  Prince  will  appear,  w^hen 
contrasted  with  these  dazzling  accomplishments,  the  event 
must  show. 

In  the  arrangement  of  our  establishment,  various  and 
important  changes  have  taken  place.  We  have  rented  a 
new  and  magnificent  house  opposite  the  new  Procuracy, 
because  the  lodging  at  the  Moor  Hotel  became  too  confined 
for  the  Prince.  Our  suite  has  been  augmented  by  twelve 
persons,  pages.  Moors,  guards,  &c.  During  your  stay  here 
you  complained  of  unnecessary  expense — you  should  see 
us  now ! 

Our  internal  arrangements   remain   the   same  as  of  old, 
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except  that  the  Pnnce,  no  longer  held  in  check  by  your 
presence,  is,  if  possible,  more  reserved  and  distant  towaids 
us  than  ever ;  we  see  very  little  of  him,  except  while  dressing 
or  undressing  him.  Under  the  pretext  that  we  speak  the 
French  language  very  badly,  and  the  Italian  not  at  all,  helms 
found  means  to  exclude  us  from  most  of  his  entertainments, 
which  to  me  personally  is  not  a  very  great  grievauce ;  but  I 
believe  I  know  the  true  reason  of  it — he  is  ashamed  of  us :  anr 
this  hurts  me,  for  we  have  not  deserved  it  of  him. 

As  you  wish  to  know  all  our  minor  affairs,  I  must  tell  you, 
that  of  all  his  attendants,  the  Prince  almost  exclusively 
employs  Biondello,  whom  he  took  into  his  service,  as  jovl 
will  recollect,  on  the  disappearance  of  his  huntsman,  and 
who,  in  his  new  mode  of  life,  has  become  quite  indispensable 
to  him.  This  man  knows  Venice  thoroughly,  and  turns 
everything  to  some  account.  It  is  as  though  he  had  a 
thousand  eyes,  and  could  set  a  thousand  hands  in  motion  at 
once.  This  he  accomplishes,  as  he  says,  by  the  help  of  the 
gondoliers.  To  the  Prince  he  renders  himself  very  useful 
by  making  him  acquainted  with  all  the  strange  faces  that 
present  themselves  at  his  assemblies,  and  the  private  inform- 
ation he  gives  his  highness  has  always  proved  to  be  correct. 
Besides  this,  he  speaks  and  writes  both  Italian  and  French 
excellently,  and  has  in  consequence  already  risen  to  be  the 
Prince's  secretary.  I  must,  however,  relate  to  you  an  instance 
of  fidelity  in  him  which  is  rarely  found  among  people  of  his 
station.  The  other  day,  a  merchant  of  good  standing  from 
Rimini  requested  an  audience  of  the  Prince.  The  object  of 
his  visit  was  an  extraordinary  complaint  concerniug  Biondello. 
The  Procurator,  his  former  master,  who  must  have  been 
rather  an  odd  fellow,  had  lived  in  irreconcilable  enmitv  with 
his  relations ;  this  enmity  he  wished  if  possible  to  continue 
even  after  his  death.  Biondello  possessed  his  entire  con- 
fidence, and  was  the  repository  of  all  his  secrets ;  while  on 
his  death-bed,  he  obliged  him  to  swear  that  he  would  keep 
them  inviolably,  and  would  never  disclose  them  for  the 
benefit  of  his  relations ;  a  handsome  legacy  was  to  be  the 
reward  of  his  silence.  When  the  deceased  Procurator's  will 
was  opened,  and  his  papers  inspected,  many  blanks  and 
irregularities  were  found,  to  which  Biondello  alone  could 
furuish  a  key.      He   persisted   in   denying   that  he   knew 
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anything  about  it,  gave  up  his  very  handsome  legacy  to  tho 
heirs,  and  kept  his  secrets  to  himself.  Large  offers  were 
made  to  him  by  the  relations,  but  all  in  vain ;  at  length,  in 
order  to  escape  from  their  importunities  and  their  threats  of 
legally  prosecuting  him,  he  entered  the  service  of  the  Prince. 
The  merchant,  who  was  the  chief  heir,  now  applied  to  the 
Prince,  and  made  larger  offers  than  before,  if  Biondello  would 
alter  his  determination.  But  even  the  persuasions  of  the 
Prince  were  fruitless.  He  admitted  that  secrets  of  con- 
sequence had  really  been  confided  to  him ;  he  did  not  deny 
that  the  deceased  had  perhaps  carried  his  enmity  towards  his 
relations  too  far ;  but,  added  he,  he  was  my  dear  master  and 
benefactor,  and  died  with  a  firm  belief  in  my  integrity.  I 
was  the  only  friend  he  had  left  in»  the  world,  and  will 
therefore  never  prove  myself  unworthy  of  his  confidence.  At 
the  same  time,  he  hinted  that  the  avowals  they  wished  him 
to  make  would  not  tend  to  the  honour  of  the  deceased.  Was 
not  that  acting  nobly  and  delicately?  You  may  easily 
imagine  that  the  Prince  did  not  renew  his  endeavours  to 
shake  so  praiseworthy  a  determination.  The  extraordinary 
fidelity  which  he  has  shown  towards  his  deceased  master,  has 
procured  him  the  unlimited  confidence  of  his  present  one ! 

Farewell,  my  dear  friend.  How  I  sigh  for  the  quiet  life 
we  led  when  first  you  came  amongst  us,  for  the  stillness  of 
which  your  society  so  agreeably  indemnified  us.  I  fear 
my  happy  days  in  Venice  are  over,  and  shall  be  glad  if  the 
same  remark  does  not  also  apply  to  the  Prince.  The 
element  in  which  he  now  lives  is  not  calculated  to  render 
him  permanently  happy,  or  my  sixteen  years*  experience  has 
deceived  me. 


LETTER  IL 

BARON  VON  F TO  COUNT  VON  0- 


JHne  4th. 

I  should  never  have  thought  that  our  stay  at  Venice  would 
have  been  productive  of  any  good  consequences.  It  has  been 
the  means  of  saving  a  man's  life,  and  I  am  reconciled  to  it. 

Some  few  evenings  ago  the  Prince  was  being  carried  home, 
late  at  night,  from  the  Bucentauro ;  two  domestics,  of  whoi» 
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Bionclello  was  one,  accompanied  him.  By  seme  accident  it 
happened  that  the  sedan,  which  had  heen  hired  in  haste, 
broke  down,  and  the  Prince  was  obliged  to  proceed  the 
remainder  of  the  way  on  foot.  Biondello  walked  in  front; 
their  course  lay  through  several  dark,  retired  streets,  and,  as 
daybreak  was  at  hand,  the  lamps  were  either  burning  dimly 
or  had  gone  out  altogether.  They  had  proceeded  about  a 
quarter  of  an  hour,  when  Biondello  discovered  that  he  had 
lost  his  way.  The  similarity  of  the  bridges  had  deceived 
him,  and,  instead  of  crossing  that  of  St.  Mark,  they  found 
themselves  in  Sestiere  di  Castello.  It  was  in  a  by-street, 
and  not  a  soul  was  stirring ;  they  were  obliged  to  turn  back, 
in  order  to  gain  a  main  street  by  which  to  set  themselves 
right.  They  had  proceeded  but  a  few  paces  when  they  heard 
cries  of  **  murder"  in  a  neighbouring  street.  With  his  usual 
determined  courage,  the  Prince,  unarmed  as  he  was,  snatched 
a  stick  from  one  of  his  attendants,  and  rushed  forward  in  the 
direction  whence  the  sound  came.  Three  ruffianly  looking 
fellows  were  just  about  to  assassinate  a  man,  who  with  his 
companion  was  feebly  defending  himself;  the  Prince  ap- 
peared just  in  time  to  arrest  the  fatal  blow.  The  voices  of 
the  Prince  and  his  followers  alarmed  the  murderers,  who  did 
not  expect  any  interruption  in  so  lonely  a  place ;  after 
inflicting  a  few  slight  wounds  with  their  daggers,  they 
abandoned  their  victim  and  took  to  their  heels  Exhausted 
with  the  unequal  combat,  the  wounded  man  sunk  half  fainting 
into  the  arms  of  the  Prince ;  his  companion  informed  my 
master,  that  the  man  whose  life  he  had  saved  was  the 
Marquis  Civitella,  a  nephew  of  the  Cardinal  A^-  -"  -s^  i.  As  the 
Marquis's  wounds  bled  freely,  Biondello  acted  as  surgeon,  to 
the  best  of  his  ability,  and  the  Prince  took  care  to  have  him 
conveyed  to  the  palace  of  his  uncle,  which  was  near  at  hand, 
and  whither  he  himself  accompanied  him.  This  done,  he  left 
the  house  without  revealing  his  name. 

This,  however,  was  aiscovered  by  a  servant  who  had  recog- 
nized Biondello.  Already  on  the  following  morning,  the 
cardinal,  an  old  acquaintance  from  the  Bucentauro,  waited 
upon  the  Prince.  The  interview  lasted  an  hour ;  the  Car- 
dinal was  much  moved ;  tears  stood  in  his  eyes  when  they 
parted ;  the  Prince,  too,  was  affected.  The  same  evening  a 
visit  was  paid  to  the  sick  man,  of  whose  case  the  sui'geon 
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gives  a  very  favourable  report ;  the  mantle  in  which  he  wa^ 
wrapped  had  rendered  the  thrusts  unsteady,  and  weakened 
their  force.  Since  this  event  not  a  day  has  passed  without 
the  Prince's  paying  a  visit  at  the  Cardinal's,  or  receiving  one 
from  him,  and  a  close  intimacy  has  begun  to  exist  betweer 
him  and  the  Cardinal's  family. 

The  Cardinal  is  a  venerable  man  of  sixty,  with  a  majestic 
aspect,  but  full  of  gaiety  and  good  health.  He  is  said  to  be 
the  richest  prelate  throughout  all  the  dominions  of  the  re- 
public. He  is  reported  to  manage  his  immense  fortune  in  a 
very  liberal  manner,  and,  although  prudently  economical,  to 
despise  none  of  the  joys  of  this  life.  This  nephew,  who  is 
his  sole  heir,  is  not  always  on  the  best  of  terms  with  his 
uncle.  For,  although  the  Cardinal  is  anything  but  an  enemy 
to  youthful  pleasures,  the  conduct  of  the  nephew  must  ex 
haust  the  utmost  tolerance.  His  loose  principles  and  dissi- 
pated manner  of  living,  aided  unhappily  by  all  the  attractions 
which  can  make  vice  tempting,  and  excite  sensuality,  have 
rendered  him  the  terror  of  all  fathers,  and  the  bane  of  all 
husbands  ;  this  last  attack  also  was  said  to  have  been  caused 
bv  an  intrigue  he  had  becrun  with  the  wife  of  the  -i^  -i^  * 
Ambassador,  without  speaking  of  other  serious  broils  from 
which  the  power  and  the  money  of  the  Cardinal  could  scarcely 
extricate  him.  But  for  this,  the  Cardinal  would  be  the 
happiest  man  in  Italy,  for  he  possesses  everything  that  can 
make  life  agreeable  ;  but  by  this  one  domestic  misfortune  all 
the  gifts  of  fortune  are  annulled,  and  the  enjoyment  of  his 
wealth  is  embittered  to  the  Cardinal,  by  the  continual  fear  of 
finding  nobody  to  inherit  it. 

The  whole  of  this  information  I  have  obtained  from  Bion- 
dello.  The  Prince  has  found  in  this  man  a  real  treasure. 
Every  day  he  becomes  more  indispensable,  and  we  are  con- 
tinually discovering  in  him  some  new  talent.  Some  days  ago 
the  Prince  felt  feverish  and  could  not  sleep  ;  the  night-lamp 
was  extinguished,  and  all  his  ringing  failed  to  arouse  the 
valet- de-chambre,  who  had  gone  to  sleep  out  of  the  house 
with  an  opera-dancer.  At  length  the  Prince  determined  to 
rise  himself,  and  to  rouse  one  of  his  people.  He  had  not 
proceeded  far,  when  a  strain  of  delicious  melody  met  his  ear. 
Like  one  enchanted,  he  followed  the  sound,  and  found  Bion 
dello  in  his  room  playing  upon  the  flute,  with  his  fellow-ser 
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vants  assembled  round  him.  The  Prince  could  hardly  be- 
lieve his  senses,  and  commanded  him  to  proceed.  With  a 
surprising  degree  of  facility  he  began  to  vary  a  touching 
adagio  air  with  some  fine  extempore  variations,  which  he 
executed  with  all  the  taste  of  a  virtuoso.  The  Prince,  who, 
as  you  know,  is  a  judge  of  music,  says  that  he  might  play 
with  confidence  in  the  finest  choir  in  Italy. 

•*  I  must  dismiss  this  man,"  said  he  to  me  next  morning, 
**for  I  am  unable  to  reward  him  according  to  his  merits." 
Biondello,  who  had  overheard  these  words,  came  forward.  **  If 
you  dismiss  me,  gracious  Prince,"  said  he,  *'you  deprive  mo 
of  my  best  reward." 

*'  You  are  bom  to  something  better  than  to  serve,"  answered 
my  master.     "  I  must  not  stand  in  the  way  of  your  fortune.'* 

"  Do  not  press  upon  me  any  better  fortune,  gracious  Sir,  thau 
that  which  I  have  chosen  for  myself." 

*'To  neglect  talent  like  yours No!  I  can  never  per- 
mit it." 

"  Then  permit  me,  gracious  Sir,  sometimes  to  exercise  it  in 
your  presence." 

Preparations  were  immediately  made  for  carrying  this  pro- 
position into  effect.  Biondello  had  a  room  assigned  to  him 
next  the  apartment  of  the  Prince,  so  that  he  can  lull  him 
to  sleep  with  his  strains,  and  wake  him  in  the  same  manner. 
The  Prince  wished  to  double  his  salary,  but  Biondello  de- 
clined, requesting  that  this  intended  boon  should  be  retained 
in  his  master's  hands  as  a  capital  of  which  he  might  some  day 
wish  to  avail  himself.  The  Prince  expects  that  he  will  soon 
come  to  ask  a  favour  at  his  hands;  and  whatever  it  may  be, 
it  is  granted  beforehand.  Farewell,  dearest  friend.  I  am 
waiting  with  impatience  for  tidings  from  K  *  *  *  n. 


LETTER  IIL 

BAHON   VON   F TO   COUNT   VON    0— ~-. 

juns  4ttL 

The  Marquis  of  Civitella,  who  is  now  entirely  recovered 
from  his  wounds,  was  last  week  introduced  to  the  Prince  by 
his  uncle  the  Cardinal,  and  since  then  he  has  followed  hitQ 
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like  his  shadow.  Biondello  cannot  have  told  me  the  truth 
respecting  this  marquis,  or  at  any  rate  his  account  must  be 
greatly  exaggerated.  His  mien  is  highly  engaging,  and  his 
manners  irresistibly  winning.  It  is  impossible  to  be  out  of 
humour  with  him ;  the  first  sight  of  him  has  disarmed  me. 
Imagine  a  man  of  the  most  enchanting  figure,  with  corre- 
sponding grace  and  dignity,  a  countenance  full  of  thought  and 
genius,  an  expression  frank  and  inviting ;  a  persuasive  tone 
of  voice,  the  most  flowing  eloquence,  and  a  glow  of  youthful 
beauty,  joined  to  all  the  advantages  of  a  most  liberal  education. 
He  has  none  of  that  contemptuous  pride,  none  of  that  solemn 
starchness,  which  we  disliked  so  much  in  all  the  other  nobles. 
His  whole  being  is  redolent  of  youthful  joyousness,  benevo- 
lence and  warmth  of  feeling.  His  excesses  must  have  been 
much  exaggerated  ;  I  never  saw  a  more  perfect  picture  of 
health.  If  he  is  really  so  wholly  abandoned  as  Biondello 
represents  him,  he  is  a  syren  whom  none  can  resist. 

Towards  me  he  behaved  with  much  frankness.  He  con- 
fessed with  the  most  pleasing  sincerity,  that  he  was  by  no 
means  on  the  best  of  terms  with  his  uncle  the  Cardinal,  and 
that  it  was  his  own  fault.  But  he  was  seriously  resolved 
to  amend  his  life,  and  the  merit  would  be  entirely  tlie  Prince's. 
At  the  same  time,  he  hoped  through  his  instrumentality  to  be 
reconciled  to  his  uncle,  as  the  Prince's  influence  with  the 
Cardinal  was  unbounded.  The  only  thing  he  had  wanted, 
till  now,  was  a  friend  and  a  guide,  and  he  trusted  he  should 
find  both  in  the  person  of  the  Prince. 

The  Prince  has  now  assumed  the  authority  of  a  preceptor 
towards  him,  and  treats  him  with  all  the  watchfulness  and 
strictness  of  a  Mentor.  But  this  intimacy  also  gives  the 
Marquis  a  certain  degree  of  influence,  of  which  he  well  knows 
how  to  avail  himself.  He  hardly  stirs  from  his  side  ;  he  is 
present  at  all  parties  where  the  Prince  is  one  of  the  guests  ; 
for  the  Bucentauro  alone  he  is  fortunately  as  yet  too  young. 
Wherever  he  appears  in  public  with  the  Prince,  he  manages 
to  draw  him  away  from  the  rest  of  the  company,  by  the 
pleasing  manner  in  which  he  engages  him  in  conversation, 
and  arrests  his  attention.  Nobody,  they  say,  has  yet  been 
able  to  reclaim  him,  and  the  Prince  will  deserve  to  be  im 
mortalized  in  an  epic,  should  he  accomplish  such  an  Her- 
culean task.     I  am  much  afraid,  however,  that  the  tables 
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may  be  turned,  and  the  guide  be  led  away  by  the  pupil,  of 
which,  in  fact,  there  seems  to  be  every  prospect. 

The  Prince  of  '^'  ^  d  *  ^'  has  taken  his  departure,  much  to 
the  satisfaction  of  us  all,  my  master  not  excepted.     What  I 

predicted,  my  dear  0 ,  has  come  to  pass.     Two  characters 

so  widely  opposed  must  inevitably  clash  together,  and  can- 
not maintain  a  good  understanding  for  any  length  of  time. 
The  Prince  of  'i^  *  d  *  *  had  not  been  long  in  Venice  before  a 
terrible  schism  took  place  in  the  intellectual  w^orld,  which 
threatened  to  deprive  our  Prince  of  one-half  of  his  admirers. 
Wherever  he  went  he  was  crossed  by  this  rival,  who  possessed 
exactly  the  requisite  amount  of  small  cunning  to  avail  him- 
self of  every  little  advantage  he  gained.  As  he  besides  never 
scrupled  to  make  use  of  any  petty  manoeuvres  to  increase 
his  consequence,  he  in  a  short  time  drew  all  the  weak-minded 
of  the  commmiity  on  his  side,  and  shone  at  the  head  of  a 
company  of  parasites  worthy  of  such  a  leader  *.  The  wiser 
course  would  certainly  have  been,  not  to  enter  into  com- 
petition at  all  with  an  adversary  of  this  description,  and  a 
few  months  back  this  is  the  part  which  the  Prince  w^ould 
have  taken.  But  now  he  has  launched  too  far  into  the  stream 
easily  to  regain  the  shore.  These  trifles  have,  perhaps  by 
the  circumstances  in  which  he  is  placed,  acquired  a  certain 
degree  of  importance  in  his  eyes,  and  had  he  even  despised 
them,  his  pride  would  not  have  allowed  him  to  retire  at  a 
moment  when  his  yielding  would  have  been  looked  upon 
less  as  a  voluntary  act,  than  as  a  confession  of  inferiority. 
Added  to  this,  an  unlucky  revival  of  forgotten  satirical 
speeches  had  taken  place ;  and  the  spirit  of  rivalry  which 
took  possession  of  his  followers  had  affected  the  Prince 
himself.  In  order,  therefore,  to  maintain  that  position  in 
society,  which  public  opinion  had  now  assigned  him,  he 
deemed  it  advisable  to  seize  every  possible  opportunity  of 
display  and  of  increasing  the  number  of  his  admirers  ;  but 
this  could  only  be  effected  by  the  most  princely  expenditure ; 

*  The  harsh  judgment  wkich  Baron  F (both  here  and  in  some  pas- 
sages of  his  first  letter)  pronounces  upon  this  talented  Prince,  will  be  found 
exaggerated  by  every  one  who  has  the  good  fortune  to  be  acquainted  with 
him,  and  must  be  attributed  to  the  prejudiced  views  of  the  young  ob- 
server.— NoU  of  the  Count  von  0 . 
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he  was,  therefore,  eternally  giving  feasts,  entertainments,  and 
expensive  concerts,  making  costly  presents,  and  playing  high. 
As  this  strange  madness,  moreover,  had  also  infected  the 
Prince's  retinue,  who  are  generally  much  more  punctilious 
in  respect  to  what  they  deem  "the  honour  of  the  family" 
than  their  masters,  the  Prince  w^as  obliged  to  assist  the  zeal 
of  his  followers  by  his  liberality.  Here,  then,  is  a  whole 
catalogue  of  ills,  all  irremediable  consequences  of  a  sufficiently 
excusable  weakness,  to  which  the  Prince,  in  an  unguarded 
moment,  gave  way  ! 

We  have,  it  is  true,  got  rid  of  our  rival,  but  the  harm  he 
has  done  will  not  so  soon  be  remedied.  The  finances  of  the 
Prince  are  exhausted;  all  that  he  had  saved  by  the  wdse 
economy  of  years  is  spent;  and  he  must  hasten  from  Venice, 
if  he  would  escape  plunging  into  debt,  which  till  now  he  has 
most  scrupulously  avoided.  It  is  decisively  settled  that  we 
leave  as  soon  as  fresh  remittances  arrive. 

I  should  not  have  minded  all  this  splendour  if  the  Prince 
had  but  reaped  the  least  real  satisfaction  from  it.  But  he 
was  never  ]ess  happy  than  at  present !  He  feels  that  he  is 
not  wliat  he  formerly  was — he  seeks  to  regain  his  self-respect — 
he  is  dissatisfied  with  himself,  and  launches  into  fresh  dissi- 
pation, in  order  to  drown  the  recollection  of  the  last.  One 
new  acquaintance  follows  another,  and  each  involves  him  more 
deeply.  I  know  not  w^here  this  will  end.  We  must  away — 
there  is  no  other  chance  of  safety — we  must  away  from 
Venice. 

But,  my  dear  f fiend,  I  have  not  yet  received  a  single  line 
from  you !  How  am  I  to  interpret  this  long  and  obstinate 
silence  ? 


LETTER  IV. 

BAEON   VON   F TO   COUNT   VON   0- 


June  12tli. 


I  thank  you,  my  dear  friend,  for  the  token  of  your  remem- 
brance which  young  B  ^- -''^  hi  brought  me.  But  what  is  it  you 
say  about  letters  I  ought  to  have  received  ?  I  have  received 
no  letter  from  you;  not  a  single  line.  What  a  circuitous 
route  must  they  have  taken !     In  future,  dear  0 ,  when 
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you  honour  me  with  an  epistle,  despatch  it,  via  Trent,  under 
cover  to  the  Prince,  my  master. 

We  have  at  length  been  compelled,  my  dear  friend,  to 
resort  to  a  measure  which  till  now  we  had  so  happily  avoided. 
Our  remittances  have  failed  to  arrive — failed,  for  the  first 
time,  in  this  pressing  emergency,  and  w^e  have  been  obliged 
to  have  recourse  to  a  usurer,  as  the  Prince  is  willing  to 
pay  handsomely  to  keep  the  affair  secret.  The  worst  of 
this  disagreeable  occurrence  is,  that  it  retards  our  departure. 
On  this  affair  the  Prince  and  I  have  had  an  explanation. 
The  whole  transaction  had  been  arranged  by  Biondello, 
and  the  son  of  Israel  was  there,  before  I  had  any  suspicion 
of  the  fact.  It  grieved  me  to  the  heart  to  see  the  Prince 
reduced  to  such  an  extremity,  and  revived  all  my  recol- 
lections of  the  past  and  fears  for  the  future,  and  I  sup- 
pose I  may  have  looked  rather  sorrowful  and  gloomy  when 
the  usurer  left  the  room.  The  Prince,  whom  the  foregoing 
scene  had  left  in  not  the  happiest  frame  of  mind,  was  pacing 
angrily  up  and  down  the  room ;  the  rouleaus  of  gold  were  still 
lying  on  the  table  ;  I  stood  at  the  window^  counting  the  panes 
of  glass  in  the  procurator's  house  opposite.     There  was  a  long 

pause.     At  length  the  Prince  broke  silence.     *'  F ! "  he 

began,  "  I  cannot  bear  to  see  dismal  faces  about  me." 

I  remained  silent. 

'*  Why  do  you  not  answer  me  ?  Do  I  not  perceive  that 
your  heart  is  almost  bursting  to  vent  some  of  its  vexation  ?  I 
insist  on  your  speaking,  otherwise  you  will  begin  to  fancy 
that  you  are  keeping  some  terribly  momentous  secret." 

*'If  I  am  gloomy,  gracious  sir,"  replied  I,  "it  is  only 
because  I  do  not  see  you  cheerful." 

"I  know,"  continued  he,  " that  you  have  been  dissatisfied 
with  me  for  some  time  past — that  you  disapprove  of  every 
step  I  take — that — what  does  Count  0 say  in  his  letters?" 

"  Count  0 has  not  written  to  me." 

*' Not  written?  Why  do  you  deny  it?  You  keep  up  a 
confidential  correspondence  together,  you  and  the  Count ;  I 
am  quite  aware  of  that.  Come,  you  may  confess  it,  for  I 
have  no  wish  to  pry  into  your  secrets." 

*' Count  0 ,"  replied  I,  "has  not  yet  answered  any  of 

the  three  letters  which  I  have  written  to  him." 

**  I  have  done  wrong,"  continued  he ;  "  don't  you  think  so?" 
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(taking  up  one  of  the  rouleaus)  "  I  should  not  have  done 
this?" 

**  I  see  that  it  was  necessary." 

"  I  ought  not  to  have  reduced  myself  to  such  a  recessity  ?" 

I  did  not  answer. 

''-  Oh,  of  course !  I  ought  never  to  have  indulged  my 
wishes,  but  have  grown  grey  in  the  same  dull  manner 
in  which  I  was  brought  up!  Because  I  once  venture  a 
step  beyond  the  drear  monotony  of  my  past  life,  and  look 
around  me,  to  see  whether  there  be  not  some  new  source  of 
enjoyment  in  store  for  me — because  T " 

"  If  it  was  but  a  trial,  gracious  sir,  I  have  no  more  to  say; 
for  the  experience  you  have  gained  w^ould  not  be  dearly 
bought  at  three  times  the  price  it  has  cost.  It  grieves 
me,  I  confess,  to  think  that  the  opinion  of  the  world  should 
be  concerned  in  determining  the  question — how  you  are  to 
choose  3^our  own  happiness." 

*'  It  is  well  for  you  that  you  can  afford  to  despise  the  world's 
opinion,"  replied  he  ;  "I  am  its  creature,  I  must  be  its  slave. 
What  are  we  princes  but  opinion  ?  With  us  it  is  everything. 
Public  opinion  is  our  nurse  and  preceptor  in  infancy,  our 
oracle  and  idol  in  riper  years,  our  staff  in  old  age.  Take 
from  us  what  we  derive  from  the  opinion  of  the  world,  and 
the  poorest  of  the  humblest  class  is  in  a  better  position 
than  we,  for  his  fate  has  taught  him  a  lesson  of  philosophy 
which  enables  him  to  bear  it.  But  a  prince  who  laughs  at 
the  world's  opinion  destroys  himself,  like  the  priest  who 
denies  the  existence  of  a  God." 

"  And  yet,  gracious  Prince " 

"  I  see  what  you  would  say ;  I  can  break  through  the  circle 
which  my  birth  has  drawn  around  me.  But  can  I  also 
eradicate  from  my  memory  all  the  false  impressions  which 
education  and  early  habit  have  implanted,  and  which  a 
hundred  thousand  fools  have  been  continually  labouring  to 
impress  more  and  more  firmly  ?  Everybody  naturally  wishes 
to  be  what  he  is  in  perfection ;  in  short,  the  whole  aim  of  a 
prince's  existence  is  to  appear  happy.  If  we  cannot  be 
happy  after  your  fashion,  is  that  any  reason  why  we  should 
discard  all  other  means  of  happiness,  and  not  be  happy  at 
all  ?  If  we  cannot  drink  of  joy  pure  from  the  fountain  head, 
can  there  be  any  reason  why  we  should  not  beguile  ourselves 
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with  artificial  pleasure — nay,  even  be  content  to  accept  a  sorry 
substitute  from  the  very  hand  that  robs  us  of  the  higher  boon  ?  " 

**  You  were  wont  to  look  for  this  compensation  in  your  own 
heart." 

*'  But  if  I  no  longer  find  it  there  ? — Oh,  how  came  we  to  fall 
on  this  subject?  Why  did  you  revive  these  recollections  in 
me  ?  I  had  recourse  to  this  tumult  of  the  senses  in  order  to 
stifle  an  inward  voice,  which  embitters  my  whole  life — in 
order  to  lull  to  rest  this  inquisitive  reason,  which,  like  a  sharp 
sickle,  moves  to  and  fro  in  my  brain,  at  each  new  research 
lopping  off  another  branch  of  my  happiness  !  " 

*'  My  dearest  Prince  !  " — He  had  risen,  and  was  pacing  up 
and  down  the  room  in  unusual  agitation  ->'. 

*' When  everything  gives  way  before  me  and  behind  me — 
when  the  past  lies  in  the  distance  in  dreary  monotony,  like  a 
city  of  the  dead — when  the  future  offers  me  nought — when  I 
see  my  whole  being  enclosed  within  the  narrow  circle  of  the 
present — who  can  blame  me  if  I  clasp  this  niggardly  present 
of  time  in  my  arms  with  fiery  eagerness,  as  though  it  were  a 
friend  whom  I  was  embracing  for  the  last  time  ?  Oh,  I  have 
learnt  to  value  the  present  moment !  The  present  moment 
is  our  mother — let  us  love  it  as  such !  " 

* '  Gracious  sir,  you  were  wont  to  believe  in  a  more  lasting  good." 

*'  Do  but  make  the  enchantment  last,  and  fervently  will  I  em- 
brace it.  But  what  pleasure  can  it  give  to  me  to  render  beings 
happy  who  to-morrow  will  have  passed  away  like  myself?  Is 
not  everything  passing  away  around  me  ?  Each  one  bustles 
and  pushes  his  neighbour  aside  hastily  to  catch  a  few  drops 
from  the  fountain  of  life,  and  then  departs  thirsting.  At  this 
very  moment,  while  I  am  rejoicing  in  my  strength,  some 
being  is  waiting  to  start  into  life  at  my  dissolution.  Show  me 
one  being  who  will  endure,  and  I  will  become  a  virtuous  man.'* 

*  I  have  endeavoured,  dearest  0 ,  to  relate  to  you  this  remarkable 

conversation  exactlj^  as  it  occurred ;  but  this  I  found  impossible,  although  I 
sat  down  to  write  it  the  evening  of  the  day  it  took  place.  In  order  to  assist 
my  memory,  I  was  obliged  to  transpose  the  observation  of  the  Prince,  and 
thus  this  compound  of  a  conversation  and  a  philosophical  lecture,  which  is,  in 
some  respects,  better,  and  in  others  worse,  than  the  source  from  which  I  took 
it,  arose ;  but  I  assure  you  that  I  have  rather  omitted  some  of  the  Prince's 
words  than  ascribed  to  him  any  of  my  own  ;  all  that  is  mine  is  the  arrange- 
fnent,  and  a  few  observations,  whose  ownership  you  will  easily  recognize  b^ 
their  stupi(iity. — J\fote  of  tU  Baron  Von  F 

o  a  2 
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**  But  what  then  has  become  of  those  benevolent  sentiments 
which  used  to  be  the  joy  and  the  rule  of  your  life  ?  To  sow 
seeds  for  the  future,  to  assist  in  carrying  out  the  designs  of  a 
high  and  eternal  providence — " 

"  Future !  eternal  providence  ! — If  you  take  away  from  man 
all  that  he  derives  from  his  own  heart,  all  that  he  associates 
with  the  idea  of  a  Godhead,  and  all  that  belongs  to  the  law  of 
nature, — what  then  do  you  leave  him  ?  " 

"  What  has  already  happened  to  me,  and  what  may  still 
follow,  I  look  upon  as  two  black  impenetrable  curtains  hang- 
ing over  the  two  extremities  of  human  life,  and  which  no 
mortal  has  ever  yet  drawn  aside.  Many  hundred  generations 
have  stood  before  the  second  of  these  curtains,  casting  the 
light  of  their  torches  upon  its  folds,  speculating  and  guessing 
as  to  what  it  may  conceal.  Many  have  beheld  themselves, 
in  the  magnified  image  of  their  passions,  reflected  upon 
the  curtain  which  hides  futurity  from  their  gaze,  and  have 
turned  away  shuddering  from  their  own  shadows.  Poets, 
philosophers,  and  statesmen  have  painted  their  fancies  on 
the  curtain,  in  brighter  or  more  sombre  colours,  according 
as  their  own  prospects  were  bright  or  gloomy.  Many  a 
juggler  has  also  taken  advantage  of  the  universal  curiosity, 
and  by  well-managed  deceptions  led  astray  the  excited  imagi- 
nation. A  deep  silence  reigns  behind  this  curtain;  no  one 
who  passes  beyond  it  answers  any  questions ;  all  the  reply 
is  an  empty  echo,  like  the  sound  yielded  by  a  vault.  Sooner 
or  later  all  must  go  behind  this  curtain,  and  they  approach  it 
with  fear  and  trembling,  in  doubt  who  may  be  waiting  there 
behind  to  receive  them ;  quid  sit  id^  quod  tantum  morituri 
vident.  There  have  been  infidels  who  asserted  that  this  cur- 
tain only  deluded  mankind,  and  that  we  saw  nothing  behind 
it,  because  there  was  nothing  there  to  see;  but,  to  convince 
them,  they  were  quickly  sent  behind  it  themselves." 

"  It  was,  indeed,  a  rash  conclusion,"  said  I,  "  if  they  had  no 
better  ground  for  it  than  that  they  saw  nothing  themselves." 

•'You  see,  my  dear  friend,  I  am  modest  enough  not  to 
wish  to  look  behind  this  curtain,  and  the  wisest  course  will 
doubtless  be,  to  abstain  from  all  curiosity.  But  while  I 
draw  this  impassable  circle  around  me,  and  confine  myself 
within  the  bounds  of  present  existence,  this  small  point  of 
time,  wliicb  I  was  in  danger  of  neglecting  in  useless  researches, 
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becomes  the  more  important  to  me.  What  you  call  the  chief 
end  and  aim  of  my  existence  concerns  me  no  longer.  I  can- 
not escape  my  destiny ;  I  cannot  promote  its  consummation  • 
but  I  know,  and  firmly  believe,  that  I  am  here  to  accomplish 
some  end,  and  that  I  do  accomplish  it.  But  the  means  which 
nature  has  chosen  to  fulfil  my  destiny  are  so  much  the 
more  sacred  to  me — to  me  it  is  everything — my  morality,  my 
happiness.  All  the  rest  I  shall  never  learn.  I  am  like  a 
messenger  who  carries  a  sealed  letter  to  its  place  of  destina 
tion.  What  the  letter  contains  is  indifferent  to  him — his 
business  is  only  to  earn  his  fee  for  carrying  it." 

''  Alas  I "  said  I,  "  how  poor  a  thing  you  would  leave  me  ! " 
"  But  in  what  a  labyrinth  have  we  lost  ourselves !  "  ex- 
claimed the  Prince,  looking  with  a  smile  at  the  table  on 
which  the  rouleaus  lay.  "  After  all  perhaps  not  far  from 
the  mark,"  continued  he;  *'  you  will  now  no  doubt  understand 
my  reasons  for  this  new  mode  of  life.  I  could  not  so  suddenly 
tear  myself  away  from  my  fancied  wealth,  could  not  so  readily 
separate  the  props  of  my  morality  and  happiness  from  the 
pleasing  dream  with  which  everything  within  me  was  so 
closely  bound  up.  I  longed  for  the  frivolity  which  seems 
to  render  the  existence  of  most  of  those  about  me  en- 
durable to  themselves.  Everything  which  precluded  reflec- 
tion was  welcome  to  me.  Shall  I  confess  it  to  you  *?  I 
wished  to  lower  myself,  in  order  to  destroy  this  source  of  my 
griefs,  by  deadening  the  power  of  reflection." 

Here  we  were  interrupted  by  a  visit.  In  my  next  [  shall 
have  to  communicate  to  you  a  piece  of  news,  which,  from  the 
tenor  of  a  conversation  like  the  one  of  to-day,  you  would 
scarcely  have  anticipated. 


LETTEK  V. 

BARON   VON    F TO    COUNT   VON    O- 


As  the  time  of  our  departure  from  Venice  is  now  approach- 
ing with  rapid  steps,  this  week  was  to  be  devoted  to  seeing 
everything  worthy  of  notice  in  pictures  and  public  edifices  ;  a 
task  which,  when  one  intends  making  a  long  stay  in  a  place, 
is  always  delayed  till  the  last  moment. 

The  Marriage  at  Cana,  by  Paul   Veronese,  which  ir>  to  ho 
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seen  ia  a  Benedictine  convent  in  the  island  of  St,  George, 
was  in  particular  mentioned  to  us  in  high  terms.  Do  not 
expect  me  to  give  you  a  description  of  this  extraordinary  work 
of  art,  which,  on  the  whole,  made  a  very  surprising,  but  not 
equally  pleasing,  impression  on  me.  We  should  have  required 
as  many  hours  as  we  had  minutes  to  study  a  composition  of 
one  hundred  and  twenty  figures,  upon  a  ground  thirty  feet 
broad.  What  human  eye  is  capable  of  grasping  so  com- 
plicated a  whole,  or  at  once  to  enjoy  all  the  beauty  which  the 
artist  has  everywhere  lavished  upon  it!  It  is,  however,  to 
be  lamented,  that  a  work  of  so  much  merit,  which  if 
exhibited  in  some  public  place,  would  command  the  admi- 
ration of  every  one,  should  be  destined  merely  to  orna- 
ment the  refectory  of  a  few  monks.  The  church  of  the 
monastery  is  no  less  worthy  of  admiration,  being  one  of  the 
finest  in  the  whole  city.  Towards  evening  we  went  in  a 
gondola  to  the  Guidecca,  in  order  to  spend  the  pleasant  hours 
of  evening  in  its  charming  garden.  Our  party,  which  was 
not  very  numerous,  soon  dispersed  in  various  directions;  and 
Civitella,  who  had  been  waiting  all  day  for  an  opportunity 
of  speaking  to  me  privately,  took  me  aside  into  an  ar- 
bour. 

"You  are  a  friend  of  the  Prince,"  he  began,  "  from  whom 
he  is  accustomed  to  keep  no  secrets,  as  I  know  from  very 
good  authority.  As  I  entered  his  hotel  to-day,  I  met  a  man 
coming  out,  whose  occupation  is  well  known  to  me,  and  when  I 
entered  the  room,  the  Prince's  brow  was  clouded." — I  wished 
to  interrupt  him — "You  cannot  deny  it,"  continued  he  ;  "I 
knew  the  man,  I  looked  at  him  well.  And  is  it  possible 
that  the  Prince  should  have  a  friend  in  Venice — a  friend  who 
owes  his  life  to  him,  and  yet  be  reduced  on  an  emergency  to 
make  use  of  such  creatures  ? 

**  Tell  me  frankly.  Baron  !  Is  the  Prince  in  difficulties  ? 
It  is  in  vain  you  strive  to  conceal  it  from  me.  What !  you 
refuse  to  tell  me !  I  can  easily  learn  from  one  who  would 
sell  any  secret  for  gold." 

"  My  good  Marquis — " 

•'  Pardon  me !  I  must  appear  intrusive,  in  order  not  t> 
be  ungrateful.  To  the  Prince  I  am  indebted  for  life,  and, 
what  is  still  more,  for  a  reasonable  use  of  it.  Shall  I  stand 
idly  by,  and  see  him  take  steps  which,  besides  being  incou- 
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venient  to  him,  are  beneath  his  dignity  ?  Shall  I  feel  it  in 
my  power  to  assist  him,  and  hesitate  for  a  moment  to  step 
forward  ?  " 

"  The  Prince,"  replied  I,  "  is  not  in  difficulties.  Some 
remittances  which  we  expected  via  Trent  have  not  yet  arrived, 
most  likely  either  by  accident,  or  because  not  feeling  certain 
whether  he  had  not  already  left  Venice,  they  waited  for  a 
communication  from  him.  This  has  now  been  done,  and 
until  their  arrival — " 

Civitella  shook  his  head.  *'  Do  not  mistake  my  motive," 
said  he ;  "in  this  there  can  be  no  question  as  to  diminishing  the 
extent  of  my  obligations  towards  the  Prince,  which  all  my 
uncle's  wealth  would  be  insufficient  to  cancel.  My  object  is 
simply  to  spare  him  a  few  unpleasant  moments.  My  uncle 
possesses  a  large  fortune,  which  I  can  command  as  freely  as 
though  it  were  my  own.  A  fortunate  circumstance  occurs,  which 
enables  me  to  avail  myself  of  the  only  means  by  which  I  can 
possibly  be  of  the  slightest  use  to  your  master.  I  know,"  con- 
tinued he,  *'  how  much  delicacy  the  Prince  possesses,  but  the 
feeling  is  mutual,  and  it  would  be  noble  on  his  part  to  afford 
me  this  slight  gratification,  were  it  only  to  make  me  appear 
to  feel  less  heavily  the  load  of  obligation  under  which  I 
labour." 

He  continued  to  urge  his  request,  until  I  had  pledged 
my  word  to  assist  him  to  the  utmost  of  my  ability.  I 
knew  the  Prince  s  character,  and  had  but  small  hopes  of 
success.  The  Marquis  promised  to  agree  to  any  conditions 
the  Prince  might  impose,  but  added,  that  it  would 
deeply  wound  him  to  be  regarded  in  the  light  of  a 
stranger. 

In  the  heat  of  our  conversation  we  had  strayed  far  away 
from  the  rest  of  the  company,  and  were  returning,  when 
Z came  to  meet  us. 

**  I  am  in  search  of  the  Prince,"  he  cried;  "  is  he  not  with 
you?" 

"  We  were  just  going  to  him,"  was  our  reply.  "  We 
thought  to  find  him  with  the  rest  of  the  party." 

'*The  company  is  all  together,  but  he  is  nowhere  to  bo 
found.     I  cannot  imagine  how  we  lost  sight  of  him  '' 

It  now  occurred  to  Civitella  that  he  might  have  gone  to 
look  8t  the  adjoining  church,  which  had  a  short  time  boforo 
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attracted  his  attention.  We  immediately  went  to  look  for 
him  there.  As  we  approached,  we  found  Biondello  waiting 
in  the  porch.  On  coming  nearer,  we  saw  the  Prince  emerge 
hastily  from  a  side  door ;  his  countenance  was  flushed,  and 
he  looked  anxiously  round  for  Biondello,  whom  he  called. 
He  seemed  to  be  giving  him  very  particular  instructions  for 
the  execution  of  some  commission,  while  his  eyes  continued 
constantly  fixed  on  the  church  door,  which  had  remained 
open.  Biondello  hastened  into  the  church.  The  Prince, 
without  perceiving  us,  passed  through  the  crowd,  and  went 
back  to  his  party^  which  he  reached  before  us. 

We  resolved  to  sup  in  an  open  pavilion  of  the  garden, 
where  the  Marquis  had,  without  our  knowledge,  arranged  a 
little  concert,  which  was  quite  first-rate.  There  was  a  young 
singer  in  particular,  whose  delicious  voice  and  charming  figure 
excited  general  admiration.  Nothing,  however,  seemed  to 
make  an  impression  on  the  Prince ;  he  spoke  little,  and 
gave  confused  answers  to  our  questions;  his  eyes  were 
anxiously  fixed  in  the  direction  whence  he  expected  Biondello  ; 
and  he  seemed  much  agitated.  Civitella  asked  him 
w^hat  he  thought  of  the  church;  he  was  unable  to  give  any 
description  of  it.  Some  beautiful  pictures,  which  rendered 
the  church  remarkable,  were  spoken  of;  the  Prince  had  not 
noticed  them.  We  perceived  that  our  questions  annoyed 
him,  and  therefore  discontinued  them.  Hour  after  hour 
rolled  on,  and  still  Biondello  returned  not.  The  Prince 
could  no  longer  conceal  his  impatience ;  he  rose  from  table, 
and  paced  alone,  with  rapid  strides,  up  and  down  a 
retired  walk.  Nobody  could  imagine  what  had  happened 
to  him.  I  did  not  venture  to  ask  him  the  reason  of  so 
remarkable  a  change  in  his  demeanour;  I  have  for  some 
time  past  resigned  my  former  place  in  his  confidence.  It  was, 
therefore,  with  the  utmost  impatience  that  I  awaited  the 
return  of  Biondello  to  explain  this  riddle  to  me. 

It  was  past  ten  o'clock  when  he  made  his  appearance.  The 
tidings  he  brought  did  not  make  the  Prince  more  communi- 
cative. He  returned  in  an  ill-humour  to  the  company,  the 
gondola  was  ordered,  and  we  returned  home. 

During  the  remainder  of  that  evening  I  could  find  no  op- 
portunity of  speaking  to  Biondello,  and  was,  therefore,  obliged 
to  retire  to  my  pillow  with  my   curiosity  unsatisfied.     The 
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Prince  had  dismissed  us  early,  but  a  tnousand  reflections 
flitted  across  my  brain,  and  kept  me  awake.  For  a  long 
time  I  could  hear  him  pacing  up  and  down  his  room ; 
at  length  sleep  overcame  me.  Late  at  midnight  I  was 
awakened  by  a  voice,  and  I  felt  a  hand  passed  across  my  face ; 
I  opened  my  eyes,  and  saw  the  Prince  standing  at  my  bedside, 
with  a  lamp  in  his  hand.  He  told  me  he  was  unable  to  sleep, 
and  begged  me  to  keep  him  company  through  the  night.  I 
was  going  to  dress  myself,  but  he  told  me  to  stay  where  I  was, 
and  seated  himself  at  my  bedside. 

'*  Something  has  happened  to  me,  to-day,"  he  began,  "  the 
impression  of  which  will  never  be  effaced  from  my  soul.  I 
left  you,  as  you  know,  to  see  the  *  *  *  church,  respect- 
ing which  Civitella  had  raised  my  curiosity,  and  which  had 
already  attracted  my  attention.  As  neither  you  nor  he  were 
at  hand,  I  walked  the  short  distance  alone,  and  ordered 
Biondello  to  wait  for  me  at  the  door.  The  church  was  quite 
empty  ;  a  dim  and  solemn  light  surrounded  me  as  I  entered, 
from  the  blazing  sultry  day  without.  I  stood  alone  in  the  spa- 
cious building,  throughout  which  there  reigned  the  stillness  of 
the  grave.  I  placed  myself  in  the  centre  of  the  church,  and 
gave  myself  up  to  the  feelings  which  the  sight  was  calcu- 
lated to  produce ;  by  degrees,  the  grand  proportions  of  this 
majestic  building  expanded  to  my  gaze,  and  I  stood 
wrapt  in  deep  and  pleasing  contemplation.  Above  me,  the 
evening  bell  was  tolling ;  its  tones  died  softly  away  in  the 
aisles,  and  found  an  echo  in  my  heart.  Some  altar-pieces  at 
a  distance  attracted  my  attention.  I  approached  to  look  at 
them ;  unconsciously  I  had  wandered  through  one  side  of  the 
church,  and  was  now  standing  at  the  opposite  end.  Here,  a 
few  steps  raised  round  a  pillar,  led  into  a  little  chapel,  con- 
taining several  small  altars,  with  statues  of  saints  in  the 
niches  above  them.  On  entering  the  chapel  on  the  right,  I 
heard  a  whispering,  as  though  some  one  near  me  was  speaking 
in  a  low  voice.  I  turned  towards  the  spot  whence  the  sound 
proceeded,  and  saw  before  me  a  female  form.  No  !  I  cannot 
describe  to  you  the  beauty  of  this  form.  My  first  feeling 
was  one  of  awe,  which,  however,  soon  gave  place  to  ravishing 
surprise." 

"  But  this  figure,  your  highness  ?     Are  you  certain  that  it 
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was  something  living,  something  real,  and  not  perhaps  a  pic- 
ture, or  an  illusion  of  your  fancy  ?  " 

"  Hear  me  further.  It  was  a  lady.  Surely,  till  that 
moment,  I  have  never  seen  her  sex  in  its  full  perfection !  All 
around  was  sombre ;  the  setting  sun  shone  through  a  single 
window  into  the  chapel,  and  its  rays  rested  upon  her 
figure.  With  inexpressible  grace,  half  kneeling,  half  lying, 
she  was  stretched  before  an  altar ; — one  of  the  most  striking, 
most  lovely,  and  picturesque  objects  in  all  nature.  Her  dress 
was  of  black  moreen,  fitting  tightly  to  her  slender  waist  and 
beautifully-formed  arms,  the  skirts  spreading  around  her,  like 
a  Spanish  robe ;  her  long,  light-coloured  hair  was  divided 
into  two  broad  plaits,  which,  apparently  from  their  own 
weight,  had  escaped  from  under  her  veil,  and  flowed  in  charm- 
ing disorder  down  her  back.  One  of  her  hands  grasped  the 
crucifix,  and  her  head  rested  gracefully  upon  the  other.  But, 
where  shall  I  find  words  to  describe  to  you  the  angelic  beauty 
of  her  countenance,  in  which  the  charms  of  a  seraph  seemed 
displayed.  The  setting  sun  shone  full  upon  her  face,  and  its 
golden  beams  seemed  to  surround  it,  as  with  a  glory.  Can 
you  recall  to  your  mind  the  Madonna  of  our  Florentine 
painter? — She  was  here  personified,  even  to  those  few  devi- 
ations from  the  studied  costume,  which  so  powerfully,  so 
irresistibly  attracted  me  in  the  picture." 

With  regard  to  the  Madonna,  of  whom  the  Prince  spoke, 
the  case  is  this  : — Shortly  after  your  departure,  he  made  the 
acquaintance  of  a  Florentine  painter,  who  had  been  summoned 
to  Venice,  to  paint  an  altar-piece  for  some  church,  the  name 
of  which  I  do  not  recollect.  He  had  brought  with  him  three 
paintings,  which  had  been  intended  for  the  gallery  in  theCornari 
palace.  They  consisted  of  a  Madonna,  a  Heloise,  and  a  Venus, 
very  lightly  apparelled.  All  three  were  of  great  beauty; 
and,  although  the  subjects  were  quite  different,  they  were  so 
intrinsically  equal,  that  it  seemed  almost  impossible  to  deter- 
mine which  to  prefer.  The  Prince  alone  did  not  hesitate  for  a 
moment.  As  soon  as  the  pictures  were  placed  before  him,  the 
Madonna  absorbed  his  whole  attention ;  in  the  two  others,  he 
admired  the  painter's  genius — but  in  this,  he  forgot  the  artist 
and  his  art,  his  whole  soul  being  absorbed  in  the  contem- 
plation of  the  work.     He  was  quite  moved,  and  could  scarcely 
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tear  himself  away  from  it.  We  could  easily  see,  by  the. 
artist's  countenance,  that  in  his  heart  he  coincided  with  tho- 
Prince's  judgment ;  he  obstinately  refused  to  separate  the 
pictures,  and  demanded  1500  zechins  for  the  three.  The 
Prince  offered  him  half  that  sum  for  the  Madonna  alone,  but 
in  vain.  The  artist  insisted  on  his  first  demand,  and  wha 
knows  what  might  have  been  the  result  if  a  ready  purchaser 
had  not  stepped  forward.  Two  hours  afterwards  all  three 
pictures  were  sold,  and  we  never  saw  them  again.  It 
was  this  Madonna  which  now  recurred  to  the  Prince's 
mind. 

*'  I  stood,"  continued  he,  "gazing  at  her  in  silent  admira- 
tion. She  did  not  observe  me ;  my  arrival  did  not  disturb  her,, 
so  completely  was  she  absorbed  in  her  devotion.  She  prayed^ 
to  her  Deity,  and  I  prayed  to  her — yes,  I  adored  her! — 
All  the  pictures  of  saints,  all  the  altars  and  the  burning 
tapers  around  me,  had  failed  to  remind  me  of  what  now  for  the 
first  time  burst  upon  me,  that  I  was  in  a  sacred  place.  Shall  I 
confess  it  to  you  ?  In  that  moment  I  believed  firmly  in  Him, 
whose  image  was  clasped  in  her  beautiful  hand.  I  read  in 
her  eyes  that  he  answered  her  prayers.  Thanks  be  to  her 
charming  devotion,  it  had  revealed  Him  to  me. — I  wandered; 
with  her  through  all  the  paradise  of  prayer. 

*'  She  rose,  and  I  recollected  myself.  I  stepped  aside,  con- 
fused ;  but  the  noise  I  made  in  moving  discovered  me.  I 
thought  that  the  unexpected  presence  of  a  man  might  alarm,, 
that  my  boldness  would  offend  her ;  but  neither  of  these 
feelings  were  expressed  in  the  look  with  which  she  regarded: 
me.  Peace,  benign  peace,  was  pourtrayed  in  her  countenance, 
and  a  cheerful  smile  played  upon  her  lips.  She  was  descend- 
ing from  her  heaven — and  I  was  the  first  happy  mortal  whk> 
met  her  benevolent  look.  Her  mind  was  still  wrapt  in 
her  concluding  prayer — she  had  not  yet  come  in  contact  witb 
earth. 

*'  I  now  heard  something  stir  in  the  opposite  corner  of  the 
ck'^pel.  It  was  an  elderly  lady,  who  rose  from  a  cushion  close 
behind  me.  Till  now  I  had  not  observed  her.  She  had  been^ 
distant  only  a  few  steps  from  me,  and  must  have  seen  my 
every  motion.  This  confused  me.  I  cast  my  eyes  to  tliGF 
earth,  and  both  the  ladies  passed  by  me." 

On  this  last  point  I  thought  myself  able  to  console  the  Princa 
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*'  Strange,"  continued  he,  after  a  long  silence,  **  that  there 
should  be  something  which  one  has  never  known — never 
missed;  and  that  yet,  on  a  sudden,  one  should  seem  to 
live  and  breathe  for  that  alone !  Can  one  single  moment  so 
completely  metamorphose  a  human  being  ?  It  would  now  be 
as  impossible  for  me  to  indulge  in  the  wishes,  or  enjoy  the 
pleasures  of  yesterday,  as  it  would  be  to  return  to  the  toys 
of  my  childhood;  and  all  this  since  I  have  seen  this 
object,  which  lives  and  rules  in  the  inmost  recesses  of  my 
soul.  It  seems  to  say  that  I  can  love  nothing  else,  and  that 
nothing  else  in  this  world  can  produce  an  impression  on  me." 

"  But  consider,  gracious  Prince,"  said  I,  *'  the  excitable 
mood  you  were  in,  when  this  apparition  surprised  you,  and  how 
all  the  circumstances  conspired  to  inflame  your  imagination. 
Quitting  the  dazzling  light  of  day,  and  the  busy  throng  of 
men,  you  were  suddenly  surrounded  by  twilight  and  repose. 
You  confess  that  you  had  quite  given  yourself  up  to  those 
solemn  emotions  which  the  majesty  of  the  place  was  cal- 
culated to  awaken — the  contemplation  of  fine  works  of  art 
had  rendered  you  more  susceptible  to  the  impressions  of  beauty 
in  any  form.  You  supposed  yourself  alone — when  you  saw  a 
maiden,  who,  I  will  readily  allow,  may  have  been  very  beau- 
tiful, and  whose  charms  were  heightened  by  a  favourable 
illumination  of  the  setting  sun,  a  graceful  attitude,  and  an 
expression  of  fervent  devotion — what  is  more  natural  than 
that  your  vivid  fancy  should  look  upon  such  a  form  as  some- 
thing supernaturally  perfect  ?" 

*'  Can  the  imagination  give  what  it  never  received  ?  "  replied 
he.  ''  In  the  whole  range  of  my  fancy,  there  is  nothing  which 
I  can  compare  with  that  image.  It  is  impressed  on  my  mind 
distinctly  and  vividly  as  in  the  moment  when  I  beheld  it.  I 
can  think  of  nothing  but  that  picture — but  you  might  offer 
me  whole  worlds  for  it  in  vain." 

*'My  gracious  Prince,  this  is  love." 

**  Must  the  sensation  which  makes  me  happy  necessarily  have 
a  name  ?  Love !  Do  not  degrade  my  feeling  by  giving  it  a 
name,  which  is  so  often  misapplied  by  the  weak-minded.  Who 
•ever  felt  before  what  I  do  now  ?  Such  a  being  never  before 
•existed;  how  then  can  the  name  be  admitted  before  the 
emotion  which  it  is  meant  to  express  ?  Mine  is  a  novel  and 
peculiar  feeling,  connected  only  with  this  being,  and  capable 
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of  being  applied  to  her  alone.  Love !  From  love  I  am 
secure  !  " 

**  You  sent  away  Biondello,  no  doubt,  to  follow  in  the  steps 
of  these  strangers,  and  to  make  inquiries  concerning  them? 
What  news  did  he  bring  you  ?  " 

"  Biondello  discovered  nothing ;  or,  at  least,  as  good  as 
nothing.  An  aged,  respectably  dressed  man,  who  looked 
more  like  a  citizen  than  a  servant,  came  to  conduct  them  to 
their  gondola.  A  number  of  poor  people  placed  themselves 
in  a  row,  and  quitted  her,  apparently  well  satisfied.  Bion- 
dello said  he  saw  one  of  her  hands,  which  was  ornamented 
with  several  precious  stones.  She  spoke  a  few  words,  which 
Biondello  could  not  comprehend,  to  her  companion ;  he  says 
it  was  Greek.  As  she  had  some  distance  to  walk  to  the  canal, 
the  people  began  to  throng  together,  attracted  by  the  strange- 
ness of  her  appearance.  Nobody  knew  her — but  beauty 
seems  born  to  rule.  All  made  way  for  her,  in  a  respectful 
manner.  She  let  fall  a  black  veil,  that  covered  half  of  her 
person,  over  her  face,  and  hastened  into  the  gondola.  Along 
the  whole  Guidecca,  Biondello  managed  to  keep  the  boat  in 
view,  but  the  crowd  prevented  his  following  it  further." 

*'  But  surely  he  took  notice  of  the  gondolier,  so  as  to  be 
able  to  recognise  him  again." 

"  He  has  undertaken  to  find  out  the  gondolier,  but  he 
is  not  one  of  those  with  whom  he  associates.  The  mendi- 
cants, whom  he  questioned,  could  give  him  no  further  inform- 
ation than  that  the  Signora  had  come  to  the  church 
for  the  last  few  Saturdays,  and  had  each  time  divided  a 
gold  piece  among  them.  It  was  a  Dutch  ducat,  which 
Biondello  changed  for  them,  and  brought  to  me." 

*'  It  appears,  then,  that  she  is  a  Greek — most  likely  of 
rank ;  at  any  rate,  rich  and  charitable.  That  is  as  much  as 
we  dare  venture  to  conclude  at  present,  gracious  Sir ;  perhaps 
too  much.     But  a  Greek  lady  in  a  Catholic  church  ?" 

"  Why  not  ?  She  may  have  changed  her  religion.  But 
there  is  certainly  some  mystery  in  the  affair. — Why  should 
she  go  only  once  a  week?  Why  always  on  Saturday,  on 
which  day,  as  Biondello  tells  me,  the  church  is  generally 
deserted.  Next  Saturday,  at  the  latest,  must  decide  this 
question.  Till  then,  dearest  friend,  you  must  help  me  tj 
while   away  the   hours.     But  it  is  in  vain,     ""hey  will  go 
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their   lingering  pace,    though  my  soul  is  burning  with  ox 
pectation ! " 

**  And  when  this  day  at  length  arrives — What  theu, 
gracious  Prince  ?     "What  do  you  purpose  doing  ?" 

*'  What  do  I  purpose  doing  ?  I  shall  see  her.  I  will  discover 
where  she  lives,  and  who  she  is.  But  to  what  does  all  this 
tend  ?  I  hear  you  ask. — What  I  saw  made  me  happy ;  I 
therefore  now  know  wherein  my  happiness  consists  ! 

'*  And  our  departure  from  Venice,  which  is  fixed  for  next 
Monday?" 

*'  How  could  I  know  that  Venice  still  contained  sucl  a 
treasure  for  me  ?  You  ask  me  questions  of  my  past  life.  I  tuU 
you  that  from  this  day  forward  I  will  begin  a  new  existence.'* 

''  I  thought  that  now  was  the  opportunity  to  keep  my 
word  to  the  Marquis.  I  explained  to  the  Prince  that  a  pro- 
tracted stay  in  Venice  was  altogether  incompatible  with  the 
exhausted  state  of  his  finances,  and  that,  if  he  extended  his 
sojourn  here  beyond  the  appointed  time,  he  could  not  reckon 
on  receiving  funds  from  his  court.  On  this  occasion,  I  learnt 
what  had  hitherto  been  a  secret  to  me,  namely,  that  the 
Prince  had,  without  the  knowledge  of  his  other  brothers, 
received  from  his  sister,  the  reigning  "^^  *  *  of  ^  *  -''  *,  con- 
siderable loans,  which  she  would  gladly  double,  if  his  court 
left  him  in  the  lurch.  This  sister,  who,  as  you  know,  is  a 
pious  enthusiast,  thinks  that  the  large  savings  which  she 
makes  at  a  very  economical  court,  cannot  be  deposited  in 
better  hands  than  in  those  of  a  brother  whose  wise  benevo- 
lence she  well  knows,  and  whose  character  she  warmly 
Honours.  I  have,  indeed,  known  for  some  time  that  a  very 
close  intercourse  has  been  kept  up  between  the  two,  and  that 
many  letters  have  been  exchanged ;  but,  as  the  Prince's  own 
resources  have  hitherto  always  been  sufficient  to  cover  his 
expenditure,  I  had  never  guessed  at  this  hidden  channel.  It 
is  clear,  therefore,  that  the  Prince  must  have  had  some  ex 
penses  which  have  been  and  still  are  unknown  to  me  ;  but  if  I 
can  judge  of  them  by  his  general  character,  they  will  certainly 
not  be  of  such  a  description  as  to  tend  to  his  disgrace.  And 
yet  I  thought  I  understood  him  thoroughly.  After  this 
disclosure,  I  of  course  did  not  hesitate  to  make  known  to  hini 
the  Marquis's  offer,  which,  to  my  no  small  surprise,  he  immo- 
diatoly  accepted.     He  gave  me  the  authority  to  transact  the 
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business  with  the  Marquis  in  whatever  way  I  thought  most 
advisable,  and  then  immediately  to  settle  the  account  with 
the  usurer.  To  his  sister  he  proposed  to  write  without 
delay. 

It  was  morning  when  we  separated.  However  disagree- 
able this  affair  is  to  me  for  more  than  one  reason,  the  worst 
of  it  is,  that  it  seems  to  threaten  a  longer  residence  in  Venice. 
From  the  Prince's  passion,  I  rather  augur  good  than  evil.  It 
is,  perhaps,  the  most  powerful  method  of  withdrawing  him 
from  his  metaphysical  dreams  to  the  concerns  and  feelings  of 
real  life.  It  will  have  its  crisis,  and,  like  an  illness  produced 
by  artificial  means,  will  eradicate  the  natural  disorder. 

Farewell,  my  dear  friend.  I  have  written  down  these 
incidents  immediately  upon  their  occurrence.  The  post 
starts  immediately ;  you  will  receive  this  letter  on  the  same 
day  as  my  last. 

LETTER  VI. 

BAR0:N   F TO    COUNT   o . 


June  20th. 

This  Civitella  is  certainly  one  of  the  most  obliging  person- 
ages in  the  world.  The  Prince  had  scarcely  left  me  the  other 
day,  before  I  received  a  note  from  the  Marquis,  enforcing  his 
former  offers  with  renewed  earnestness.  I  instantly  for- 
warded him,  in  the  Prince's  name,  a  bond  for  6000  zechins ; 
in  less  than  half  an  hour  it  was  returned,  with  double  the  sum 
required,  in  notes  and  gold.  The  Prince  at  length  assented 
to  this  increase,  but  insisted  that  the  bond,  which  was  drawn 
only  for  six  weeks,  should  be  accepted. 

The  whole  of  the  present  week  has  been  consumed  in 
inquiries  after  the  mysterious  Greek.  Biondello  set  all 
his  engines  to  work,  but  until  now  in  vain.  He  cer- 
tainly discovered  the  gondolier;  but  from  him  he  could 
learn  nothing,  save  that  the  ladies  had  disembarked  on  the 
island  of  Murano,  where  they  entered  two  sedan  chairs  which 
were  waiting  for  them.  He  supposed  them  to  be  English 
because  they  spoke  a  foreign  language,  and  had  paid 
him  in  gold.  He  did  not  even  know  their  guide,  but 
believed  him  to  be  a  glass  manufacturer  from  Murano 
We  were  now,  at  least,  certain  that  we  must  not  look  for  her 
in  the  Guidecca,  and  that  in  all  probability  she  lived  in  thd 
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island  of  Murano  ;  bat,  unluckily,  the  description  the  Prince 
gave  of  her  was  not  such  as  to  make  her  recognisable  by  a 
third  party.      The  passionate  interest  with  which   he   had 
regarded  her  had  hindered  him  from  observing  her  minutely ; 
for  all  the  minor  details,  which  other  people  would  not  have 
failed   to   notice,    had   escaped   his   observation ;    from   his 
description,    one  would   have   sooner   expected  to   find  her 
prototype  in  the  works  of  Ariosto  or  Tasso  than  on  a  Venetian 
island.     Besides,  our  inquiries  had  to  be  conducted  with  the 
utmost  caution,  in  order  not  to  become  prejudicial  to  the  lady, 
or  to  excite  undue  attention.     As  Biondello  was  the  only  man 
besides  the  Prince  who  had  seen  her,  even  through  her  veil, 
and  could  therefore  recognise  her,  he  strove  to  be  as  much  as 
possible  in  all  the  places  where  she  was  likely  to  appear; 
the  life  of  the  poor  man,  during  the  whole  week,  was  a  con 
tinual  race  through  all  the  streets  of  Venice.     In  the  Greek 
church,  particularly,  every  inquiry   was    made,    but    always 
with  the  same  ill  success ;  and  the  Prince,  whose  impatience 
increased  with  every  successive  failure,  was  at  last  obliged  to 
wait  till  Saturday,  with  what  patience  he  might.     His  rest- 
lessness was    excessive.      Nothing  interested  him,  nothing 
could  fix  his  attention.     He  was  in  constant  feverish  excite- 
ment ;  he  fled  from  society,  but  the  evil  increased  in  solitude. 
He  had  never  been  so  much  besieged  by  visitors  as  in  this 
week.     His  approaching  departure  had  been  announced,  and 
everybody  crowded  to  see  him.     It  was  necessary  to  occupy 
the  attention  of  the  people  in  order  to  lull  their  suspicions, 
and  to  amuse  the  Prince  with  the  view  of  diverting  his  mind 
from  its  all  engrossing  object.    In  this  emergency  Civitella  hit 
upon  play ;  and,  for  the  purpose  of  driving  away  most  of  the 
visitors,  proposed  that  the  stakes  should  be  high.     He  hoped 
by  awakening  in  the    Prince   a   transient    liking    for    play, 
from  which  it  would  afterwards  be  easy  to  wean  him,  to  de- 
stroy the  romantic  bent  of  his  passion.     "  The  cards,"  said 
Civitella,   *'  have  saved  me  from  many  a  folly  which  I  had 
intended  to  commit,  and  repaired  many  which  I  had  already 
perpetrated.    At  the  faro  table  I  have  often  recovered  my  tran- 
quillity of  mind,  of  which  a  pair  of  bright  eyes  had  robbed 
me,  and  women  never  had  more  power  over  me  than  when  I 
had  not  money  enough  to  play." 

I  will  not  enter  into  a  discussion  as  to  how  far  Civitella 
was  right ;  but  the  remedy  we  had  hit  upon  soon  began  to  bt^ 
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worse  than  the  disease  it  was  intended  to  cure.  The  Prince, 
who  could  only  make  the  game  at  all  interesting  to  himself 
by  staking  extremely  high,  soon  overstepped  all  bounds.  He 
was  quite  out  of  his  element.  Everything  he  did  seemed  to 
be  done  in  a  passion  ;  all  his  actions  betrayed  the  uneasiness 
of  his  mind.  You  know  his  general  indifference  to  money; 
he  seemed  now  to  have  become  totally  insensible  to  its  value. 
Gold  flowed  through  his  hands  like  water.  As  he  played 
without  the  slightest  caution  he  lost  almost  invariably.  He 
lost  immense  sums,  for  he  staked  like  a  desperate  gamester. 
— Dearest  O  -^  -^  *,  wdth  an  aching  heart  I  write  it,  in  four 
days  he  had  lost  above  12,000  zechins. 

Do  not  reproach  me.  I  blame  myself  sufficiently.  But 
how  could  I  prevent  it  ?  Could  I  do  more  than  warn  him  ?  I 
did  all  that  was  in  my  power,  and  cannot  find  myself  guilty. 
Civitella,  too,  lost  not  a  little  ;  I  won  about  600  zechins.  The 
unprecedented  ill  luck  of  the  Prince  excited  general  atten- 
tion, and,  therefore,  he  would  not  leave  off  playing.  Civitella, 
who  is  always  ready  to  oblige  him,  immediately  advanced 
him  the  required  sum.  The  deficit  is  made  up,  but  the 
Prince  owes  the  Marquis  24,000  zechins.  Oh !  how  I  long 
for  the  savings  of  his  pious  sister !  Are  all  sovereigns  so,  my 
dear  friend  ?  The  Prince  behaves  as  though  he  had  done 
the  Marquis  a  great  honour,  and  he,  at  any  rate,  plays  his  part 
well. 

Civitella  sought  to  quiet  me  by  saying,  that  this  reckless- 
ness, this  extraordinary  ill  luck,  would  be  most  effectual  in 
bringing  the  Prince  to  his  senses.  The  money,  he  said,  was 
of  no  consequence.  He  himself  would  not  feel  the  loss  in 
the  least,  and  would  be  happy  to  serve  the  Prince  at  any 
moment  with  three  times  the  amount.  The  Cardinal  also 
assured  me  that  his  nephew's  intentions  were  honest,  and  that 
he  should  be  ready  to  assist  him  in  carrying  them  out. 

The  most  unfortunate  thing  was,  that  these  tremendous  sacri- 
fices did  not  even  effect  their  object.  One  would  have  thought 
that  the  Prince  would  at  least  feel  some  interest  in  his  play. 
But  such  was  not  the  case.  His  thoughts  were  wandering  far 
away,  and  the  passion  which  we  wished  to  stifle,  by  his  ill  luck  in 
play,  seemed,  on  the  contrary,  only  to  gather  strength.  When, 
for  instance,  a  decisive  stroke  was  about  to  be  played,  and 
every  one's  eyes  were  fixed  full  of  expectation  on  the  boarl» 
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his  were  searching  for  Biondello,  in  order  to  catch  the  news 
he  might  have  brought  him,  from  the  expression  of  his  coun- 
tenance. Biondello  brought  no  tidings,  and  his  master's 
lasses  continued. 

The  gains,  however,  fell  into  very  needy  hands.  A  few 
*'-  your  Excellencies,''  whom  scandal  reports  to  be  in  the  habit 
of  carr^dng  home  their  frugal  dinner  from  the  market  in  their 
senatorial  caps,  entered  our  house  as  beggars,  and  left  it  with 
well-lined  purses.  Civitella  pointed  them  out  to  me.  **  Look," 
said  he,  "how  many  poor  devils  make  their  fortunes  by  one 
great  man  taking  a  whim  into  his  head !  This  is  what  I  like 
to  see.  It  is  princely  and  royaL  A  great  man  must,  even 
by  his  failings,  make  some  one  happy,  like  a  river,  which,  by 
its  overflowing,  fertilizes  the  neighbouring  fields." 

Civitella  has  a  noble  and  generous  way  of  thinking,  but — 
the  Prince  owes  him  twenty-four  thousand  zechins ! 

At  length  the  long- wished  for  Saturday  arrived,  and  my 
master  insisted  upon  going,  directly  after  dinner,  to  the 
^  *  *  church.  He  stationed  himself  in  the  chapel  where 
he  had  first  seen  the  unknown,  but  in  such  a  way  as  not  to 
be  immediately  observed.  Biondello  had  orders  to  keep 
watch  at  the  church  door,  and  to  enter  into  conversation  with 
the  attendant  of  the  ladies.  I  had  taken  upon  myself  to 
enter,  like  a  chance  passenger,  into  the  same  gondola  with 
them  on  their  return,  in  order  to  follow  their  track,  if  the 
other  schemes  should  fail.  At  the  spot  where  the  gondolier 
said  he  had  landed  them  the   last  time,  two   sedans  were 

stationed  ;  the  Chamberlain  Z was  ordered  to  follow  in 

a  separate  gondola,  in  order  to  trace  the  retreat  of  the  un- 
known, if  all  else  should  fail.  The  Prince  wished  to  give 
himself  wholly  up  to  the  pleasure  of  seeing  her,  and,  if  pos- 
sible, try  to  make  her  acquaintance  in  the  church.  Civitella 
was  to  keep  out  of  the  way  altogether,  as  his  reputation  among 
the  women  of  Venice  was  so  bad  that  his  presence  could  not 
have  failed  to  excite  the  suspicions  of  the  lady.  You  see, 
dear  Count,  it  was  not  thi'ough  any  want  of  precaution  on 
our  part  that  the  fair  unknown  escaped  us. 

Never,  perhaps,  were  there  offered  up  in  any  church  such 
ardent  prayers  for  success,  and  never  were  hopes  so  cruelly 
disappointed.  The  Prince  waited  till  after  sunset,  starting 
in  expectation  at  every  sound  which  approached  the  chapel, 
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aud  at  every  creaking  of  the  church  door.  Seven  full  hours 
passed,  and  no  Greek  lady!  I  need  not  describe  his  state  of 
mind.  You  know  what  hope  deferred  is --hope  which  one  hag 
nourished  unceasingly  for  seven  days  and  seven  nights. 


LETTER  YII. 

BAKON  VON  F TO  COUNT  VON  O . 

July. 

The  mysterious  unknown  of  the  Prince  reminded  Marquis 
Civitella  of  a  romantic  incident,  w^hich  happened  to  himself 
a  short  time  since,  and,  to  divert  the  Prince,  he  offered  to 
relate  it.  I  will  give  it  you  in  his  own  words ;  but  the  lively 
spirit  which  he  infuses  into  all  he  tells  will  be  lost  in  my 
narration. 

{Here  follows  the  subjoined,  fragment,  which  appeared  in 
the  eighth  part  of  the  Thalia,  and  was  originally  intended  for 
the  second  volume  of  the  Ghost-Seer,  It  found  a  place  here^ 
after  Schiller  had  given  up  the  idea  of  completing  the  Ghost- 
Seer). 

"  In  the  spring  of  last  year,"  began  Civitella,  **  I  had  the 
misfortune  to  embroil  myself  with  the  Spanish  ambassador,  a 
gentleman  who,  in  his  70th  year,  had  been  guilty  of  the 
folly  of  wishing  to  marry  a  Roman  girl  of  eighteen.  His 
vengeance  pursued  me,  and  my  friends  advised  me  to  secure 
my  safety  by  a  timely  flight,  and  to  keep  out  of  the  way  until 
the  hand  of  nature,  or  an  adjustment  of  differences,  had 
secured  me  from  the  wrath  of  this  formidable  enemy.  As 
I  felt  it  too  severe  a  punishment  to  quit  Venice  altogether, 
I  took  up  my  abode  in  a  distant  quarter  of  the  town,  where  I 
lived  in  a  lonely  house,  under  a  feigned  name,  keeping  myself 
concealed  by  day,  and  devoting  the  night  to  the  society  of  my 
friends,  and  to  pleasure. 

'*  My  windows  looked  upon  a  garden,  the  west  side  of  which 
was  bounded  by  the  walls  of  a  convent,  while  towards  the 
east  it  jutted  out  into  the  Laguna,  in  the  form  of  a  little 
peninsula.  The  garden  was  charmingly  situated,  but  little 
frequented.  It  was  my  custom  every  morning,  after  my 
friends  had  left  me,  to  spend  a  few  moments  at  the  window 
before  retiring  to  rest,  to  see  the  sun  rise  over  the  Adriatic,  and 
then  to  bid  him  good  night      If  you,  my  dear  Prince,  have 
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not  yet  enjoyed  this  pleasure,  I  recommend  exactly  thm 
station,  the  most  eligible  one,  perhaps,  in  all  Venice,  to  enjoy 
JO  splendid  a  prospect  in  perfection.  A  purple  twilight  hangs 
over  the  deep,  and  a  golden  mist  on  the  Laguna  announces 
the  sun's  approach.  The  heavens  and  the  sea  are  wrapped  in 
expectant  silence.  In  two  seconds  the  orb  of  day  appears 
casting  a  flood  of  fiery  light  on  the  waves.  It  is  an  enchant- 
ing sight ! 

"  One  morning,  when  I  was,  according  to  custom,  enjoying 
the  beauty  of  this  prospect,  I  suddenly  discovered  that  I  was 
not  the  only  spectator  of  the  scene.  I  fancied  I  heard  voices 
in  the  garden,  and  turning  to  the  quarter  whence  the  sound 
proceeded,  I  perceived  a  gondola  steering  for  the  land.  In 
a  few  moments  I  saw  figures  walking  at  a  slow  pace  up  the 
avenue.  They  were  a  man  and  a  woman,  accompanied  by  a 
little  negro.  The  female  was  clothed  in  white,  and  had  a  bril- 
liant on  her  finger ;  it  w^as  not  light  enough  to  perceive  more. 

"  My  curiosity  was  raised.  Doubtless  a  rendezvous  of  a 
pair  of  lovers — ^but  in  such  a  place,  and  at  so  unusual  an 
hour  !  It  was  scarcely  three  o'clock,  and  everything  was  still 
veiled  in  dusky  twilight.  The  incident  seemed  to  me  novel, 
and  proper  for  a  romance,  and  I  waited  to  see  the  end. 

*'  I  soon  lost  sight  of  them  among  the  foliage  of  the  garden, 
and  some  time  elapsed  before  they  again  emerged  to  view. 
Meanwhile  a  delightful  song  was  heard.  It  proceeded  from 
the  gondolier,  who  was  in  this  manner  shortening  the  time, 
and  was  answered  by  a  comrade  a  short  way  off.  They  sang 
stanzas  from  Tasso ;  time  and  place  were  in  unison,  and  the 
melody  sounded  sweetly  in  the  profound  silence  around. 

"  Day  in  the  meantime  had  dawned,  and  objects  were  dis- 
cerned more  plainly.  I  sought  my  people,  whom  I  found 
walking  hand-in-hand  up  a  broad  walk,  often  standing  still, 
but  always  with  their  back  turned  towards  me,  and  proceeding 
further  from  my  residence.  Their  noble,  easy  carriage,  con- 
vinced me  at  once  that  they  were  people  of  rank,  and  the 
splendid  figure  of  the  lady  made  me  augur  as  much  of  her 
beauty.  They  appeared  to  converse  little ;  the  lady,  however, 
more  than  her  companion.  In  the  spectacle  of  the  rising 
sun,  which  now  burst  out  in  all  its  splendour,  they  seemed  to 
take  not  the  slightest  interest. 

*'  While  I  was  employed  in  adjusting  my  glass,  in  order  to 
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bring  them  into  view  as  closely  as  possible,  they  suddenly 
disappeared  down  a  side  path,  and  some  time  elapsed  before 
I  regained  sight  of  them.  The  sun  had  now  fully  risen; 
they  were  approaching  straight  towards  me,  with  their  eyes 
fixed  upon  where  I  stood.  What  a  heavenly  form  did  I  be- 
hold !  Was  it  illusion,  or  the  magic  effect  of  the  beautiful 
light?  I  thought  I  beheld  a  supernatural  being,  for  my 
eyes  quailed  before  the  angelic  brightness  of  her  look. — So 
much  loveliness,  combined  with  so  much  dignity ! — so 
much  mind,  and  so  much  blooming  youth !  It  is  in  vain  I 
attempt  to  describe  it.  I  had  never  seen  true  beauty  till  that 
moment. 

*'  In  the  heat  of  conversation  they  lingered  near  me,  and  I 
had  full  opportunity  to  contemplate  her.  Scarcely,  however, 
had  I  cast  my  eyes  upon  her  companion,  but  even  her  beauty 
was  not  powerful  enough  to  fix  my  attention.  He  appeared 
to  be  a  man  still  in  the  prime  of  life,  rather  slight,  and  of  a 
tall,  noble  figure.  Never  have  I  beheld  so  much  mind,  so 
much  noble  expression  in  a  human  countenance.  Though 
perfectly  secm'ed  from  observation,  I  was  unable  to  meet  the 
lightning  glance  that  shot  from  beneath  his  dark  eyebrows. 
There  was  a  moving  expression  of  sorrow  about  his  eyes,  but 
an  expression  of  benevolence  about  the  mouth  which  relieved 
the  settled  gravity  spread  over  his  whole  countenance 
A  certain  cast  of  features,  not  quite  European,  together  with 
his  dress,  which  appeared  to  have  been  chosen  with  inimitable 
good  taste  from  the  most  varied  costumes,  gave  him  a  peculiar 
air,  which  not  a  little  heightened  the  impression  produced  by 
his  appearance.  A  degree  of  wildness  in  his  looks  w^arranted 
the  supposition  that  he  was  an  enthusiast,  but  his  deportment 
and  carriage  showed  that  his  character  had  been  formed  by 
mixing  in  society." 

Z ,  who  you  know  mast  always  give  utterance  to  what 

he  thinks,  could  contain  himself  no  longer.  *'  Our  Armenian ! " 
cried  he.     "  Our  very  Armenian,  and  nobody  else." 

*'  What  Armenian,  if  one  may  ask  ?"  inquired  Ci\itella. 

"Has  no  one  told  you  of  the  farce?"  replied  the  Prince. 
'*  But  no  interruption !  I  begin  to  feel  interested  in  your 
hero.     Pray  continue  your  narrative." 

"  There  was  something  inexplicable  in  his  whole  de- 
meanour," continued  Civitella      *'  His  eyes  were  fixed  upon 
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his  companion  with  an  expression  of  anxiety  and  passion,  hut 
the  moment  they  met  hers,  he  looked  down  abashed.  '  Is  the 
man  beside  himself  ? '  thought  I.  I  could  stand  for  ages  and 
gaze  at  nothing  else  but  her. 

"  The  foliage  again  concealed  them  from  my  sight.  Long, 
long  did  I  look  for  their  re-appearance,  but  in  vain.  At 
length  I  caught  sight  of  them  from  another  window. 

''  They  were  standing  before  the  basin  of  a  fountain,  at  some 
distance  apart,  and  both  wrapped  in  deep  silence.  They  had, 
probably,  remained  some  time  in  the  same  position.  Her  clear 
and  intelligent  eyes  were  resting  inquiringly  on  his,  and 
seemed  as  if  they  would  imbibe  every  thought  from  him  as  it 
revealed  itself  in  his  countenance.  He,  as  if  he  wanted 
courage  to  look  directly  into  her  face,  furtively  sought  its  re- 
flection in  the  watery  mirror  before  him,  or  gazed  stedfastly 
at  the  dolphin  which  bore  the  water  to  the  basin.  Who 
knows  how  long  this  silent  scene  might  have  continued  could 
the  lady  have  endured  it  ?  With  the  most  bewitching  grace, 
the  lovely  girl  advanced  towards  him,  and  passing  her  arm 
round  his  neck,  raised  his  hand  to  her  lips.  Calmly  and 
unmoved  the  strange  being  suffered  her  caresses,  but  did  not 
return  them. 

"This  scene  moved  me  strangely.  It  was  the  man  that 
chiefly  excited  my  sympathy  and  interest.  Some  violent 
emotion  seemed  to  struggle  in  his  breast ;  it  was  as  if  some 
irresistible  force  drew  him  towards  her,  while  an  unseen  arm 
held  him  back.  Silent,  but  agonising,  was  the  struggle,  and 
beautiful  the  temptation.  *  No,'  I  thought,  *  he  attempts  too 
much ;  he  will,  he  must  yield.' 

"At  his  silent  intimation  the  young  negro  disappeared. 
I  now  expected  some  touching  scene — a  prayer  on  bended 
knees,  and  a  reconciliation  sealed  wdth  glowing  kisses.  But 
no !  nothing  of  the  kind  occurred.  The  incomprehensible 
being  took  from  his  pocket  book  a  sealed  packet,  and  placed 
it  in  the  hands  of  the  lady.  Sadness  overcast  her  face  as  she 
looked  at  it,  and  a  tear  bedewed  her  eye. 

**  After  a  short  silence  they  separated.    At  this  moment  an 
elderly  lady  advanced  from  one  of  the  side  walks,  who  had 
remained  at  a  distance,  and  whom   I  now  first  discovered 
She  and  the  fair  girl  slowly  advanced  along  the  path,  and, 
while   they  were    earnestly    engaged    in    conversation,    tho 
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stranger  took  the  opportunity  of  remaining  behind.  With 
his  eyes  turned  towards  her  he  stood  irresolute,  at  one  instant 
making  a  rapid  step  forward,  and  in  the  next  retreating.  In 
another  moment,  he  had  disappeared  in  the  copse. 

"  The  women  at  length  look  round,  seem  uneasy  at  wyt 
finding  him,  and  pause  as  if  to  await  his  coming.  He  comes 
not !  Anxious  glances  are  cast  around,  and  steps  are  redoubled. 
My  eyes  aid  in  searching  through  the  garden ;  he  comes  not, 
he  is  nowhere  to  be  seen. 

*'  Suddenly  I  hear  a  plash  in  the  canaL  and  see  a  gondola 
moving  from  the  shora.  It  is  he,  and  I  scarcely  can  refrain 
from  calling  to  him.  Now  the  whole  thing  is  clear  -it  was 
a  parting. 

''  She  appears  to  have  a  presentiment  of  what  has  happened. 
With  a  speed  that  her  companion  cannot  use,  she  hastens  to 
the  shore.  Too  late  !  Quick  as  the  arrow  in  its  flight,  the 
gondola  bounds  forward,  and  soon  nothing  is  visible  but  a 
white  handkerchief  fluttering  in  the  air  from  afar.  Soon 
after  this,  I  saw  the  fair  incognita  and  her  companion  cross 
the  water. 

"  When  I  awoke  from  a  short  sleep  I  could  not  help 
smiling  at  my  delusion.  My  fancy  had  incorporated  these 
events  in  my  dreams,  until  truth  itself  seemed  a  dream.  A 
maiden,  fair  as  a  houri,  wandering  beneath  my  windows  at 
break  of  day  with  her  lover — and  a  lover  who  did  not  know 
how  to  make  a  better  use  of  such  an  hour !  Surely  these 
supplied  materials  for  the  composition  of  a  pictuj-e  which 
might  well  occupy  the  fancy  of  a  dreamer  !  But  the  dream 
had  been  too  lovely  for  me  not  to  desire  its  renewal  again  and 
again ;  nay,  even  the  garden  had  become  more  charming  in  my 
sight  since  my  imagination  had  peopled  it  with  such  attractive 
forms.  Several  cheerless  days  that  succeeded  this  eventful 
morning  drove  mo  from  the  window,  but  the  first  fine  evening 
involuntarily  drew  me  back  to  my  post  of  observation.  Judge 
of  my  surprise,  when,  after  a  short  search,  I  caught  sight  of 
the  white  dress  of  my  incognita  !  Yes,  it  was  she  herself.  I 
had  not  dreamed ! 

"  Her  former  companion  was  with  her,  and  led  by  the  hand 
a  little  boy  ;  but  the  fair  girl  herself  walked  apart,  and  seemed 
absorbed  in  thought.  All  spots  were  visited  that  Imd  been 
rendered  memorable   by  the  presence  of  her  friend.     She 
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paused  for  a  long  time  before  the  basin,  and  her  fixed  gazG 
seemed  to  seek  on  its  crystal  mirror  the  reflection  of  one 
beloved  form. 

**  Although  her  noble  beauty  had  attracted  me  when  I  first 
saw  her,  the  impression  produced  was  even  stronger  on  this 
occasion ;  although,  perhaps,  at  the  same  time  more  conducive 
to  gentler  emotions.  I  had  now  ample  opportunity  of  con- 
sidering this  divine  form ;  the  surprise  of  the  first  impression 
gradually  gave  place  to  softer  feelings.  The  glory  that  seemed 
to  invest  her  had  departed,  and  I  saw  before  me  the  loveliest 
of  women,  and  felt  my  senses  inflamed.  In  a  moment  the 
resolution  was  formed  that  she  must  be  mine. 

"  While  I  was  deliberating  whether  I  should  descend  and 
approach  her,  or  whether,  before  I  ventured  on  such  a  step,  it 
would  not  be  better  to  obtain  information  regarding  her,  a 
door  opened  in  the  convent  wall,  through  which  there  advanced 
a  Carmelite  monk.  The  sound  of  his  approach  roused  the 
lady,  and  I  saw  her  advance  with  hurried  steps  towards  him. 
He  drew  from  his  bosom  a  paper,  which  she  eagerly  grasped, 
while  a  vivid  colour  instantaneously  suffused  her  countenance. 

*'  At  this  moment  I  was  called  from  the  window  by  the 
arrival  of  my  usual  evening  visitor.  I  carefully  avoided 
approaching  the  spot  again,  as  I  had  no  desire  to  share  my 
conquest  with  another.  For  a  whole  hour  I  was  obliged  to 
endure  this  painful  constraint  before  I  could  succeed  in 
freeing  myself  from  my  importunate  guest,  and  when  I 
hastened  to  the  window  all  had  disappeared. 

"  The  garden  was  empty  when  I  entered  it;  no  vessel  of 
any  kind  was  visible  in  the  canal ;  no  trace  of  people  on  any 
side  ;  I  neither  knew  whence  she  had  come,  or  whither  she 
had  gone.  While  I  was  looking  round  me  in  all  directions,  I 
observed  something  white  upon  the  ground.  On  drawing 
near,  I  found  it  was  a  piece  of  paper  folded  in  the  shape  of  a 
note.  What  could  it  be  but  the  letter  which  the  Carmelite 
had  brought?  *  Happy  discovery!'  I  exclaimed;  *  this  will 
reveal  the  whole  secret,  and  make  me  master  of  her  fate.' 

"  The  letter  was  sealed  with  a  sphinx — had  no  superscrip- 
tion, and  was  written  in  ciphers ;  this,  however,  did  not  dis- 
courage me,  for  I  have  some  knowledge  of  this  mode  of 
writing.  I  copied  it  hastily,  as  there  was  every  reason  to 
expect  that  she  would  soon  miss  it  and  return  in  search  of  it 
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If  she  should  not  find  it,  she  would  regard  its  loss  as  an 
evidence  that  the  garden  was  resorted  to  by  different  persons, 
and  such  a  discovery  might  easily  deter  her  from  visiting  it 
again.     And  w4iat  worse  fortune  could  attend  my  hopes  ? 

*'  That  which  I  had  conjectured  actually  took  place,  and  1 
had  scarcely  ended  my  copy  when  she  re-appeared  with  her 
former  companion,  anxiously  intent  on  the  search.  I  attached 
the  note  to  a  tile  which  1  had  detached  from  the  roof,  and 
dropped  at  a  spot  which  she  would  pass.  Her  gracefully 
expressed  joy  at  finding  it  rewarded  me  for  my  generosity. 
She  examined  it  in  every  part  with  keen  searching  glances,  as 
if  she  were  seeking  to  detect  the  unhallowed  hands  that  might 
have  touched  it ;  but  the  contented  look  with  which  she  hid 
it  in  her  bosom  showed  that  she  was  free  from  all  suspicion. 
She  went,  and  the  parting  glance  she  threw  on  the  garden 
seemed  expressive  of  gratitude  to  the  guardian  deities  of  the 
spot,  who  had  so  faithfully  v/atched  over  the  secret  of  her 
heart. 

*'  I  now  hastened  to  decipher  the  letter.  After  trying 
several  languages,  I  at  length  succeeded  by  the  use  of  English. 
Its  contents  were  so  remarkable  that  my  memory  still  retains 
a  perfect  recollection  of  them ~" 

I  am  interrupted,  and  must  give  you  the  conclusion  on  a 
future  occasion. 


LETTER  yill. 

BAEON    F TO    COUNT   O- 


August. 

In  truth,  my  dearest  friend,  you  do  the  good  Biondellc 
injustice.  The  suspicion  you  entertain  against  him  is  un- 
founded, and,  while  I  allow  you  full  liberty  to  condemn  all 
Italians  generally,  I  must  maintain  that  this  one  at  least  is 
an  honest  man. 

You  think  it  singular  that  a  person  of  such  brilliant 
endowments  and  such  exemplary  conduct  should  debase  him- 
self to  enter  the  service  of  another  if  he  were  not  actuated  by 
secret  motives,  and  these,  you  further  conclude,  must  neces- 
sarily be  of  a  suspicious  character.  But  where  is  the  novelty 
of  a  man  of  talent  and  of  merit  endeavouring  to  win  favour 
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with  a  Prince  who  has  the  power  of  establishing  his  fortune  ^ 
Is  there  anything  derogatory  in  serving  the  Prince  ?  and  has 
not  Biondello  clearly  shown  that  his  devotion  is  purely  per- 
sonal by  confessing  that  he  earnestly  desired  to  make  a  certain 
request  of  the  Prince.  The  whole  mystery  will,  therefore, 
no  doubt  be  revealed  when  he  acquaints  him  with  his  wishes. 
He  may  certainly  be  actuated  by  secret  motives,  but  why  may 
these  not  be  innocent  in  their  nature  ? 

You  think  it  strange  that  this  Biondello  should  have  kept 
all  his  great  talents  concealed,  and  in  no  way  have  attracted 
attention  during  the  early  months  of  our  acquaintance  with 
him,  when  you  were  still  with  us.  This  I  grant ;  but  what 
opportunity  had  he  then  of  distinguishing  himself?  The 
Prince  had  not  yet  called  his  powers  into  requisition,  and 
chance,  therefore,  could  alone  aid  us  in  discovering  his 
talents. 

He  very  recently  gave  a  proof  of  his  devotion  and  honesty 
of  purpose,  which  must  at  once  annihilate  all  your  doubts 
The  Prince  was  watched  ;  measures  were  being  taken  to  gain 
information  regarding  his  mode  of  life,  associates,  and  general 
habits.  I  know  not  with  whom  this  inquisitiveness  originated. 
Let  me  beg  your  attention,  however,  to  what  I  am  about  to 
relate : — 

There  is  a  house  in  St.  George's  which  Biondello  is  in  the 
habit  of  frequenting.  He  probably  finds  some  peculiar 
attractions  there,  but  of  this  I  know  nothing.  It  happened,  a 
few  days  ago,  that  he  there  met  assembled  together  a  party  of 
civil  and  military  officers  in  the  service  of  the  Government, 
old  acquaintances  and  jovial  comrades  of  his  own.  Surprise 
and  pleasure  were  expressed  on  all  sides  at  this  meeting. 
Their  former  good  fellowship  was  re-established ;  and  after 
each  in  turn  had  related  his  own  history  up  to  the 
present  time,  Biondello  was  called  upon  to  give  an  account 
of  his  life:  this  he  did  in  a  few  words.  He  was  con- 
gratulated on  his  new  position;  his  companions  had  heard 
accounts  of  the  splendid  footing  on  which  the  Prince  of 
55^  *  Hi 's  establishment  was  maintained ;  of  his  liberality, 
especially  to  persons  w^ho  showed  discretion  in  keeping 
secrets  ;  the  Prince's  connection  with  the  Cardinal  A  ^  -i'  *  i 

was  well  known,  he  was  said  to  be  addicted  to  play,  &c. 

Biondello's  surprise  at  this  is  observed,  and  jokes  are  passed 
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apon  the  injsteiy  which  he  tries  to  keep  up,  although  it  ia 
well  known  that  he  is  the  emissary  of  the  Prince  of  -i'  ^^  * . 
The  two  lawyers  of  the  party  make  him  sit  down  between 
them ;  their  glasses  are  repeatedly  emptied,  he  is  urged  to 
drink,  but  excuses  himself  on  the  ground  of  his  inability  to 
bear  wine  ;  at  last,  however,  he  yields  to  their  wishes,  in 
order  that  he  may  the  better  pretend  intoxication. 

"Yes!"  cried  one  of  the  lawyers,  "  Biondello  understands 
his  business,  but  he  has  not  yet  learned  all  the  tricks  of  the 
trade,  he  is  but  a  novice." 

**  What  have  I  still  to  learn?"  asked  Biondello. 

"You  understand  the  art  of  keeping  a  secret,"  remarked 
the  other ;  "  but  you  have  still  to  learn  that  of  parting  with  it 
to  advantage." 

"  Am  I  likely  to  find  a  purchaser  for  any  that  I  may  have 
to  dispose  of?"  asked  Biondello. 

On  this  the  other  guests  withdrew  from  the  apartment, 
and  left  him  alone  with  his  two  neighbours,  who  continued 
the  conversation  in  the  same  strain.  The  substance  of  the 
whole  was,  however,  briefly  as  follows : — Biondello  was  to  pro- 
cure them  certain  information  regarding  the  intercourse  of 
the  Prince  with  the  Cardinal  and  his  nephew,  acquaint  them 
with  the  sources  from  whence  the  Prince  derived  his  money, 

and  to  intercept  all  letters  written  to  Count  0 .     Biondello 

put  them  off  to  a  future  occasion,  but  he  was  unsuccessful 
in  his  attempts  to  draw  from  them  the  name  of  the  person 
by  whom  they  were  employed.  From  the  splendid  nature  of 
the  proposals  made  to  him,  it  was  evident,  however,  that  they 
emanated  from  some  influential  and  extremely  wealthy  party. 

Last  night  he  related  the  whole  occurrence  to  the  Prince, 
whose  first  impulse  was  without  further  ceremony  to  secure 
the  manoeuverers  at  once,  but  to  this  Biondello  strongly 
objected.  He  urged  that  he  would  be  obliged  to  set  them 
at  liberty  again,  and  that,  in  this  case,  he  should  endanger 
not  only  his  credit  among  this  class  of  men,  but  even  his  life. 
All  these  men  were  connected  together,  and  bound  by  one 
common  interest,  each  one  making  the  cause  of  the  others  his 
own ;  in  fact,  he  would  rather  make  enemies  of  the  Senate  of 
Venice  than  be  regarded  by  these  men  as  a  traitor — and,  be- 
sides, he  could  no  longer  be  useful  to  the  Prince  if  he  lost  the 
sonfidence  of  this  class  of  people. 
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We  have  pondered  and  conjectured  mucli  as  to  the  source 
of  all  this.  Who  is  there  in  Venice  that  can  care  to  know 
what  money  my  master  receives  or  pays  out,  what  passes 
between  Cardinal  A  ^  ^'  -^  i  and  himself,  and  what  I  write 
to  you  ?  Can  it  be  some  scheme  of  the  Prince  of  'i^  *  d  *  *  , 
or  is  the  Armenian  again  on  the  alert  ? 


LETTER  IX 

BARON   F- TO    COUNT   O- 


August. 

The  Prince  is  revelling  in  love  and  bliss.  He  has  recovered 
his  fair  Greek.    I  must  relate  to  you  how  this  happened. 

A  traveller,  who  had  crossed  from  Chiozza,  gave  the  Prince 
so  animated  an  account  of  the  beauty  of  this  place,  which  is 
charmingly  situated  on  the  shores  of  the  gulf,  that  he  became 
very  anxious  to  see  it.  Yesterday  was  fixed  upon  for  the 
excursion;  and,  in  order  to  avoid  all  restraint  and  display, 

no   one   was   to   accompany  him    but  Z and    myself, 

together  with  Biondello,  as  my  master  wished  to  remain 
unknown.  We  found  a  vessel  ready  to  start,  and  engaged 
our  passage  at  once.  The  company  was  very  mixed  but  not 
numerous,  and  the  passage  was  made  without  the  occurrence 
of  any  circumstance  worthy  of  notice. 

Chiozza  is  built  like  Venice  on  a  foundation  of  wooden 
piles,  and  is  said  to  contain  about  forty  thousand  inhabitants. 
There  are  but  few  of  the  higher  classes  resident  there,  but  one 
meets  sailors  and  fishermen  at  every  step.  Whoever  appears 
in  a  perruque,  or  a  cloak,  is  regarded  as  an  aristocrat — a  rich 
man;  the  cap  and  overcoat  are  here  the  insignia  of  the  poor. 
The  situation  is  certainly  very  lovely,  but  it  will  not  bear  a 
comparison  with  Venice. 

We  did  not  remain  long,  for  the  captain,  who  had  more 
passengers  for  the  return  voyage,  was  obliged  to  be  in  Venice 
at  an  early  hour,  and  there  was  nothing  at  Chiozza  to  make 
the  Prince  desirous  of  remaining.  All  the  passengers  w^ere 
on  board  when  we  reached  the  vessel.  As  we  had  found 
it  so  difficult  to  place  ourselves  on  a  social  footing  with  the 
company  on  the  outward  passage,  we  determined  on  this  OO' 
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casion  to  secure  a  cabin  to  ourselves.  The  Prince  inquired 
who  the  new  comers  were,  and  was  informed  that  they  were 
a  Dominican  and  some  ladies,  who  were  returning  to  Venice. 
My  master  evincing  no  curiosity  to  see  them,  we  immediately 
betook  ourselves  to  our  cabin. 

The  Greek  was  the  subject  of  our  conversation  throughout 
the  whole  passage,  as  she  had  been  during  our  former  transit. 
The  Prince  dwelt  with  ardour  on  her  appearance  in  the  church; 
and  whilst  numerous  plans  were  in  turn  devised  and  rejected, 
hours  passed  like  a  moment  of  time,  and  we  were  already  in 
sight  of  Venice.  Some  of  the  passengers  now  disembarked, 
the  Dominican  amongst  the  number.  The  captain  went  to 
the  ladies,  who,  as  we  now  first  learnt,  had  been  separated 
from  us  by  only  a  thin  wooden  partition,  and  asked  them 
where  they  wished  to  land.       The  island  of   Murano  was 

named  in  reply  to  his  inquiry,  and  the  house  indicated 

*'  The  island  of  Murano  ! "  exclaimed  the  Prince,  who  seemed 
suddenly  struck  by  a  startling  presentiment.  Before  I  could 
reply  to  his  exclamation,  Biondello  rushed  into  the  cabin. 
'*  Do  you  know,"  asked  he  eagerly,  *'  who  is  on  board  with 
us?"  The  Prince  started  to  his  feet,  as  Biondello  continued, 
"  She  is  here !  she  herself! — I  have  just  spoken  to  her  com- 
panion ! " 

The  Prince  hurried  out.  He  felt  as  if  he  could  not  breathe 
in  our  narrow  cabin,  and  I  believe  at  that  moment  as  if  the 
whole  world  would  have  been  too  narrow  for  him.  A  thou- 
sand conflicting  feelings  struggled  for  the  mastery  in  his 
heart ;  his  knees  trembled,  and  his  countenance  was  alter- 
nately flushed  and  pallid.  I  sympathised  and  participated  in 
his  emotion,  but  I  cannot  by  words  convey  to  your  mind  any 
idea  of  the  state  in  which  he  was. 

When  we  stopped  at  Murano,  the  Prince  sprang  on  shore. 
She  advanced  from  her  cabin.  I  read  in  the  face  of  the  Prince 
that  it  was  indeed  the  Greek.  One  glance  was  sufficient  to 
dispel  all  doubt  on  that  point.  A  more  lovely  creature  I  have 
never  seen.  Even  the  Prince's  glowing  descriptions  fell  far 
short  of  the  reality,  A  radiant  blush  suffused  her  face  when 
she  saw  my  master.  She  must  have  heard  all  we  said,  and 
could  not  fail  to  know  that  she  herself  had  been  the  subject 
of  our  conversation.  She  exchanged  a  significant  glanco 
with  her  companion,  which  seemed  to  sav,   "  That  is  ho;" 
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and  then  cast  her  eyes  to  the  ground  with  diffident  confusion. 
On  placing  her  foot  on  the  narrow  plank,  which  had  heen 
thrown  from  the  vessel  to  the  shore,  she  seemed  anxiously 
to  hesitate,  less,  as  it  seemed  to  me,  from  the  fear  of  falling 
than  from  her  inability  to  cross  the  board  without  assistance, 
which  was  proffered  her  by  the  outstretched  arm  of  the  Prince. 
Necessity  overcame  her  reluctance,  and,  accepting  the  aid  of 
his  hand,  she  stepped  on  shore.  Excessive  mental  agitation 
had  rendered  the  Prince  uncourteous,  and  he  wholly  forgot 
to  offer  his  services  to  the  other  lady — but  what  was  there 
that  he  would  not  have  forgotten  at  this  moment  ?  My  at- 
tention in  atoning  for  the  remissness  of  the  Prince  prevented 
my  hearing  the  commencement  of  a  conversation  which  had 
begun  betw^een  him  and  the  young  Greek,  while  I  had  been 
helping  the  other  lady  on  shore. 

He  was  still  holding  her  hand  in  his,  probably  from  ab- 
sence of  mind,  and  without  being  conscious  of  the  fact. 

"  This  is  not  the  first  time,  Signora,  that that " 

he  stopped  short,  unable  to  finish  the  sentence. 

"  I  think  I  remember "  she  faltered. 

"  We  met  in  the  church  of  *  *  -5=  "  said  he,  quickly. 

''  Yes,  it  was  in  the  church  of  *  ^  *  "  she  rejoined. 

**And  could  I  have  supposed  that  this  day  would  hav« 
brought  me " 

Here  she  gently  withdrew  her  hand  from  his — he  was 
evidently  embarrassed ;  but  Biondello,  who  had  in  the  mean 
time  been  speaking  to  the  servant,  now  came  to  his  aid. 

"  Signer,"  said  he,  "  the  ladies  had  ordered  sedans  to  be  in 
readiness  for  them  ;  they  have  not  yet  come,  for  we  are  here 
before  the  expected  time.  But  there  is  a  garden  close  by,  in 
which  you  may  remain  until  the  crowd  has  dispersed." 

The  proposal  was  accepted ;  you  may  conceive  with  what 
alacrity  on  the  part  of  the  Prince  !  We  remained  in  the  garden 

till  iate  in  the  evening ;  and,  fortunately,  Z and  myself 

60  effectually  succeeded  in  occupying  the  attention  of  the 
elder  lady,  that  the  Prince  was  enabled,  undisturbed,  to  carry 
en  his  conversation  with  the  fair  Greek.  You  mil  easily 
believe  that  he  made  good  use  of  his  time,  when  I  tell 
you  that  he  obtained  permission  to  visit  her.  At  the  very 
moment  that  I  am  now  writing  he  is  with  her ;  on  his  returu 
^  shall  be  able  to  give  you  further  particulars  regarding  her 
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When  we  got  home  yesterday,  we  found  that  the  long 
expected  remittances  had  arrived  from  our  court;  but,  at 
the  same  time,  the  Prince  received  a  letter  which  excited  his 
indignation  to  the  highest  pitch.  He  has  been  recalled,  and 
that  in  a  tone  and  manner  to  which  he  is  wholly  unaccustomed. 
He  immediately  wrote  a  reply  in  a  similar  spirit,  and  intends 
remaining.  The  remittances  are  only  just  sufficient  to  pay 
the  interest  on  the  capital  which  he  owes.  We  are  looking 
with  impatience  for  a  reply  from  his  sister. 


LETTER  X. 

BARON    F TO    COUNT   O 


September. 

The  Prince  has  fallen  out  with  his  court,  and  all  resources 
have  consequently  been  cut  off  from  home. 

The  term  of  six  weeks,  at  the  end  of  which  my  master  was 
to  pay  the  Marquis,  has  already  elapsed  several  days;  but 
still  no  remittances  have  been  forwarded,  either  from  his 
cousin,  of  whom  he  had  earnestly  requested  an  additional 
allowance  in  advance,  or  from  his  sister.  You  may  readily 
suppose  that  Civitella  has  not  reminded  him  of  his  debt ;  the 
Prince's  memory  is,  however,  all  the  more  faithful.  Yesterday 
morning  at  length  brought  an  answer  from  the  seat  of  govern- 
ment. 

We  had  shortly  before  concluded  a  new  arrangement  with 
the  master  of  our  hotel,  and  the  Prince  had  publicly  announced 
his  intention  to  remain  here  some  time  longer.  Without 
uttering  a  word  my  master  put  the  letter  into  my  hand.  His 
eyes  sparkled,  and  I  could  read  the  contents  in  his  face. 

Can  you  believe  it,  dear  0 ?  all  my  master's  proceed- 
ings here  are  known  at and  have  been  most  calumniously 

misrepresented  by  an  abominable  tissue  of  lies.  "  Informa- 
tion has  been  received" — says  the  letter,  amongst  other 
things — "  to  the  effect  that  the  Prince  has  for  some  time  past 
belied  his  former  character,  and  adopted  a  mode  of  conduct 
totally  at  variance  with  his  former  exemplary  manner  of 
acting  and  thinking."  "  It  is  known,"  the  writer  says,  "  that 
he  has  addicted  himself  with  the  greatest  excess  to  wome© 
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and  play;  that  he  is  overwhelmed  with  debts;  puts  his 
confidence  in  visionaries  and  charlatans,  who  pretend  to  have 
power  over  spirits ;  maintains  suspicious  relations  with  Roman 
catholic  prelates,  and  keeps  up  a  degree  of  state  which 
exceeds  both  his  rank  and  his  means.  Nay,  it  is  even  said, 
that  he  is  about  to  bring  this  highly  offensive  conduct  to 
a  climax,  by  apostacy  to  the  church  of  Rome !  and,  in  order 
to  clear  himself  from  this  last  charge,  he  is  required  to 
return  immediately.  A  banker  at  Venice,  to  whom  he  must 
make  known  the  true  amount  of  his  debts,  has  received 
instructions  to  satisfy  his  creditors  immediately  after  his 
departure;  for,  under  existing  circumstances,  it  does  not 
appear  expedient  to  remit  the  money  directly  into  his  hands.*' 

What  accusations,  and  what  a  mode  of  preferring  them !  I 
read  the  letter  again  and  again,  in  the  hope  of  discovering 
some  expression  that  admitted  of  a  milder  construction,  but 
in  vain ;  it  was  wholly  incomprehensible. 

Z now  reminded  me  of  the  secret  inquiries  which  had 

been  made  some  time  before  of  Biondello.  The  true  nature 
of  the  inquiries  and  circumstances  all  coincided.  He  had 
falsely  ascribed  them  to  the  Armenian ;  but  now  the  source 
from  w^hence  they  came  was  very  evident.  Apostacy !  But 
who  can  have  any  interest  in  calumniating  my  master  so 
scandalously  ?  I  should  fear  it  was  some  machination  of  the 
Prince  of  'J^  *  d  *  *,  who  is  determined  on  driving  him  from 
/enice. 

In  the  mean  time  the  Prince  remained  absorbed  in 
thought,  with  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  ground.  His  continued 
silence  alarmed  me.  I  threw  myself  at  his  feet.  "  For 
God's  sake,  your  Highness,"!  cried,  '*  moderate  your  feelings 
— you  will — nay,  you  shall  have  satisfaction.  Leave  the 
whole  affair  to  me.  Let  me  be  your  emissary.  It  is  beneath 
your  dignity  to  reply  to  such  accusations  ;  but  you  will  not,  I 
know,  refuse  me  the  privilege  of  doing  so  for  you.    The  name 

of  your  calumniator  must  be  given  up,  and 's  eyes  must  be 

opened." 

At  this  moment  we  were  interrupted  by  the  entrance  of 
Civitella,  who  inquired  with  surprise  into  the  cause  of  our 

agitation.    Z and  I  did  not  answer ;  but  the  Prince,  who 

has  long  ceased  to  make  any  distinction  between  him  and  us, 
s.nd  who,  besides,  was  too  much  excited  to  listen  to   tne 
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dictates  of  prudence,  desired  me  to  communicate  the  contents 
of  the  letter  to  him.  On  my  hesitating  to  obey  him,  he  snatched 
the  letter  from  my  hand,  and  gave  it  to  the  Marquis. 

*'  I  am  in  your  debt,  Marquis,"  said  he,  as  Civitella 
gave  him  back  the  letter,  after  perusing  it,  with  evident 
astonishment — *'  but  do  not  let  that  circumstance  occasion 
you  any  uneasiness — grant  me  but  a  respite  of  twenty  days, 
and  you  shall  be  fully  satisfied." 

*' Do  I  deserve  this  at  your  hands,  gracious  Prince?" 
exclaimed  Civitella,  with  extreme  emotion. 

*'  You  have  refrained  from  pressing  me,  and  I  gratefully 
appreciate  your  delicacy.  In  twenty  days,  as  I  before  said, 
you  shall  be  fully  satisfied." 

"  But  how  is  this  ?"  asked  Civitella  with  agitation  and  sur- 
prise.    "  What  means  all  this  ?     I  cannot  comprehend  it !  " 

We  explained  to  him  all  that  we  knew,  and  his  indignation 
was  unbounded.  The  Prince,  he  asserted,  must  insist  upon 
full  satisfaction — the  insult  was  unparalleled.  In  the  mean- 
w^hile  he  implored  him  to  make  unlimited  use  of  his  fortune 
and  his  credit. 

When  the  Marquis  left  us  the  Prince  still  continued  si- 
lent. He  paced  the  apartment  with  quick  and  determined 
steps,  as  if  some  strange  and  unusual  emotion  were  agitating 
his  frame.  At  length  he  paused,  muttering  between  his 
teeth,  *'  Congratulate  yourself — he  died  at  ten  o'clock!" 

We  looked  at  him  in  terror. 

''  Congratulate  yourself,"  he  repeated ;  "  did  he  not  say  that 
I  should  congratulate  myself  f     What  could  he  have  meant?" 

"  What  has  reminded  you  of  those  words  ?  "  I  asked ;  "  and 
what  have  they  to  do  with  the  present  business?" 

*'  I  did  not  then  understand  what  the  m.an  meant — but  now 
I  do. — Oh  !  it  is  intolerable  to  be  subject  to  a  master !  " 

"  Gracious  Prince  !  " 

''  Who  can  make  us  feel  our  dependence ! ha ! — it  must 

be  sweet,  indeed." 

He  again  paused.  His  looks  alarmed  me,  for  I  had  never 
before  seen  him  thus  agitated. 

''Whether  a  man  be  poorest  of  the  poor" — he  continued — 
"  or  the  next  heir  to  the  throne,  it  is  all  one  and  the  same 
thing. — There  is  but  one  difference  between  men — to  obey  or 
TO  comma>:d!" 

I  I 
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He  again  glanced  over  the  letter. 

"You  know  the  man,"  he  continued,  '* who  has  dared  to 
write  these  words  to  me  !  Would  you  salute  him  in  the  street, 
if  fate  had  not  made  him  your  master  ?  By  Heaven !  there  is 
something  great  in  u  crown  !  " 

He  went  on  in  this  strain,  giving  expression  to  many  things 
which  I  dare  not  trust  to  paper.  On  this  occasion  the 
Prince  confided  a  circumstance  to  me  which  alike  surprised 
and  terrified  me,  and  which  may  be  followed  by  the  most 
alarming  consequences.  We  have  hitherto  been  entirely  de- 
ceived regarding  the  family  relations  of  the  court  of . 

He  answered  the  letter  on  the  spot,  notwithstanding  my 
earnest  entreaty  that  he  should  postpone  doing  so ;  and  the 
strain  in  which  he  wrote  leaves  no  ground  to  hope  for  a  fa- 
vourable settlement  of  these  differences. 

You  are  no  doubt  impatient,  dear  O ,  to  hear  something 

definite  with  respect  to  the  Greek;  but,  in  truth,  I  have  very 
little  to  tell  you.  From  the  Prince  I  can  learn  nothing, 
as  he  has  been  admitted  into  her  confidence  ;  and  is,  I  believe, 
bound  to  secrecy.  The  fact  has,  however,  transpired  that  she 
is  not  a  Greek  as  we  supposed,  but  a  German  of  the  highest 
descent.  From  a  certain  report  that  has  reached  me,  it  would 
appear  that  her  mother  is  of  the  most  exalted  rank,  and  that 
she  is  the  fruit  of  an  unfortunate  amour  which  was  once 
talked  of  all  over  Europe.  A  course  of  secret  persecution  to 
which  she  had  been  exposed,  in  consequence  of  her  origin, 
compelled  her  to  seek  protection  in  Venice,  and  to  adopt  that 
concealment  which  had  rendered  it  impossible  for  the  Prince 
to  discover  her  retreat.  The  respect  with  which  the  Prince 
speaks  of  her,  and  a  certain  deferential  deportment  which  he 
maintains  towards  her,  appear  to  corroborate  the  truth  of  this 
report. 

He  is  devoted  to  her  with  a  fearful  intensity  of  passion 
which  increases  day  by  day.  In  the  earliest  stage  of  their 
acquaintance  but  few  interviews  were  granted ;  but  after  the 
first  week  th^  separations  were  of  shorter  duration,  and  now 
there  is  scarce  a  day  on  which  the  Prince  is  not  with  her. 
Whole  evenings  pass  without  our  even  seeing  him,  and,  when 
he  is  not  with  her,  she  appears  to  form  the  sole  subject  of  his 
thoughts.  His  whole  being  seems  metamorphosed.  He 
goes  about  as  if  wrapped  in  a  dream,  and  nothing  that  formerly 
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interested  him  has  now  power  to  arrest  his  attention  even  for 
a  moment. 

How  will  this  end,  my  dear  friend?  I  tremble  for  the  fu- 
ture. The  rupture  with  his  court  has  placed  my  master  in 
a  state  of  humiliating  dependence  on  one  sole  person — the 
Marquis  Civitella.  This  man  is  now  master  of  our  secrets — 
of  our  whole  fate.  Will  he  always  conduct  himself  as  nobly 
as  he  does  now  ?  Are  his  good  intentions  to  be  relied  upon  ? 
and  is  it  expedient  to  confide  so  much  weight  and  power  to 
one  person — even  were  he  the  best  of  men?  The  Prince's 
sister  has  again  been  written  to — the  result  of  this  fresh  appeal 
you  shall  learn  in  my  next  letter. 


COUNT  O IN  CONTINUATION. 

This  letter  never  reached  me.  Three  months  passed  with- 
out my  receiving  any  tidings  from  Venice, — an  interruption 
to  our  correspondence  which  the  sequel  but  too  clearly 
explained.  All  my  friend's  letters  to  me  had  been  kept  back 
and  suppressed.  My  emotion  may  be  conceived  when,  in  the 
December  of  the  same  year,  the  following  letter  reached  me 
by  mere  accident  (as  it  afterwards  appeared),  owing  to  the 
sudden  illness  of  Biondello,  into  whose  hands  it  had  been 
committed. 

"  You  do  not  write ;  you  do  not  answer  me. — Come !  I  en- 
treat you,  come  on  the  wings  of  friendship !  Our  hopes  are 
fled !     Read  the  enclosed. — All  our  hopes  are  at  an  end ! 

'  The  wounds  of  the  Marquis  are  reported  mortal.  The 
Cardinal  vows  vengeance,  and  his  bravos  are  in  pursuit  of  the 
Prince.  My  master — Oh  !  my  unhappy  master ! — Has  it 
come  to  this  !  Wretched,  horrible  fate !  We  are  compelled  to 
hide  ourselves,  like  malefactors,  from  assassins  and  creditors. 

"  I  am  writing  to  you  from  the  convent  of  ,  where 

the  Prince  has  found  an  asylum.  At  this  moment  he  is 
resting  on  his  hard  couch  by  my  side,  and  is  sleeping — but, 
alas!  it  is  only  the  sleep  of  deadly  exhaustion,  that  will 
but  give  him  new  strength  for  new  trials.  During  the 
ten  days  that  she  was  ill  no  sleep  closed  his  eyes.  I  was 
present  when  the  body  was  opened.  Traces  of  poison  were 
detected.     To-day  she  is  to  be  buried. 

I  I  S 
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**  Alas !   dearest  0 ,  my  heart  is  rent.     I  have  lived 

through  scenes  that  can  never  be  effaced  from  my  memory. 
I  stood  beside  her  death-bed.  She  departed  Hke  a  saint,  and 
her  last  strength  was  spent  in  trying,  with  persuasive  elo- 
quence, to  lead  her  lover  into  the  path  that  she  was  treading 
in  her  way  to  heaven.  Our  firmness  was  completely  gone — 
the  Prince  alone  maintained  his  fortitude,  and,  although  he 
suffered  a  triple  agony  of  death  with  her,  he  yet  retained 
strength  of  mind  sufficient  to  refuse  the  last  prayer  of  the 
pious  enthusiast." 

This  letter  contained  the  following  enclosure  : — 

TO    THE    PRINCE    OF   ,    FROM   HIS    SISTER. 

*'The  one  sole  redeeming  church  which  has  made  so 
glorious  a  conquest  of  the  Prince  of will  surely  not  re- 
fuse to  supply  him  with  means  to  pursue  the  mode  of  life  to 
which  she  owes  this  conquest,  I  have  tears  and  prayers  for 
one  that  has  gone  astray,  but  nothing  further  to  bestow  on  one 
so  worthless !     Henriette  ■ ." 


I  instantly  threw  myself  into  a  carriage — travelled  night 
and  day,  and  in  the  third  week  I  was  in  Venice.  My  speed 
availed  nothing.  I  had  come  to  bring  comfort  and  help  to 
an  unhappy  one,  but  I  found  a  happy  one  who  needed  not  my 

weak  aid.     F was  ill  when  I  arrived,  and  unable  to  see 

me,  but  the  following  note  was  brought  to  me  from  him. 

"  Eeturn,   dearest   0 ,   to   whence    you  came.      The 

Prince  no  longer  needs  you  or  me.  His  debts  have  been 
paid ;  the  Cardinal  is  reconciled  to  him,  and  the  Marquis 
has  recovered.  "  Do  you  remember  the  Armenian  who  per- 
plexed us  so  much  last  year  ?  In  his  arms  you  will  find  the 
Prince,  who  five  days  since  attended  mass  for  the  first  time." 

Notwithstanding  all  this  I  earnestly  sought  an  interview 
with  the  Prince,  but  was  refused.  By  the  bedside  of  my 
friend  I  learnt  the  particulars  of  this  strange  story. 


TKB 

SPORT    OF   DESTINY, 

A  FRAGMENT  OF  A  TEUE  HISTORY. 


Aloysius  von  G was  the  son  of  a  citizen  of  distinction, 

in  the  service  of ,  and  the  germs  of  his  fertile  genius 

had  been  early  developed  by  a  liberal  education.  While  yet 
very  young,  but  already  well  grounded  in  the  principles  of 
knowledge,  he  entered  the  military  service  of  his  sovereign, 
to  whom  he  soon  made  himself  known  as  a  young  man  of 

great  merit,  and  still  greater  promise.    G was  now  in  the 

full  glow  of.  youth,  so  also  was  the  prince.   G was  ardent 

and  enterprising ;  the  prince,  of  a  similar  disposition,  loved 
such  characters.  Endued  with  brilliant  wit,  and  a  rich  fund 
of  information,  G possessed  the  art  of  ingratiating  him- 
self with  all  around  him  ;  he  enlivened  every  circle  in  which 
he  moved,  by  his  felicitous  humour,  and  infused  life  and  spirit 
into  every  subject  that  came  before  him.  The  prince  had  dis- 
cernment enough  to  appreciate  in  another  those  virtues  which 
he  himself  possessed  in  an  eminent  degree.     Every  thing 

which  G undertook,  even  to  his  very  sports,  had  an  air 

of  grandeur ;  no  difficulties  could  daunt  him,  no  failures 
vanquish  his  perseverance.  The  value  of  these  qualities 
was  increased  by  an  attractive  person,  the  perfect  image  of 
blooming  health  and  herculean  strength,  and  heightened  by 
the  eloquent  expression  natural  to  an  active  mind ;  to  these 
was  added  a  certain  native  and  unaffected  dignitv,  chastened 
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and  subdued  by  a  noble  modesty.  If  the  prince  was  charmed 
with  the  intellectual  attractions  of  his  young  companion,  his 
fascinating  exterior  irresistibly  captivated  his  senses.  Simi- 
larity of  age,  of  tastes,  and  of  character,  soon  produced  an 
intimacy  between  them,  which  possessed  all  the  strength  of 
friendship,  and  all  the  warmth  and  fervour  of  the  most 
passionate  love.  G rose  with  rapidity  from  one  promo- 
tion to  another ;  but,  whatever  the  extent  of  favours  conferred, 
they  still  seemed  in  the  estimation  of  the  prince  to  fall 
short  of  his  deserts.  His  fortune  advanced  with  gigantic 
strides,  for  the  author  of  his  greatness  was  his  devoted 
admirer  and  his  warmest  friend.  Not  yet  twenty-two  years 
of  age,  he  already  saw  himself  placed  on  an  eminence  hitherto 
attained  only  by  the  most  fortunate  at  the  close  of  their 
career.  But  his  active  spirit  was  incapable  of  reposing  long 
in  the  lap  of  indolent  vanity,  or  of  contenting  itself  with  the 
glittering  pomp  of  an  elevated  office,  to  perform  the  behests  of 
which  he  was  conscious  of  possessing  both  the  requisite  courage 
and  the  abilities.  Whilst  the  prince  was  engaged  in  rounds 
of  pleasure,  his  young  favourite  buried  himself  among  archives 
and  books,  and  devoted  himself  with  laborious  assiduity  to 
affairs  of  state,  in  which  he  at  length  became  so  expert 
that  every  matter  of  importance  passed  through  his  hands. 
From  the  companion  of  his  pleasures,  he  soon  became  first 
councillor  and  minister,  and  finally  the  ruler  of  his  sovereign. 
In  a  short  time  there  was  no  road  to  the  prince's  favour 
but  through  him.  He  disposed  of  all  offices  and  dignities  ; 
all  rewards  were  received  from  his  hands. 

G had  attained  this  vast  influence  at  too  early  an  age, 

and  had  risen  by  too  rapid  strides,  to  enjoy  his  power  with 
moderation.  The  eminence  on  which  he  beheld  himself 
made  his  ambition  dizzy,  and  no  sooner  was  the  final  object  of 
his  wishes  attained  than  his  modesty  forsook  him.  The  re- 
spectful deference  shown  him  by  the  first  nobles  of  the  land, 
by  all  who,  in  birth,  fortune,  and  reputation,  so  far  surpassed 
him,  and  which  was  even  paid  to  him,  youth  as  he  was,  by  the 
oldest  senators,  intoxicated  his  pride,  while  his  unlimited  power 
served  to  develope  a  certain  harshness  which  had  been  latent  in 
his  character,  and  which,  throughout  all  the  vicissitudes  of  his 
fortune,  remained.  There  was  no  service,  however  considerable 
or  toilsome,  which  his  friends  might  not  safely  ask  at  his' 
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hands ,—  but  his  enemies  might  well  tremble  !  for,  in  pro- 
portion as  he  was  extravagant  in  rewards,  so  was  he  impla- 
cable in  revenge.  He  made  less  use  of  his  influence  to  enrich 
himself  than  to  render  happy  a  number  of  beings  who  should 
pay  homage  to  him  as  the  author  of  their  prosperity ;  but 
caprice  alone,  and  not  justice,  dictated  the  choice  of  his  sub- 
jects. By  a  haughty  imperious  demeanour  he  alienated  the 
hearts  even  of  those  whom  he  had  most  benefited ;  while  at 
the  same  time  he  converted  his  rivals  and  secret  enviers  into 
deadly  enemies. 

Amongst  those  who  watched  all  his  movements  with 
jealousy  and  envy,  and  who  w^ere  silently  preparing  instru- 
ments for  his  destruction,  was  Joseph  Martinengo,  a  Pied- 

montese  count,  belonging  to  the  prince's  suite,  whom  G 

himself  had  formerly  promoted,  as  an  inoffensive  creature, 
devoted  to  his  interests,  for  the  purpose  of  supplying  his  own 
place  in  attending  upon  the  pleasures  of  the  prince  —  an 
ofiice  which  he  began  to  find  irksome,  and  which  he  willingly 
exchanged  for  more  useful  employment.  Viewing  this  man 
merely  as  the  work  of  his  own  hands,  whom  he  might  at 
any  period  consign  to  his  former  insignificance,  he  felt  as- 
sured of  the  fidelity  of  his  creature,  from  motives  of  fear  no 
less  than  of  gratitude.  He  thus  fell  into  the  very  error 
committed  by  Richelieu,  when  he  made  over  to  Louis  XIII., 
as  a  sort  of  plaything,  the  young  Le  Grand.  Without  Riche- 
lieu's sagacity,  however,  to  repair  his  error,  he  had  to  deal  with 
a  far  more  wily  enemy  than  fell  to  the  lot  of  the  French 
minister.  Instead  of  boasting  of  his  good  fortune,  or  allowing 
his  benefactor  to  feel  that  he  could  now  dispense  with  his 
patronage,  Martinengo  was,  on  the  contrary,  the  more  cau- 
tious to  maintain  a  show  of  dependence,  and  with  studied 
humility  affected  to  attach  himself  more  and  more  closely  to 
the  author  of  his  prosperity.  Meanwhile,  he  did  not  omit  to 
avail  himself,  to  its  fullest  extent,  of  the  opportunities  afforded 
him  by  his  office,  of  being  continually  about  the  prince's  per- 
son, to  make  himself  daily  more  useful,  and  eventually  indis- 
pensable to  him.  In  a  short  time  he  had  fathomed  the 
prince's  sentiments  thoroughly,  had  discovered  all  the  avenues 
to  his  confidence,  and  imperceptibly  stolen  himself  into  his  fa- 
vour. All  those  arts  which  a  noble  pride,  and  a  natural  elevation 
of  character,  had  taught  the  minister  to  disdain,  were  brought 
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into  play  by  the  Italian,  who  scrupled  not  to  avail  himself 
of  the  most  despicable  means  for  attaining  his  object.  Well 
aware  that  man  never  stands  so  much  in  need  of  a  guide  and 
assistant  as  in  the  paths  of  vice,  and  that  nothing  gives  a 
stronger  title  to  bold  familiarity  than  a  participation  in  secret 
indiscretions,  he  took  measures  for  exciting  passions  in  the 
prince  which  had  hitherto  lain  dormant,  and  then  obtruded 
himself  upon  him  as  a  confidant  and  an  accomplice.  He 
plunged  him  especially  into  those  excesses  which  least  of 
all  endure  witnesses,  and  imperceptibly  accustomed  the 
prince  to  make  him  the  depository  of  secrets  to  which  no  third 
person  was  admitted.  Upon  the  degradation  of  the  prince's 
character  he  now  began  to  found  his  infamous  schemes  of 
aggrandizement,  and,  as  he  had  made  secrecy  a  means  of 
success,  he  had  obtained  entire  possession  of  his  master's  heart 

before  G even  allowed  himself  to  suspect  that  he  shared 

it  with  another. 

It  may  appear  singular  that  so  important  a  change  should 

escape  the  minister's  notice  ;  but  G was  too  well  assured 

of  his  own  worth,  ever  to  think  of  a  man  like  Martinengo  in 
the  light  of  a  competitor ;  while  the  latter  was  far  too  wily,  and 
too  much  on  his  guard,  to  commit  the  least  error  which  might 
tend  to  rouse  his  enemy  from  his  fatal  security.  That  which 
has  caused  thousands  of  his  predecessors  to  stumble  on  the 

slippery  path  of  royal  favour  was  also  the  cause  of  G- 's 

fall  —  immoderate  self-confidence.  The  secret  intimacy  be- 
tween his  creature  Martinengo  and  his  royal  master  gave 
him  no  uneasiness  ;  he  readily  resigned  a  privilege  which  he 
despised,  and  which  had  never  been  the  object  of  his  ambi- 
tion. It  was  only  because  it  smoothed  his  way  to  power  that 
he  had  ever  valued  the  prince's  friendship,  and  he  incon- 
siderately threw  down  the  ladder  by  which  he  had  risen,  as 
soon  as  he  had  attained  the  wished-for  eminence. 

Martinengo  was  not  the  man  to  rest  satisfied  with  so  subor- 
dinate a  part.  At  each  step  which  he  advanced  in  the  prince's 
favour  his  hopes  rose  higher,  and  his  ambition  began  to  grasp 
at  a  more  substantial  gratification.  The  deceitful  htimility 
which  he  had  hitherto  found  it  necessary  to  maintain  towards 
his  benefactor  became  daily  more  irksome  to  him,  in  propor- 
tion as  the  growth  of  his  reputation  awakened  his  pride.  On 
the  other  hand,  the  minister's  deportment  towards  him  by  no 
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means  improved  with  his  marked  progress  in  the  prince's  fa- 
vour, but  was  often  too  visibly  directed  to  rebuke  his  growing 
pride  by  reminding  him  of  his  humble  origin.  This  forced 
and  unnatural  position  having  become  quite  insupportable,  he 
at  length  formed  the  determination  of  putting  an  end  to  it 
by  the  destruction  of  his  rival.  Under  an  impenetrable  veil 
of  dissimulation  he  brought  his  plan  to  maturity.  He  dared 
not  venture  as  yet  to  come  into  open  conflict  with  his  rival ; 
for,  although  the  first  glow  of  the  minister's  favour  was  at  an 
end,  it  had  commenced  too  early,  and  struck  root  too  deeply 
in  the  bosom  of  the  prince,  to  be  torn  from  it  abruptly. 
The  slightest  circumstance  might  restore  it  to  all  its  former 
vigour;  and  therefore  Martinengo  well  understood  that  the 
blow  which  he  was  about  to  strike  must  be  a  mortal  one. 
Whatever  ground  G might  have  lost  in  the  prince's  affec- 
tions, he  had  gained  in  his  respect.  The  more  the  prince  with- 
drew himself  from  the  affairs  of  state,  the  less  could  he  dispense 
with  the  services  of  a  man,  who  with  the  most  conscientious 
devotion  and  fidelity  had  consulted  his  master's  interests,  even 

at  the  expense   of  the  country, — and    G was  now  as 

indispensable  to  him  as  a  minister  as  he  had  formerly  been 
dear  to  him  as  a  friend. 

By  what  means  the  Italian  accomplished  his  purpose  has 
remained  a  secret  between  those  on  whom  the  blow  fell  and 
those  who  directed  it.  It  was  reported  that  he  laid  before  the 
prince  the  original  draughts  of  a  secret  and  very  suspicious 

correspondence,  which  G is  said  to  have  carried  on  with  a 

neighbouring  court;  but  opinions  differ  as  to  whether  the 
letters  were  authentic  or  spurious.  Whatever  degree  of  truth 
there  may  have  been  in  the  accusation,  it  is  but  too  certain 
that  it  fearfully  accomplished  the  end  in  view.     In  the  eyes 

of  the  prince,  G appeared  the  most  ungrateful  and  vilest 

of  traitors,  whose  treasonable  practices  were  so  thoroughly 
proved,  as  to  warrant  the  severest  measures  without  further 
investigation.  The  whole  affair  was  arranged  with  the  most 
profound  secrecy  between  Martinengo  and  his  master,  so  that 
G had  not  the  most  distant  presentiment  of  the  impend- 
ing storm.  He  continued  wrapped  in  this  fatal  security,  until 
the  dreadful  moment  in  which  he  was  destined,  from  being  the 
object  of  universal  homage  and  envy,  to  become  that  of  the 
deepest  commiseration. 
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When  the  decisive  day  arrived,  G appeared,  according 

to  custom,  upon  the  parade.  He  had  risen,  in  a  few  years, 
from  the  rank  of  ensign  to  that  of  colonel ;  and  even  this 
was  only  a  modest  name  for  that  of  prime  minister,  which 
he  virtually  filled,  and  which  placed  him  above  the  foremost  of 
the  land.  The  parade  was  the  place  where  his  pride  was 
greeted  with  universal  homage,  and  where  he  enjoyed,  for  one 
short  hour,  the  dignity  for  which  he  endured  a  whole  day  of 
toil  and  privation.  Those  of  the  highest  rank  approached  him 
with  reverential  deference,  and  those  w^ho  were  not  assured 
of  his  favour,  with  fear  and  trembling.  Even  the  prince, 
whenever  he  visited  the  parade,  saw  himself  neglected  by  the 
side  of  his  vizier,  inasmuch  as  it  was  far  more  dangerous  to 
incur  the  displeasure  of  the  latter  than  profitable  to  gain 
the  friendship  of  the  former.  This  very  place,  where  he 
was  wont  to  be  adored  as  a  god,  had  been  selected  for  tho 
dreadful  theatre  of  his  humiliation. 

With  a  careless  step  he  entered  the  well-known  circle  of 
courtiers,  who,  as  unsuspicious  as  himself  of  what  was  to  fol- 
low, paid  their  usual  homage,  awaiting  his  commands.  After 
a  short  interval  appeared  Martinengo,  accompanied  by  two 
adjutants,  no  longer  the  supple,  cringing,  smiling  courtier, 
but  overbearing  and  insolent,  like  a  lacquey  suddenly  raised 
to  the  rank  of  a  gentleman.  With  insolence  and  effrontery  he 
strutted  up  to  the  prime  minister,  and,  confronting  him  with 
his  head  covered,  demanded  his  sword  in  the  prince's  name. 
This  was  handed  to  him  with  a  look  of  silent  consternation  ; 
Martinengo,  resting  the  naked  point  on  the  ground,  snapped  it 

in  two  with  his  foot,  and  threw  the  fragments  at  G 's 

feet.  At  this  signal  the  two  adjutants  seized  him  ;  one  tore 
the  order  of  the  cross  from  his  breast ;  the  other  pulled  off 
his  epaulettes,  the  facings  of  his  uniform,  and  even  the  badge 
and  plume  of  feathers  from  his  hat.  During  the  whole  of 
this  appalling  operation,  which  was  conducted  with  incredible 
speed,  not  a  sound  nor  a  respiration  was  heard  from  more 
than  five  hundred  persons  who  were  present;  but  all,  with 
blanched  faces  and  palpitating  hearts,  stood  in  death-like 
silence  around  the  victim,  who  in  his  strange  disarray — a  rare 
spectacle  of  the  melancholy  and  the  ridiculous — underwent 
a  moment  of  agony  which  could  only  be  equalled  by  feelings 
engendered  on  the  scaffold.     Thousands  there  are  who  ii* 
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his  situation  would  have  heen  stretched  senseless  on  the 
ground  by  the  first  shock  ;  but  his  firm  nerves,  and  unflinch- 
ing spirit,  sustained  him  through  this  bitter  trial,  and  enabled 
him  to  drain  the  cup  of  bitterness  to  its  dregs. 

When  this  procedure  was  ended,  he  was  conducted,  through 
rows  of  thronging  spectators,  to  the  extremity  of  the  parade, 
where  a  covered  carriage  was  in  waiting.  He  was  motioned 
to  ascend,  an  escort  of  hussars  being  ready  mounted  to  attend 
him.  Meanwhile,  the  report  of  this  event  had  spread  through 
the  whole  city;  ever}''  window  was  flung  open,  every  street 
lined  with  throngs  of  curious  spectators,  who  pursued  the 
carriage,  shouting  his  name,  amid  cries  of  scorn  and  mali- 
cious exultation,  or  of  commiseration  more  bitter  to  bear  than 
either.  At  length  he  cleared  the  town,  but  here  a  no  less 
fearful  trial  awaited  him.  The  carriage  turned  out  of  the 
high  road  into  a  narrow,  unfrequented  path — a  path  which  led 
to  the  gibbet,  and  alongside  which,  by  command  of  the 
prince,  he  was  borne  at  a  slow  pace.  After  he  had  suffered  all 
the  torture  of  anticipated  execution,  the  carriage  turned  off" into 
the  public  road.  Exposed  to  the  sultry  summer-heat,  without 
refreshment  or  human  consolation,  he  passed  seven  dreadful 
hours  in  journeying  to  the  place  of  destination — a  prison 
fortress.  It  was  nightfall  before  he  arrived;  when,  bereft  of 
all  consciousness,  more  dead  than  alive,  his  giant  strength 
having  at  length  yielded  to  twelve  hours'  fast  and  consuming 
thirst,  he  was  dragged  from  the  carriage;  and — on  regain- 
ing his  senses — found  himself  in  a  horrible  subterraneous 
vault.  The  first  object  that  presented  itself  to  his  gaze 
was  a  horrible  dungeon  wall,  feebly  illuminated  by  a  few 
rays  of  the  moon,  which  forced  their  way  through  narrow 
crevices,  to  a  depth  of  nineteen  fathoms.  At  his  side  he  found 
a  coarse  loaf,  a  jug  of  water,  and  a  bundle  of  straw  for  his 
couch.  He  endured  this  situation  until  noon  the  ensuing  day, 
when  an  iron  wicket  in  the  centre  of  the  tower  was  opened, 
and  two  hands  were  seen  lowering  a  basket,  contain- 
ing food  like  that  he  had  found  the  preceding  night. 
For  the  first  time  since  the  terrible  change  in  his  fortunes 
did  pain  and  suspense  extort  from  him  a  question  or  two — 
Why  was  he  brought  hither  ?  What  offence  bad  he  com- 
mitted? But  he  received  no  answer;  the  hands  disappeared; 
and   the   sash   was   closed.      Here,   without  beholding   tho 
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face,  or  hearing  the  voice  of  a  fellow-creature ;  without  the 
least  clue  to  his  terrible  destiny;  fearful  doubts  and  mis- 
givings overhanging  alike  the  past  and  the  future  ;  cheered 
by  no  rays  of  the  sun,  and  soothed  by  no  refreshing  breeze ; 
remote  alike  from  human  aid  and  human  compassion; — here, 
in  this  frightful  abode  of  misery,  he  numbered  four  hundred 
;and  ninety  long  and  mournful  days,  which  he  counted  by  the 
wretched  loaves  that,  day  after  day,  with  dreary  monotony, 
were  let  down  into  his  dungeon.  But  a  discovery  which  he 
one  day  made  early  in  his  confinement,  filled  up  the  measure 
of  his  affliction.  He  recognized  the  place.  It  was  the  same 
which  he  himself,  in  a  fit  of  unworthy  vengeance  against  a 
deserving  ofiicer,  who  had  the  misfortune  to  displease  him, 
had  ordered  to  be  constructed  only  a  few  months  before. 
With  inventive  cruelty,  he  had  even  suggested  the  means 
by  which  the  horrors  of  captivity  might  be  aggravated; 
and  it  was  but  recently  that  he  had  made  a  journey  hither 
in  order  personally  to  inspect  the  place,  and  hasten  its 
completion.  What  added  the  last  bitter  sting  to  his  punish- 
ment was,  that  the  same  officer  for  whom  he  had  prepared  the 
dungeon,  an  aged  and  meritorious  colonel,  had  just  succeeded 
the  late  commandant  of  the  fortress,  recently  deceased, 
and,  from  having  been  the  victim  of  his  vengeance,  had  become 
the  master  of  his  fate.  He  was  thus  deprived  of  the  last 
melancholy  solace,  the  right  of  compassionating  himself,  and 
of  accusing  destiny,  hardly  as  it  might  use  him,  of  injustice. 
To  the  acuteness  of  his  other  suffering  was  now  added  a 
bitter  self-contempt,  and  the  pain  which  to  a  sensitive  mind 
is  the  severest — dependence  upon  the  generosity  of  a  foe  to 
whom  he  had  shown  none. 

But  that  upright  man  was  too  noble-minded  to  take  a  mean 
revenge.  It  pained  him  deeply  to  enforce  the  severities 
which  his  instructions  enjoined;  but  as  an  old  soldier,  ac- 
customed to  fulfil  his  orders  to  the  letter  with  blind  fidelity, 
he  could  do  no  more  than  pity,  compassionate.  The  un- 
happy man  found  a  more  active  assistant  in  the  chaplain  of 
the  garrison,  who,  touched  by  the  sufferings  of  the  prisoner, 
which  had  but  just  reached  his  ears,  and  then  only  through 
vague  and  confused  reports,  instantly  took  a  firm  resolution 
to  do  something  to  alleviate  them.  This  excellent  man,  whose 
name  I  unwillingly  suppress,  believed   he  could  in  no  way 
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better  fulfil  his  holy  vocation,  than  by  bestowing  his  spiritual 
support  and  consolation  upon  a  wretched  being  deprived  of  all 
other  hopes  of  mercy. 

As  he  could  not  obtain  permission  from  the  commandant 
himself  to  visit  him,  he  repaired  in  person  to  the  capital, 
in  order  to  urge  his  suit  personally  with  the  prince.  He 
fell  at  his  feet,  and  implored  mercy  for  the  unhappy  man, 
who,  shut  out  from  the  consolations  of  Christianity,  a  privi- 
lege from  which  even  the  greatest  crime  ought  not  to  debar 
him,  was  pining  in  solitude,  and  perhaps  on  the  brink  of 
despair.  With  all  the  intrepidity  and  dignity  which  the 
conscious  discharge  of  duty  inspires,  he  entreated,  nay  de- 
manded, free  access  to  the  prisoner,  whom  he  claimed  as  a 
penitent  for  whose  soul  he  was  responsible  to  heaven.  The 
good  cause  in  which  he  spoke  made  him  eloquent,  and  time 
Sad  already  somewhat  softened  the  prince's  anger.  He  granted 
him  permission  to  visit  the  prisoner,  and  administer  to  his 
spiritual  wants. 

After  a  lapse  of  sixteen  months,  the  first  human  face  which 

the  unhappy  G beheld  was  that  of  his  new  benefactor 

The  only  friend  he  had  in  the  world  he  owed  to  his  mis- 
fortunes— all  his  prosperity  had  gained  him  none.  The  good 
pastor's  visit  was  like  the  appearance  of  an  angel — it  would 
be  impossible  to  describe  his  feelings — but  from  that  day  forth 
his  tears  flowed  more  kindly,  for  he  had  found  one  human 
being  who  sympathized  with  and  compassionated  him. 

The  pastor  was  filled  with  horror  on  entering  the  frightful 
vault.  His  eyes  sought  a  human  form,  but  beheld,  creeping 
towards  him  from  a  corner  opposite,  w^hich  resembled  rather 
the  lair  of  a  wild  beast  than  the  abode  of  anything  human,  a 
monster,  the  sight  of  which  made  his  blood  run  cold.  A 
ghastly  deathlike  skeleton — all  the  hue  of  life  perished  from 
a  face  on  which  grief  and  despair  had  traced  deep  furrows — 
his  beard  and  nails,  from  long  neglect,  grown  to  a  frightful 
length — his  clothes  rotten  and  hanging  about  him  in  tatters ; 
and  the  air  he  breathed,  for  want  of  ventilation  and  cleansing, 
foul,  fetid,  and  infectious.  In  this  state  he  found  the  favourite 
of  fortune; — his  iron  frame  had  stood  proof  against  it  all! 
Seized  with  horror  at  the  sight,  the  pastor  hurried  back  to  tho 
governor,  in  order  to  solicit  a  second  indulgence  for  the  poor 
wretch,  without  which  the  first  would  prove  of  no  avail. 
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As  the  governor  again  excused  himself  by  pleading  tho 
imperative  nature  of  his  instructions,  the  pastor  nobly  resolved 
on  a  second  journey  to  the  capital,  again  to  supplicate  the 
prince's  mercy. — There  he  protested  solemnly  that,  without 
violating  the  sacred  character  of  the  sacrament,  he  could  not 
administer  it  to  the  prisoner  until  some  resemblance  of  the 
human  form  was  restored  to  him.  This  prayer  was  also 
granted;  and,  from  that  day  forward,  the  unfortunate  man 
might  be  said  to  begin  a  new  existence. 

Several  long  years  were  spent  by  him  in  the  fortress,  but 
in  a  much  more  supportable  condition,  after  the  short  summer 
of  the  new  favourite's  reign  had  passed,  and  others  succeeded 
in  his  place,  who  either  possessed  more  humanity,  or  no 
motive  for  revenge.  At  length,  after  ten  years  of  captivity, 
the  hour  of  his  delivery  arrived,  but  without  any  judicial  in- 
vestigation, or  formal  acquittal.  He  was  presented  with  his 
freedom  as  a  boon  of  mercy,  and  was,  at  the  same  time, 
ordered  to  quit  his  native  country  for  .ever. 

Here  the  oral  traditions  which  I  have  been  able  to  collect 
respecting  his  history  begin  to  fail ;  and  I  find  myself  com- 
pelled to  pass  in  silence  over  a  period  of  about  twenty  years. 

During  the  interval  G entered  anew  upon  his  military 

career,  in  a  foreign  service ;  which  eventually  brought  him  to 
a  pitch  of  greatness  quite  equal  to  that  from  which  he  had,  in 
his  native  country,  been  so  awfully  precipitated.  At  length, 
time,  that  friend  of  the  unfortunate,  who  works  a  slow  but 
inevitable  retribution,  took  into  his  hands  the  winding  up  of 
this  affair.  The  prince's  days  of  passion  were  over ;  humanity 
gradually  resumed  its  sway  over  him  as  his  hair  whitened 
with  age.  At  the  brink  of  the  grave  he  felt  a  yearning 
towards  the  friend  of  his  early  youth.  In  order  to  repay, 
as  far  as  possible,  the  grey-headed  old  man,  for  the  in- 
juries which  had  been  heaped  upon  the  youth,  the  prince, 
with    friendly     expressions,    invited    tlie    exile    to    revisit 

his  native  land,  towards  which,  for  some  time  past,  G 's 

heart  had  secretly  yearned.  The  meeting  was  extremely  try- 
ing, though  apparently  warm  and  cordial,  as  if  they  had  only 
separated  a  few  days  before.  The  prince  looked  earnestly  at 
his  favourite,  as  if  trying  to  recall  features  so  well  known  to 
him,  and  yet  so  strange ;  he  appeared  as  if  numbering  the 
deep  furrows  which  he  had  himself  so  cruelly  traced  there 
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He  looked  searchingly  in  the  old  man's  face,  for  the  beloved 
features  of  the  youth,  but  found  not  what  he  sought.  The 
welcome,  and  the  look  of  mutual  confidence,  were  evidently 
forced  on  both  sides ;  shame  on  one  side,  and  dread  on  the 
other,  had  for  ever  separated  their  hearts.  A  sight  which 
brought  back  to  the  prince's  soul  the  full  sense  of  his  guilty 

precipitancy  could  not  be  gratifying  to  him ;  while  G felt 

that  he  could  no  longer  love  the  author  of  his  misfortunes. 
Comforted,  nevertheless,  and  in  tranquillity,  he  looked  back 
upon  the  past  as  the  remembrance  of  a  fearful  dream. 

In  a  short  time  G was  reinstated  in  all  his  former 

dignities,  and  the  prince  smothered  his  feelings  of  secret 
repugnance  by  showering  upon  him  the  most  splendid  favours, 
as  some  indemnification  for  the  past.  But  could  he  also 
restore  to  him  the  heart  which  he  had  for  ever  untuned  for 
the  enjoyment  of  life  ?  Could  he  restore  his  years  of  hope  ? 
or  make  even  a  shadow  of  reparation  to  the  stricken  old  man 
for  what  he  had  stolen  from  him  in  the  days  of  his  youth  ? 

For  nineteen  years  G continued  to  enjoy  this  clear, 

unruffled  evening  of  his  days.  Neither  misfortune  nor  age 
had  been  able  to  quench  in  him  the  fire  of  passion,  nor 
wholly  to  obscure  the  genial  humour  of  his  character.  In  his 
seventieth  year,  he  was  still  in  pursuit  of  the  shadow  of  a 
happiness  which  he  had  actually  possessed  in  his  twentieth. 
He  at  length  died  governor  of  the  fortress  ^^-  ^-  ^,  where  state 
prisoners  are  confined.  One  would  naturally  have  expected 
that  towards  these  he  would  have  exercised  a  humanity,  the 
value  of  which  he  had  been  so  thoroughly  taught  to  appreciate 
in  his  own  person ;  but  he  treated  them  with  harshness  and 
caprice ;  and  a  paroxysm  of  rage,  in  which  he  broke  out  against 
one  of  his  prisoners,  laid  him  in  his  coffin,  in  his  eightieth 
vear. 


END. 
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